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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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Spring Time!Spring Time!

And the day came when the risk to remain tight in a bud
was more painful than the risk it took to blossom
        
 Anaïs Nin (French-born American writer)

OWN High Tea see page 3 for details

News • Events • Stories • Poems • Jokes • and more …



Dear OWN members …
After the winter we had last year with our OWN events being cancelled,  
who would have guessed the same would happen this year? Unfortunately,  
it has. These are uncertain times. Some of us are wary of going out, mixing 
with people for fear of getting the dreaded Covid. This is understandable.  
We all enjoy meeting up with friends and family, and this is most  
important for our health and well-being. 

It was disappointing the Games Day for the month of August had to be  
cancelled. Our next planned event is our High Tea in November (see  
page 3). This is very popular with our ladies and a much looked forward  
to occasion. With Spring upon us and the weather improving, I feel  
hopeful our High Tea will go ahead as planned. 

Remember our friends and family who live on their 
own. I am sure a phone call or visit would be most 
welcome. Take care of each other.

I look forward to seeing you all soon.

Kind regards,

Chairperson

Compiling Editor: Jos Coburn Proof-reader: Patricia Russell

Correction
Chris Griffith’s story about 
collecting Kawakawa leaves 
on page 9 of our last issue 
contained a couple of errors. 
The last sentence of the story 
should have read:

With permission from the 
spirit of the Kawakawa 
deva, I take a few leaves 
and have a lovely pot 
of Kawakawa tea when  
I get home. 

Our apologies, Chris. 

The story has been corrected  
in the e-newsletter, which will  
be available on the OWN 
website about 
the same time 
as this  issue is 
mailed out.

Whether you’re a 1 September or 21 September kind 
of person when it comes to the official start of spring,  
rest assured the weather won’t necessarily go along  
with either. The seasons will unfold as they will, 
paying no attention to our efforts to constrain them.

One of the best-known seasonal rules is that we  
have three months of each – with a sudden change, 
not far short of miraculous, to the next season on the  
first days of September, December, March, and June.  
But we all know that doesn’t work, and that spring  
is often the most tempestuous of the seasons.

The start of spring, and of all the seasons, is more 
to do with the length of daylight and average  
temperatures than just the weather.

As a long and skinny country – more than 1,600km 
from end-to-end in a straight line or 2,033km along 
State Highway 1 – New Zealand straddles more  
than 12° of latitude, which affects the length of 
daylight at different times of the year. That New 

Zealand also lies roughly northeast-southwest 
means we also cover more than 12° of longitude, 
markedly affecting sunrise and sunset times between 
the northernmost and southernmost parts of the  
country at North Cape and Southland’s Slope Point 
respectively, and between the most eastern and  
western points at East Cape and near Dusky Sound.

However, what is consistent across New Zealand is 
the increase in the length of daylight each day reaches 
a peak at the spring equinox (when daylight and night  
are of equal length).

Meteorological Dates: the tidy three-month division 
of the year into seasons, so September 1.

Astronomical Dates: based around 
the equinox and solstice, so 
nominally September 21.

Excerpt from Stuff
tinyurl.com/OWN-Spring



Up-coming Event

Remember to check out our website for news, pictures, events, etc.
www.own.org.nz

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 more details, contact Patricia Russell,  
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 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 more details, contact Val Bird,  
ph: 475-6601 or email: valbird51@hotmail.com

We’re back enjoying each other’s company again. 
Check by phoning the co-ordinators for details. Book Now!
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OWN High Tea 
This 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.

When: 11:00am – 2:30pm, 
 Saturday, 5 November
Where: Positive Aging Centre, 
 The Strand, Takapuna
Cost: $20 for OWN Members
 $25 for non-members

To register or for more details, 
please contact Lennie Crawford,  
ph: 444-3320.

Mi Mejor Amigo
(My Best Friend)

An Arab legend says that two best friends were travelling through the desert and had an argument.  
One of them slapped the other. This offended, he wrote in the sand: “Today my best friend slapped me.”

They continued on their way and arrived at an oasis, where they decided to take a bath. The one who had  
been slapped was drowning and the other came to his rescue. Upon recovering, he took a chisel and  
wrote on a stone, “Today my best friend saved my life.” 

Intrigued, the friend asked, “Why after I hurt you did you write in the sand and now you write in stone?”

