
OWN is a women’s network which connects women through a variety of 
activities and events which enhance feelings of belonging and well-being

The Trafalgar Square Christmas tree in London is a gift from the city of Oslo, Norway, each year in gratitude to the British for their assistance to Norway during World War II. It is an annual tradition which first began in 1947.

Xmas Fact

Happy Holidays!
Happy Holidays!
Happy Holidays!Happy Holidays!Wishing all 
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It is lovely to be able to enjoy this beautiful summer weather.  
We are most fortunate to be living in East Coast Bays and near  
so many beaches. 

Unfortunately, in November we had to cancel the OWN High Tea  
due to lack of interest. This was replaced by an OWN Luncheon at  
the Bays Club in Browns Bay on Saturday, 5 November. The chatter  
and laughter were evidence of the enjoyment of 15 of our  
members catching up with friends we had not seen in a while.  
I have had feedback of what a great success the luncheon was.  
(See the photos on page 3.)

We have not finalised the Bus Trip for early next year, but Lennie  
will keep you informed in her delightful newsy memos.

    Thank You
Many thanks to Lennie Crawford who does a tireless job as our 
Secretary. She is a great organiser who has everything done in a  
timely manner. Thank you also to Dale Everiss our Treasurer who 
ensures the books are kept in order, and to the remaining dedicated 
Committee members, Val Bird, Pat Bish, and Anita Knape. These are  
the ladies who organise our events for the year and without  
them there would be no OWN. 

Jos Coburn, many thanks for the amazing work you put in to  
ensure we have our informative and interesting magazine 
News&Views. It is always a pleasure to read. Anne Mutu and her 
merry band of helpers ensure the magazines are posted to us. Thank 
you, ladies. 

Val Bird organises our monthly coffee mornings on the last  
Tuesday of each month at the White Flower Café in Browns Bay. 
These are most enjoyable catch-ups. Thank you, Val, for keeping  
this tradition going.

If you are invited to an outing and don’t feel 
like going, “it pays to get up, dress up, and 
show up”. You may just enjoy yourself and 
make someone else’s day.

Wishing you all a Happy Christmas  
and holiday season with family and 

friends, and I look forward to seeing you  
all in 2023.

Chairperson

Dear OWN members …

Compiling Editor: Jos Coburn Proof-reader: Patricia Russell

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,  
email: valbird51@hotmail.com or  
ph: 475-6601

Check by phoning  
the co-ordinators for details.

Xmas Fact
Tinsel was invented in 1610 in 
Nuremberg in Germany. Originally  
it was made of strands of real silver, 
but because it tarnishes quickly, 
other shiny metals were substituted.



Remember to check out www.own.org.nz for news, pictures, events, etc. 
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OWN Luncheon
Bays Club, Browns Bay          Saturday, 5 November, 2022

Thank you to the OWN Committee for a wonderful celebratory  
event and luncheon. It was an inspired decision! 

We have all emerged from the lockdowns and all that entailed.  
We’ve missed social interactions and occasions. The gathering, the 
laughter, the joy of being together, and celebrating was memorable. 
The luncheon was delicious and it was a lovely surprise to discover 
that the OWN Committee paid on behalf of OWN. The venue was 
delightful and a great time was had by all. (Irene Knowle’s carer,  
Janice, made us all laugh and took photos, so hopefully those will be 
here too.)

Chris Griffiths
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We started to prepare for Christmas on the first  
Sunday of Advent. We had an Advent wreath with  
four candles on it. One candle would be lit on the  
first Sunday, two on the second, and so on.

We would all sit around the table and make  
decorations for the Christmas tree. We had some nice 
shiny paper from which we would make some plaited 
hearts with handles. For hanging on the tree, we also  
fashioned cones, wherein there might be some nuts,  
sweets, etc. Then we would practise singing the 
Christmas Carols, with Mum accompanying us on the 
piano, and so we would spend a very happy afternoon.