When a great friend offends us, we must write it on the sand, where the wind of  
oblivion and forgiveness will take care of erasing it. When something great  
happens to us, we must engrave it on the stone of the heart, from where  
no wind can make it disappear.

An Arab legend says that two best friends were travelling through the desert and had an argument.  
One of them slapped the other. Thus offended, he wrote in the sand: “Today my best friend slapped me.”

They continued on their way and arrived at an oasis, where they decided to take a bath. The one who had  
been slapped was drowning and the other came to his rescue. Upon recovering, he took a chisel and  
wrote on a stone, “Today my best friend saved my life.” 

Intrigued, the friend asked, “Why after I hurt you did you write in the sand and now you write in stone?”

When a great friend offends us, we must write it on the sand, where the wind of  
oblivion and forgiveness will take care of erasing it. When something great  
happens to us, we must engrave it on the stone of the heart, from where  
no wind can make it disappear.

Translated by Rosemarie Carr  
from La Culpa es de la Vaca (The Cow is to Blame), a book of short stories

Translated by Rosemarie Carr  
from La Culpa es de la Vaca (The Cow is to Blame), a book of short stories



Number Brain Exercises That Improve Concentration (from NeuroGrow)
When it comes to improving your cognitive abilities, numeracy is essential, helping to boost our logical thinking.

Try this brain activity:
Add 3, minus 7
What you do is choose any three-digit number, then  add 3 to that number three different times. Then  subtract 7 from that number seven times. Repeat this process at least 5 times, picking a new three-digit number each time. 

275
+3
+3
+3
-7
-7
-7
-7
-7
-7
-7

???

The Four Details Observation Exercise 

(from NeuroGrow)
Find four details about people you encounter in public.  

For example, a person is wearing a blue hat, has brown hair, 

is wearing a red shirt, and has brown shoes. The goal of this 

exercise is to first observe the details,  

then later recall them. Try observing  

one person per day to begin with. 

Once you feel like you’ve got better  

at recalling four details, add more 

information or people.

4 www.own.org.nz

The old adage “Use it or Lose it” applies not only to 
our physical health, but also to our cognitive health. 
Performing targeted brain exercises can increase our 
brain’s cognitive reserve. 

Here are three example exercises you can try … 

Brain Exercises

Test Your Recall 
(from Everyday Health)
Make a list – grocery items, things to do,  
or anything else that comes to mind  
(e.g. words starting with P). 

Memorise the list. An hour or so  
later, see how many items you can  
recall. Make the list as challenging as 
possible for the greatest stimulation.

Did you know?
Spring’s gift of Freesias, 
flowering in our gardens at 
Winter’s end and delighting 
us with their variety of 
colours and sweet perfume, 
are said to symbolise trust, 
thoughtfulness, innocence, 
and friendship. 

A native of South Africa, 
they are named after a 
German botanist and medical 
practitioner, Friedrich Freese. 

???

The purpose of life, 
after all, is to live it, 
to taste experience to 
the utmost, to reach out 
eagerly, without fear, 
for newer and richer 
experience.

Eleanor Roosevelt  
(former US First Lady)

“

“
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About 45 years ago, I was invited 
to join a small, local 500 card club. 
It consisted of a group of young 
mothers, who got together to 
play 500 once a week, while their 
husbands baby-sat the children.
 
It was a nice weekly break for us 
mums. We each brought a plate  
for our supper and put 1 shilling  
(10 cents) into the kitty for an  
annual night out for dinner. The 
event was rotated around our  
homes for a time, until it was held 
permanently in one member’s 
home, Anne Shaw, as she was still 
having children and breastfeeding.

In the summertime, my husband 
would cook a hangi for us and we 
all gathered in our garden with 
all our families and spent a happy 
afternoon together. One year,  
Anne’s husband, George, suggested 
that we go to Wenderholm for 
a champagne breakfast. He 
cooked breakfast for us on the 
BBQ and since then we would go 
out, somewhere, for a picnic in  
summer.

The years rolled by, families  
started to grow up, and some of  
us went to work and life got  
busier for us, so we started to  
play once a fortnight, instead  
of weekly.

One year, George suggested 
that instead of us going out  
to dinner, he would cook for  
us and his friend would act 

The 500 Card Club
In 1993, we lost the first member  
of our group and since then four 
more of our members have died.  
We are still playing 500 once a 
month, but these days, it’s on a 
Sunday afternoon, rather than a 
Saturday night. It’s at my place 
these days as I am retired, but  
Anne is still working full-time and 
is busy. 