In the weeks before Christmas, Mum would start to 
bake the special Christmas biscuits that we only had  
at Christmas. It seemed to me that she had lots of tins  
filled with these types of biscuits – I think there were 
probably five tins, but they were big tins. We were  
always allowed to help, rolling out the dough and 
cutting them out with different shaped cutters. There 
was a special biscuit that was round like a marble.  
They were called Peppernuts and they were 
particularly good for smaller children to prepare. The 
dough would be rolled out in a sausage shape, cut a  
small piece off, which would be rolled into a round 
shape and put onto a baking tray. 
We also made marzipan sweets. 
They might be dipped in  
chocolate, or rolled in 
hundreds and thousands, 
or decorated with  
almonds. My mother 
was very good at making 
us feel included in the 
preparations. It was a 
lovely atmosphere.

Christmas in Denmark is 
celebrated on Christmas 
Eve and at last the great 
day arrived. Mum was 
busy preparing Christmas 
dinner, but when I was 
old enough it was my job 
to decorate the tree in the 
living room. Nobody else 
was allowed to see it until 
evening. 
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Our Christmas dinner consisted of brown bean loaf, 
filled with prunes and apples (we were vegetarians  
and didn’t eat meat), potatoes, red cabbage, and a  
lovely brown sauce. The dessert was a rice dish, made 
with cold rice cooked in milk with added almond  
essence, and mixed with chopped almonds, lots of 
whipped cream, and served with fruit sauce. Yummy!!!  
In the bowl had been mixed a whole almond and  
whoever got the whole almond would receive 
the “almond present”, which was a lovely 
decorated marzipan pig. To find the whole 
almond in your dessert was really something!

After dinner while the dishes were being done, one 
person would disappear into the living room to light  
the candles on the tree, the lights would be turned  
off, the door would be opened and we would admire 
the tree in all its glory. Dad would then get the Bible  
and read us the Christmas Gospel. Afterwards we 
would form a circle around the tree and, holding  
hands, we would walk around it while singing the 
Christmas Carols we had been practising. 

My father would then quietly disappear and shortly 
after there would be a knock on the door and Father 
Christmas would be standing there with a big sack 

on his back. He would then  
distribute the gifts one at a  

time and we would all  
watch the gift being 
unwrapped and admired. 
The gifts were quite 
modest, we would each 
receive two or three. It 
might be a ball, a game, 
a book, or crayons and a 
colouring book, but one 
Christmas we were given 
a joint gift. It was a Kelk 
(a bobsleigh) big enough 
to hold all four of us, 
that was very special. We  
would admire the gifts  
and then it was time for 
coffee with some of the  
Christmas biscuits and 
marzipan sweets.

Anne Mutu



A  Tribute  
to  Mrs.  Claus

(Let’s give credit where it is due!)

A  Tribute  
to  Mrs.  Claus
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Holly Haynes

Enjoy!

Risalamande
A Danish Christmas Desert

Ingredients (enough for 6-8 people)
   1½l Milk
   200g short grain rice
   Blanched almonds (chopped)
   Almond Essence
   300ml cream (whipped)
   500g frozen boysenberries 
            (or any strong-tasting fruit)
   Sugar
   Cornflour

Method
1. Rice: Grease the pot well to avoid 

burning.
2. Bring milk to boil and add rice. 

When reaching boiling point again, 
reduce to simmer and cook about 
15-20 minutes (a little chewy is 
nice), stirring from time to time or 
the rice may taste burnt. 

3. Allow to cool. When cold, add 
a little cold milk until a slightly 
runny texture, add chopped 
almonds and essence. Lastly 
whipped cream. 

4. Sauce: Just cover boysenberries 
with water, bring to the boil, add 
sugar to taste, and thicken slightly 
with cornflour.

5. Serving: Spoon the  
rice into a bowl,  
add the sauce,  
and enjoy!

There's something that I've realized that has me quite perturbed,
Actually as I ponder, it makes me quite disturbed.

Why all the fuss about Santa? What about his lovely wife??
Without her Santa could & would not have such a great life!
Who works so hard cooking meals for that big, giant, belly?

To make sure it shakes just right, like a bowl full of jelly!
Who gives him counsel when he sees that naughty list?

And if Santa shakes his head, second chances she insists!
Who keeps the North Pole running like a fine tuned machine?

As Santa delivers gifts to those sleepy kids that dream.
Of course Mrs. Claus! She does much more than you know!

She is quite the busy lady, why she even shovels snow!
Who helps pack the sleigh? Who feeds all the reindeer?