Some years ago, I had two of my 
granddaughters staying with me, 
so the card evening was held at 
my place. I later overheard one 
of the girls telling her siblings 
about the card evening: “And you  
should hear them, they laugh and 
laugh,” she said.

Last summer, my brother-in-law 
happened to call in on the day 
we played cards. “I could hear 
you people laughing way up the  
road,” he said.

I wrote about our group to the 
North Shore Times, and after it 
was published an acquaintance 
asked me if we would like to play  

against them. I said, “No, 
thank you,” as we would 
absolutely horrify serious 
card players with our 

table talk and light-hearted 
banter and laughter. 

What a thoroughly happy 
 event our 45 years of card 

playing has been!

Anne Mutu

as wine steward. So, we ladies  
gathered and were duly seated 
at a nicely laid table and were  
served a delightful steak dinner, 
with wine served by the wine 
steward. The chef and wine  
steward also had a wonderful 
time, sampling the wine while they 
cooked and served up for us.

The children grew up and were 
eventually old enough to be left 
alone and some of the husbands 
were then able to join us, although 
we remain mainly ladies. Some  
left the district and others joined  
us, but we were always a small 
group of up to eight, as of 
course we were restrained by  
consideration of how many could 
comfortably fit into a sitting room.

The children grew up and got 
married or left home, and we 
became grandparents and life got 
busier, so we now only played  
once a month. Besides playing 
cards, we held mid-winter 
Christmas dinners, went to the 
theatre occasionally, or a film out, 
and usually held a summer outing.

Did you know?
Virtually all the bananas we eat now in the world are derived from a single  

banana cultivar, recognised in the UK in 1836 and cultivated by William Cavendish  

and named the Cavendish Banana. ???
N°– 1
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Trudy came into our family when  
I was eight years old. Mum and 
Dad had been talking about  
getting a dog as a family pet 
for some time. We were all very 
keen, of course, my brothers and  
I promising faithfully to help look 
after the dog and walk her daily. 
Predictably, the reality didn’t  
quite match our enthusiasm.

Nevertheless, my dad replied to an 
advertisement in the local paper, 
requesting a good home for an 
Airedale Terrier, whose owner was 
being posted overseas. He was a 
British soldier, based at Catterick 
Army Camp nearby. His imminent 
posting to Germany meant that 
Trudy would be quarantined for  
six months. Placing his dog in a 
home with a loving family was 
considered a much better option.

Trudy soon settled into civilian 
life in our small semi-detached 
house in a quiet cul-de-sac. Certain  
doggie routines gradually 
developed, such as hopping into 
the passenger seat of Dad’s car 
for the short drive into the garage  
when he returned home from 
work. She would sit patiently at  
the front gate each evening, 
no matter the weather, eagerly 
awaiting the arrival of her  
“master” for her stately, but brief 
ride. 

She would regularly demonstrate 
her dexterity by stealthily taking 
food items, such as vegetables or 
eggs, from the pantry and carefully 
placing them individually on 
the stairs, undamaged. It wasn’t 

uncommon to 
find a carrot on 

one step, followed 
by an egg or two, 

A Dog’s Tale

then maybe an onion, and a potato 
on each successive stair. Whatever 
she could lay her paws on. A strange 
habit, but one that was carried out 
with great precision and a generous 
measure of furtiveness.

Her love of vehicles extended to 
public transport. One day, Trudy 
managed to escape from the front 
garden and trot off to the bus stop 
round the corner for a free ride  
into the town centre. In those days, 
dogs on buses were a common  
sight, so her escapade went 
unnoticed by the driver and 
passengers. They would naturally 
assume that she was accompanied 
by a human. For some reason, 
Mum guessed what had happened, 
so she quickly exchanged her  
pinny for hat and coat, and caught 
the next bus into town to collect  
the errant Trudy from the bus 
terminal.

In many ways, Trudy was my 
dad’s dog. Most weekends, they 
enjoyed long walks in the nearby 
countryside, and evenings would 
see her snuggled up on his knee 
– a strange sight to behold, as my 
dad was a man of slight stature 
and Airedale Terriers are not  
small dogs. Trudy accompanied 

us on family weekend outings, 
sometimes to the seaside or the 
nearby Lake District. Her cultural 
needs were well catered for, with 
many a trip to Durham Cathedral  
or Hadrian’s Wall, and environs. 