Who makes sure Santa is happy and always full of cheer?
Well of course Mrs. Claus in case you haven't guessed,

She turns chaos into order when the North Pole is a mess!
But the greatest thing about her I simply must impart,

It's not just all she does; it's her GREAT, GINORMOUS heart.
Who held Rudolph when he cried from being teased?

And told Santa, "Let him guide you on this Christmas Eve."
Who raves on the Elves toys and tells them they make the best,
And tells Santa when they need a raise or a much needed rest.

Whose eyes always sparkle, and who takes time to care,
For her beautiful, red dress and that crown of lovely hair.

Mrs. Claus is this lady and so it rightly seems,
We must not forget – that her and Santa are a team!

So no more just a fuss over Mr. Claus,
And if you make the nice list think of her and pause.

Don't forget to thank her or you may just get some coal,
And I bet she will hear you, all the way from the North Pole!

Holly Haynes

OWN’s Kitchen
    Recipe supplied by Anne Mutu
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I was seven years old. It was Christmas Eve and I was so excited.  
Would Father Christmas bring me what I really wanted? We were a  
family of five children. There was always a large Santa sack  
for each of us and one other present.

That evening I couldn’t sleep, so decided to go and get a drink of water.  
As I walked into the kitchen, I could see that Dad was still up. On the  
floor there was a bicycle upside down laying on its handlebars. Dad had  
a cloth in his hand and was giving the bicycle a good polish. I crept  
backwards out of the room, hoping he had not seen me.

It seemed a very long night. At 6:00am, my sister Barbara asked, “Can we  
go and see what Father Christmas has left for us?” 

I said, “No it is too early,” but I was as impatient as she was, waiting for  
the time to get up.

Finally, at 7:00am, we jumped out of bed. We five children waited  
excitedly outside the lounge for Mum and Dad to appear. As Dad opened  
the door, we could see the large brightly lit Christmas tree. Beside the  
tree were five red Santa sacks. Beside mine there stood a shiny black  

BICYCLE. I was thrilled!

The next day, Boxing Day, Dad took me down 
to the local park where there were several other 

children all learning to ride their two-wheeler  
bicycles. It took me a while, but in no time,  
I had mastered it.

I had seen this bicycle before. It had  
belonged to my older cousin Shirley. That 
was when I realised there was no Father 
Christmas.

Judy Brocherie

A Memorable  
Christmas
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Wonderful?

A wee bird’s recent record-
breaking moment.

Thanks to the latest ultra-
light, solar-powered devices 
which weigh only 5g, about the  
weight of a sheet of paper, 
scientists were able to recently 
track a juvenile bar-tailed 
godwit – satellite number 
234684 – on its solar flight  
from Alaska to north-east 
Tasmania. 

These recording devices must 
not exceed 1% of a bird’s body 
weight and send a signal every 
90 seconds to satellites that log 
the bird’s position. 

The recordings revealed this 
remarkable, five-month-old 
godwit had broken all previous 
records for migratory birds’ 
non-stop flights. 

It had covered 13,560kms  
(8,426 miles) in 11 days and 
one hour, never stopping as it 
crossed the Pacific Ocean.

Text Source: The Sunday Star★Times
(30 October, 2022)

Bing Crosby’s version of the White Christmas 

song is the highest selling single of all time, 

selling an estimated 50 million copies 

worldwide up to 2018. When the sales for 

versions by other singers are included, 

sales of the song exceed 100 million.

Xmas Fact



Up To Speed with Te Reo Māori is a series of short podcasts to help get you  
‘Up To Speed’ with some Māori language phrases and words often heard in media,  
public addresses and everyday conversation in Aotearoa New Zealand. You can listen  
to the series on iHeartRadio at tinyurl.com/OWN-TeReoPodcast

OWN’s Kitchen Recipe supplied by Judy Brocherie

Savoury Cheese Ball
Ingredients
   250g Cheddar Cheese (grated) 
   250g Cream Cheese
   2 tbsp tomato sauce
   1 tsp Curry Powder
   2 cloves Garlic (crushed, optional)
   Parsley (chopped)
   Nuts (chopped)