Sadly, when she was seven, Trudy 
contracted a virus and died early 
one morning. The whole family  
was grief stricken. My brother, 
Peter, held a mirror in front of her 
face, having recently read about  
this simple test of mortality in 
his Beano comic – a misted mirror 
indicated life. Unfortunately, the 
mirror remained clear. Whilst  
Mum and I bawled our eyes 
out, Dad dealt with his grief by 
disappearing for the rest of the  
day, walking in the countryside  
and no doubt shedding tears of 
his own. In those days, it was 
considered a sign of weakness 
in a man to openly show such  
emotion, even in front of his family.

Although my parents vowed 
never to get another dog, this was 
soon forgotten a few years later, 
when my dad’s boss offered us a 
young Afghan Hound. But that’s  
another story …

Patricia Russell

6 www.own.org.nz
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A Whale of a Tale
Bedtime, 7 December, 1993 was a clear, rather crisp Auckland night. 
Excited calls from our middle son disturbed our drifting off. “Radio 
news! Whales are stranded on Long Bay Beach. Only people with 
wetsuits are allowed.”

With that, our pyjamas were quickly discarded, replaced by the  
family scattering and rushing to find and don their wetsuits, except 
me. No wetsuit, but no way was I going to miss out. Matching  
thermals would have to do.  

Arriving at Long Bay with our torches and buckets we managed to 
sneak past the patrolling policeman. The scene ahead overwhelmed.  
72 whale shapes stretched far along the beach while out at sea their 
family members swam backwards and forwards, obviously distressed 
by the situation.

How does one describe how special it was to spend the night with a 
whale; to be responsible for its survival, quietly reassuring it, calming 
it, taking in its unique scent, its sleek skin, its size and heaviness 
and its eye looking at you as you worked tirelessly to keep it wet,  
to save it? I felt so privileged. 

My sons and husband put their heads under water to hear the cries 
of the whales calling from the sea. Not me. I was too cold with mild 
hypothermia setting in after several hours standing in shallow 
water. I needed to go by the fire and have the hot soup provided by  
Project Jonah volunteers. Handing over my whale to another arriving 
volunteer was so hard. I’d developed a special bonding with this 
beautiful, marine animal, a spiritual connection felt that night that  
has stayed. 

The experience of shivering for several hours on being ordered home 
and a frozen shoulder from the bucketing for some weeks after, added 
to the memory. My eldest son stayed and helped with the re-floating  
at first light. 67 whales were successfully re-floated, five sadly  
perishing. We cherished the family experience, the camaraderie of  
the volunteers, the efforts put in that night, but the gift given back  
to us by our whales was so much more. 

Jos Coburn

A Whale of a Tale
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This poem was discovered following  
an inspiring Sunday walk at   
Te Henga / Bethells Beach, Waitakere. 
It is featured on an information 
billboard in the car park.

Te Henga 
Recipe
breathe in the salty air

the ocean weathered sand
the scuttering dotterels

the pink light shifting
through dark clouds

the concerto of waves
the cantata of sea birds
the not-a-soul in sight

carry home and breathe in beauty
when your legs fail

and the world is out of tune

Paula Green

Paula Green, Auckland poet, reviewer, 
and children’s author, has a website  
at nzpoetryshelf.com
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In the 1970s, Bahrain was far from 
the modern country it is today.  
No glass skyscrapers, flash hotels, 
or restaurants. Oil revenue hadn’t 
yet taken hold. 

I remember a large compound, 
close to the road, known as the 
Dhobi Garden where clothes were 
washed. We lived only three 
bungalows away so I would 
meet my sons (11 and 8 years old)  
from school, then lean over the 
wall to watch the activity. Maybe  
a dozen Indians called Dhobi 
Wallers, clad only in lengths of  
fabric tied at the waist, bashed 
garments over large concrete  
blocks while colourful saris draped 
around the compound to dry. 
Murky water ran along channels 
between the blocks, leaving  
on-lookers wondering just how 

clean could the washing be. But 
surprisingly, once dried, ironed, 
and folded, it all looked fresh and 
clean ready for collection by the 
owners. 

Outside the capital Manama, 
bungalows were built clustered 
together on hard packed sand in 
groups, so there were no street 
names or house numbers. I actually 
took a driving test on this surface 
once and performed reverse 
parking between four poles dug 
into the sand. 

Late one afternoon I decided to  
get some oranges at the local  
shop, a short walk away. I strolled 
along with my sons and must  
have been gone for about 30 
minutes. Arriving home, I walked 
through to the kitchen, only to 
notice with horror that the back 
door was wide open. “Oh, no,  
don’t say I left the back door  
open!” 

I quickly ushered the boys into the 
front garden, aware that someone 
may still be in the house. I could  
see nothing out of place, but in the 
main bedroom something caught 
my eye. On the rug next to the bed  
was a pair of very scruffy-looking 
men’s boots – quite small with 
pointed toes. Definitely not my 
husband’s! 

In a panic, I called the local 
police station immediately. After 
describing what had happened, 
to my dismay the voice said,  
“I no speak English.” I had to go  
through it all again with someone 
else. “What is the address?” he 
asked. 
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“Third bungalow behind the Dhobi 
Garden.” 

“OK. Stand outside the house.” 

A while later we saw a green Jeep 
in the distance, moving between 
date palms with four soldiers 
in the back holding rifles. We  
jumped up and down, our arms 
in the air shouting “Here we are!  
Here we are!” 

On arrival the officer pointed 
out that I had interrupted the  
break-in, and that the bedroom  
fly-wire had been cut and entry  
was made via the open window.  
I felt guilty as the front of the 
bungalow was obscured from 
passers-by due to tree branches  
and bushes that had fallen in a 
recent storm. I was told to clear 
them away. 

I was ready to make a statement  
next day at the police station, 
clutching the boots. I was told that 
often shoes are left behind as the 
first thing intruders do is look for 
better ones. There was a cell in  
one corner and behind iron bars 
were four or five youths grinning 
broadly. It wasn’t difficult to  
decide who the main culprit was  
as I noticed the boy with the  
biggest grin was barefooted. 

Jo Vince

Did you know?
Babies are born with eyes 
already about two-thirds 
of their adult size, which is  
why some babies can look  
so big-eyed. 

Eyes go through a growth 
spurt in the first two years 
and again during puberty, 
and stop growing at age 20  
or 21.

???
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I prepared to travel to Samoa with 
my children and my husband's  
close family. We went to the village 
where he was born to celebrate a 
Lagi in his memory. This was his 
last wish, which he had already  
told us some time before he died. 
We sent a huge box of groceries  
over by sea a month before we left.

When we arrived at Apia airport 
on 15 June, 2007, dawn was just 
breaking. It was beautiful. We 
noticed the heat immediately. 
Most of us travelled to the village 
to meet the family again and 
plan tomorrow's Lagi with them. 
We enjoyed drinking the young 
coconuts they gave us, then a big 
bunch of Samoan food to follow. 
Family from other parts of Samoa 
arrived with gifts of mats and 
money.

The next morning, we were woken 
at 4:30am to travel to the village 
again. The family had decided the 
Lagi was to begin good and early, 
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* “Lagi” means “heaven” in Samoan.

Samoan chief with symbols of office – 
the large “talking stick”  

and the smaller “flywhisk”  
status stick on his shoulder.

OWN’s Kitchen Recipe supplied by Judy Brocherie

Enjoy!Enjoy!

Chicken Casserole
Quick, easy and tasty. A family favourite.                       

Ingredients
   1 Chicken (cooked, shredded)
   1 tin of Condensed Chicken Soup
   1 small tin of Pineapple Pieces (drained)
   1 tsp Curry Powder
   1 tbsp Mayonnaise
   Cheese (grated)
   Breadcrumbs
   
Method
1. Preheat oven to 180°.  
2. Place chicken in a casserole dish. Add pineapple pieces. In a bowl, combine curry powder  

and mayonnaise. Add to casserole dish and mix. Top with grated cheese and breadcrumbs.
3. Cook for 30 minutes.
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before too many outsiders heard 
about it. In Samoa, it's acceptable  
to turn up, whatever feast is on.  
You don't wait to be invited. 
However, any family would be 
ashamed, should they  run out 
of food or gifts before all guests  
have been treated.