Method
1. Blend ingredients (except nuts) together in a food processor.
2. Cover mixture in Glad Wrap then shape into a ball.
3. Remove Glad Wrap and roll in chopped nuts.
4. Refrigerate for at least 30 minutes. 
5. Serve with crackers

Savoury Cheese Ball
Ingredients
   250g Cheddar Cheese (grated) 
   250g Cream Cheese
   2 tbsp tomato sauce
   1 tsp Curry Powder
   2 cloves Garlic (crushed, optional)
   Parsley (chopped)
   Nuts (chopped)

Method
1. Blend ingredients (except nuts) together in a food processor.
2. Cover mixture in Glad Wrap then shape into a ball.
3. Remove Glad Wrap and roll in chopped nuts.
4. Refrigerate for at least 30 minutes. 
5. Serve with crackers
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Enjoy!
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Key Te Reo Māori phrases to get to grips with, when listening, explained by television and radio host Stacey Morrison. 

A common rerenga kōrero (sentence) you’ll hear often  
on radio and television now is ngā mihi meaning many 
thanks, greetings. Sometimes presenters will say that 
when a reporter has just finished a report. Ngā mihi  
and ngā mihi nui are popularly used as a sign-off on 
emails. It is a way of saying “many thanks” or “regards”.

This is a phrase Radio New Zealand presenters use 
widely: Kei te whakarongo mai koe ki te reo irirangi  
o Aotearoa (You are listening to Radio New Zealand). 
“Kei te” is the way we start sentences that talk 
about something that’s happening right now. Kei te 
whakarongo mai koe (You are listening).  Reo irirangi 
means radio, and te reo irirangi o Aotearoa is the  
Māori name for Radio New Zealand. 

Jack Tame has won a Maori language award for his te  
reo efforts in broadcasting. You will often 
have heard him use the expression: Kia ora  

e te whānau (Hey family), nau 

Up To Speed with Te Reo Māori

mai, haere mai (welcome), ko Parakuihi 
tēnei (this is Breakfast).  Parakuihi is the 
Māori word for breakfast.

Andrew Saville opens up every sport 
news segment by saying: Nau mai 
(welcome) ki ngā hākinakina o te wā 
(to the day’s sports). Hākinakina is 
sport and by putting ngā in front of it,  
it becomes the plural sports.

Mauri ora e te iwi is a way to wish  
someone well, wishing them vibrant energy 
and lifeforce. Two other sign-off options 
are: Noho ora mai rā (Stay well and 
goodbye), said to someone who is staying  
when you are leaving, and Ka kite anō (See  
you again).

Text Source: The New Zealand Herald
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The huge flares which lit Kuwait’s 
night sky way out in the desert, 
marked where the gas from oil 
deposits was burnt off and could  
be seen for miles around, 
particularly if it was dark when 
flying into the country. A few 
Bedouin camps could also be 
detected with their black tents  
and animals, reminding us that  
this way of life was gradually 
coming to an end with more and 
more Bedouins moving away from 
the desert for work. 

Kuwait at that time only had  
limited sealed roads that lead 
to somewhere important like 
refineries, oil towns, and the 
like. The road to Basra in Iraq, a  
popular get away for Europeans 
for dirty weekends, was just a 
corrugated desert track formed 
by lorries crossing the desert 
and sealed for only about 30 
kilometres. The road south led to 
Awali, the headquarters of the oil 
company and the compound for  
the refinery people. 

One time, during the winter, a 
group of us decided to go camping 
along the coast and get back to 
nature, so to speak. We envisioned 
us all with towels round our  
waists, living off fish. A Kuwaiti 
friend said that he would  
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organize everything, just leave it  
to him. Yes, we did sleep under 
canvas, but we also had four cars, 
a servant with a shop-load of  
food, three tents, cooking  
equipment with fuel, and a large 
water tank on the back of a lorry. 
Not exactly getting back to nature, 
but it was memorable. This was  
the first time ever when I had  
woken to find camels peering into 
my tent!

On religious high days everyone 
(providing you were male) was 
welcomed to the Ruler’s palace to 
take tea and to wish him a happy 
holiday while servants moved 
along the queues serving tea from 
a large brass pot. Not very hygienic 
as everyone used the same small 
glass, and the custom was that if 
you shook the glass this meant you 
wanted more. 