We had a brief talk about a time 
of prayer in the chief's house, then  
the important members of the 
family moved outside to sit in front 
of the house. All the village chiefs 
were sitting together a little distance 
away – about 50 of them. Then, the 
“talking chief” stood up with his 
“talking stick” and made a speech 
of welcome, and the chiefs were 
presented with some large, fine 
mats. They replied with speeches 
and then were all presented with 
cash gifts – some $50, some $20 – 
to which they replied with more 

continued 
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speeches. It was quite impressive  
to hear how many chiefly words 
they could remember. Only titled 
men spoke and received gifts. At 
last, the village was presented with 
$1,500. All our young Kiwis were 
running across to the chiefs with 
one $50 at a time – held high in  
their hand – until the total amount 
had been presented.

After another long speech, the 
family gave attention to a group of 
chiefs from outlying villages. They 
were likewise presented with big 
mats and cash gifts, and replied 
with speeches, and the Lagi was 
ended. The family moved inside  
the chief's house and cash gifts  
were presented to the “talking  
chief” and others in order of 
importance. Last, but not least,  
were about 16 helpers sitting 
outside on the stones behind the 
house. They only got $5 each.

Before we all went back to the 
city, the “talking chief” urged the  
family to choose a new chief to 
replace the previous one. Not an 
easy task.

Next day, Sunday, we all went to 
a church near the hotel and were 
delighted to hear the congregation 
singing like hundreds of angels. 
They ‘lifted the roof’.

One day, we had a look at Malietoa's 
grave, the king who died recently 
in Samoa. It was beside the main 
road and also near the sea – a very 
big construction covered with 
thousands of colourful flowers. 
Truly magnificent!

We watched the dance show at the 
hotel during the week. It was a 

 continued. treat, with lots of music and colour. 
Three of the performers came  
down and invited a partner each  
to dance with them on stage. Two  
of them were my grandchildren. 
They will remember that night  
when the drums played. An 
amazing fire dance ended the  
show.

We took another trip out to the 
village to talk about who should  
be the new chief. In desperation,  
the family decided to take a  
nephew of the former chief, on 
trial. He was told he would have  
to measure up, or else he would  
be out again.

One of my daughters and her 
husband were surprised to find  
that their teenage sons had visited 
the traditional tattooist in Apia. 
They nearly fell out over that. 
Fortunately, neither of the boys 
were brave enough to get a full  
body tattoo. My husband surprised 
me with one a few decades ago. 
I wasn't very happy about that 
because, next thing, everyone 
wanted to see it. Well, what  
would you have said?

Betty Vaotogo

A Samoan fire dancer

Words 
of Wisdom

You don’t realise how old you are until you sit on the floor and then try to get back up. 

I don’t always go the extra mile, but when I do it’s because I missed  my exit. 

I’m at  a place in my life where errands  are starting to count  as going out. 

I see 

people about my 

age mountain climbing; 

I feel good getting my leg 

through my underwear, 

without losing my 

balance. 

We 
all get heavier 

as we get older, 

because there’s a lot more 

information in our heads. 

That’s my story and I’m 

sticking to it.

Never 
sing in the 

shower! Singing leads 

to dancing, dancing leads 

to slipping, and slipping leads 

to paramedics seeing you 

naked! So remember … 

don’t sing! 
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nAbout a Boy & Me
Life just likes to surprise you. Or should I say turn  
your life upside down, move you out of your comfort 
zone. Get off your backside and join the rest of society.

Well, that’s me! At 80.

The boy, he’s my now-16 year old grandson, Connor.  
A reasonably normal teenager. I think. It has been  
some time since I had a teenage boy living permanently 
with me. Visiting for a few weeks at a time, but not  
as a resident. By the way I do love him dearly, he is  
very affectionate and we have lots of laughs. 

Getting used to each other’s eating habits. Me, I have  
my breakfast every morning. He rushes out to school 
with maybe Up&Go or maybe a cup of frothy coffee.  
He likes to graze. He prefers to eat later. He likes 
to cook and tries some fancy recipes. I’m just plain  
mince and spuds!

I have got out of the habit of cooking. Living by  
myself I usually cooked once a week and made sure  
I had enough for more than one meal, the rest going  
into the freezer. I used to bake quite a bit, but not  
any more. The surprising thing is Connor does  
not care. He doesn’t have a sweet tooth!  
Not like me, he fortunately missed that 
gene.

Getting used to doing more washing! 
I have tried to instil into him, 
after his shower, he can 
use his towel more than 

once. He puts clothes in for washing only when they  
are dirty. This hasn’t worked so far. His room is a  
constant mess, and when I run out of glasses or mugs 
or bowls I can find them in his room, in among all  
the debris. I have gone back to my old habit I learned  
50 years ago … I close his door!