Kuwait has a dry, healthy climate, 
and diseases such as small pox 

and malaria had been eradicated 
for many years, but I did manage 
to get an ingrowing toenail.  
I had an interesting visit to the 
American Mission Hospital where 
I was told by the doctor to wait 
outside in the corridor. The long 
corridor was full of people sitting 
and milling about, both patients 
and visitors chatting together,  
pots and pans ready to do some 
cooking for their loved ones, and 
also a man busy cleaning up and 
emptying ashtrays. 

Having been shown into a room 
with a bed placed in the middle, 
I lay down and was immediately 
surrounded by four, or five men 
in hospital gear, all pointing to  
my big toe and obviously giving 
their opinion as to what should 
be done – including the man who 
had been emptying the ashtrays! 
I looked up at the ceiling fan and 
thanked goodness that my toe  
was my only problem!

Jo Vince

Advice for the “Elderly”
You’re not elderly,  

just chronologically gifted.

If you decide to get a tattoo,
consider your name and address.

You know you’re “elderly” when you stoop to tie your shoelaces and wonder what else you can do while you are down there.

Your secrets are safe with your friends  

because they can’t remember them either.



OWN’s Kitchen Recipe supplied by Judy Brocherie

Sweet Cheese Log
Ingredients
   200g Cream Cheese
   100g Dried Apricots (roughly chopped)
   90g Slivered Almonds 

Method
1. Combine cream cheese, apricots, and three-quarters  

of the almonds in a bowl. Mix well to make sure the  
apricots and almonds are evenly distributed.

2. Roll into a log and roll the log in the remaining  
almonds until it is fully covered.

4. Wrap the log in Glad Wrap and refrigerate for 
30 minutes, so it is firm for serving. 

5. Serve with crackers.
Will keep for up to three days in the refrigerator, but it is best eaten fresh.

Sweet Cheese Log
Ingredients
   200g Cream Cheese
   100g Dried Apricots (roughly chopped)
   90g Slivered Almonds 

Method
1. Combine cream cheese, apricots, and three-quarters  

of the almonds in a bowl. Mix well to make sure the  
apricots and almonds are evenly distributed.

2. Roll into a log and roll the log in the remaining  
almonds until it is fully covered.

4. Wrap the log in Glad Wrap and refrigerate for 
30 minutes, so it is firm for serving. 

5. Serve with crackers.
Will keep for up to three days in the refrigerator, but it is best eaten fresh.
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A Reason  
to Celebrate

New Zealand has hit a historic majority female parliament, becoming one  
of just a handful of nations to achieve the gender equality milestone.  
Labour MP Soraya Peke-Mason (pictured below) was recently sworn in as  
the replacement for outgoing speaker Trevor Mallard, becoming the 60th  
woman in the 120 MP house of representatives. UN Women and the  
Inter-Parliamentary Union, which keeps data on the makeup of national 
parliaments, makes New Zealand the sixth country to achieve equal 
representation in 2022, behind Rwanda, Cuba, Nicaragua, Mexico, and the 
United Arab Emirates.

New Zealanders are proud of its trail-blazing role in giving women the  
vote, becoming the first self-governing country to do so, in 1893. However, 
the right to stand in Kiwi elections did not come to women until 1919, and  
it wasn’t until 1933 that one was elected: Elizabeth McCombs, who replaced 
her deceased husband James at a by-election in Lyttleton, near Christchurch.

When Helen Clark, Prime Minister from 1999 to  
2008, was first elected she was just the 17th  
female MP that Kiwis sent to Wellington.  
Ms Peke-Mason will be the 177th. “Good things  

take time ... no doubt it’s a special day for me, but  
it’s also a historic occasion for Aotearoa 

New Zealand,” she said.

   Text Source: Yahoo News

Smile a while  
and while you smile,

Another smiles,

And soon there are  
miles and miles  

of smiles,

And life’s worthwhile,

Because you smiled.
   

Kathleen J. Edgar

Framed on my Grandmother’s 
kitchen wall, and read many 
times as a child …



Originally Mince pies were savoury, filled with minced meat, dried 
fruits, spiced cloves, and nutmeg. They were a rectangle or oval shape  to represent the manger that Jesus slept in as a baby. The top of the  
mince pie represented his swaddling clothes or had a small baby figure.