Another thing I have to get used to, is having very  
large teenagers invading the house! They are very nice 
and polite, but being a bit on the short side, you can  
feel somewhat overwhelmed by these giants! 
Luckily, they usually go out to my deck area which is  
sheltered and talk about things my ears are too  
tender to hear. 

Connor attends Glenfield College and goes once a week  
for work experience at a plumbing company in the  
hopes he will be offered an apprenticeship. He has 
been told he has to stay in school until he either gets  
an apprenticeship or he goes on to AUT or uni, one or 
the other. Connor is a very good artist and I thought he  
would have looked for a profession in that line, but  
he said no. I think he just likes his art for pleasure.

On the whole we are jogging  
along quite well, a 16 year old 
having to get used to an 80 year  

old, and vice versa. 

But I do think God has a sense of 
humour!

Anita Knape

I wish you enough sun to keep your attitude bright

I wish you enough rain to appreciate the sun more

I wish you enough happiness to keep your spirit alive

I wish you enough pain so that the smallest joys in life appear much bigger

I wish you enough gain to satisfy your wanting
I wish you enough loss to appreciate all that you possess

I wish you enough “Hellos,” to get you through the final “Good-bye.”

An Irish blessing that has been handed down through generations.

I  Wish  You  Enough



Daffy-nitions
Inflation: Cutting money in half without damaging the paper.

Handkerchief: Cold storage.

Dust: Mud with the juice squeezed out.

Secret: Something you tell one person at a time.
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nOn the Subject of Cooking
We arrived back from our 
honeymoon to our new house 
without my having told my new 
husband that he quite likely  
would starve. I had never cooked 
anything in my life, apart that  
is, from dampers on a camping 
holiday with the guides, and it  
can’t be said that they were much  
of a success. My only help and 
guidance was Aunt Tui’s Cook Book 
and a copy of Mrs Beeton that my 
mother had sent me. Mrs Beeton 
also had other gems of useful 
information such as how to fold 
damask napkins and set the table 
for a 20 guest dinner party

On the whole I managed quite  
well, cooking reasonably edible 
meals, that is until my dear  
husband started raving on about  
the sheep’s brains in cream sauce 
that his mother had cooked. 
The battle lines were drawn! If 
his mother could cook sheep’s 
brains, well so could I. I began 
to have doubts about this new  
mother-in-law of mine; I had yet to 
meet her at this stage.

When my next order went in to  
the butcher, sheep’s brains were 
top of the list, my instructions 
were for brains from one sheep 
only; I decided I’d stick to 

sausages. The next morning  
I went next door for coffee 
with my neighbour and when  
I returned the butcher had already 
delivered my order. It was with 
shock horror that I opened up the 
large newspaper wrapped parcel 
(the meat always arrived wrapped 
in the Fiji Times) to find not just 
a small packet of sheep’s brains,  
but the whole head. It sat there 
glaring at me, complete with  
wool, ears, eyes. I lifted a lip and, 
yes, all its large yellow teeth were 
there as well; definitely not what  
I had expected. I’m sure I must  
have turned pale at the sight.

Nothing daunted I got out Aunt  
Tui who was not of the slightest 
help, next I tried Mrs Beeton. 
Better luck there, at least I found a  
relevant recipe, it said, “Take the 
sheep’s brain.” 

“How,” I muttered, “do I get at it?”

And another thing, I did not like  
the way that the beast was looking 
at me, daring me! I had to admit 
defeat even before I’d started 
because I couldn’t find any sort 
of implement that could be used 
to break open the skull. I covered 
what was to have been a surprise 
supper, with a tea towel and  

waited for George to come home  
for lunch.

Admitting my problem to him on 
his return, he gazed at the head  
and confessed he was almost as 
much at a loss as I was. In the  
end with the help of a hammer  
and two tyre levers, plus a lot 
of banging and rude words, he 
accomplished the job and got the 
wretched thing divided into two.

Well, he did get his brains in cream 
sauce and he did say they were 
delicious, not that he would have 
dared to have said otherwise. 
He never again commented on 
his mother’s cooking. As for me, 
well I made a resolution there and  
then never again to have anything 
to do with the top end of a  
sheep or have anything to do  
with its brains. And that is one 
of the few resolutions that I have  
kept.

Helen Welsh
(Story and illustration)
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