Xmas Fact
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It was getting dark. We were struggling, this motley 
group of 14, aged from 18 to 53. Three people were 
nearing exhaustion, as we picked our way up a steep 
ridge with nowhere on the narrow, rocky path to set  
up camp. An idea. A branch was picked up, hoisted 
on to equally tired shoulders and three packs  
threaded on. A solution had been found. Somehow,  
we would now, keep on going. “Just do it!”, the cry  
went out. We were off. 

When Kurt Kahn died in 1974, little was recorded in  
our press, yet this man’s philosophies have affected 
many New Zealand lives in a profound way. As a  
young German Jew studying at Oxford, his severe 

sun-stroke developed into an extreme sensitivity 
to sunlight. For a year, while convalescing 

in a darkened room, he developed his 
inspiring motto, ‘Your disability is your 

opportunity.’ His belief: ‘To 
develop fully we must be 
placed in real situations  
with real consequences.’
 
“Just do it!”

“I can’t.”

“Just do it! You can. Focus  
in. You can do it.”

I was becoming somewhat 
over-familiar with the tall 
Kahikatea I was clinging to. 

“Let go, Jos, turn around, put  
your arms out.” 

I shakily walk forward.  
I focus on the tree ahead, not  
the ground, far below. My  
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feet seem to find their way along the narrow plank 
without me. I’m half-way there. This is amazing! 

Then, the call from below, “Now backwards!” 

My knees start to shake again. I know it’s possible.  
Mr Kahn’s saying, ‘There’s more to you, than you  
think.’

The day before it had been rock-climbing. Half way 
up the rock face I was stuck. The only way up, my left  
foot needed to reach above my shoulder for the only 
visible foot-hole, or the consequence: abseiling down 
and starting all over again. “Just do it! You can.”  
The leg astounds me. It gets there. I push through.  
I go up.

The dreaded Tarzan Swing. Leap off the very high 
platform, swing through the air. Let go the rope with  
one arm. Punch through the net. Grip. Let go the rope 
and jump onto the net, then climb over the top. You  
must be joking! 

I can’t. I’m 48, non-sporty, unco-ordinated. It’s mad.  
“Just do it! Focus in, you can do it.” Mr Kahn’s idea,  
‘You only discover your own worth when you are 
challenged to carry out difficult, even dangerous  
tasks.’ My shrieking Tarzan cry helps and so does  
the Outward Bound motto ingrained in my head by  
now: To serve, to strive, and not to yield.

My nine days’ Outward Bound experience at Anakiwa  
in the Marlborough Sounds was just one of Mr Kurt 
Kahn’s many ideas that have turned around people’s 
lives all over the world. 

Taking the “apostrophe t” off can’t.

Jos Coburn



Remember When …
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The year was 1967. After a great 
experience as an au pair in Paris 
five years earlier, I decided to try  
it again, this time in London. The 
aim was to improve my English  
and experience English culture. 
My first two jobs were not very 
successful. Perhaps the third, in  
a truly English upper class 
household, would be the perfect 
one.

Most of you will remember the  
TV series Upstairs, Downstairs 
about the Bellamy family living 
in an elegant Edwardian house 
in Belgravia, London. Mr Bellamy  
was an MP in the 1920s. His 
aristocratic wife, Marjorie, ran the 
household with the help of five 
servants.

From the street, the house of my 
employers looked just like the 
Bellamy residence. Befittingly, 
my room was downstairs.  
My mistress was a beautiful  
22 year old, expecting her  
first baby. Her husband 
looked about 30 years  
older. I was told that prior  
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to their marriage, he had  
lived with his butler in the house. 
Before the young bride moved 
in, the place was converted and 
renovated.
 
As servants were no longer 
easy to come by, they could be  
replaced by au pairs. This option 
was so much cheaper. These au  
pair girls were miracle workers, 
able to do what was once done  
by at least three domestic staff. 
Well, I gave it my best shot in the 
three hours per day I was paid  
for.

One morning, my boss asked me  
if I could cook him scrambled  
eggs for breakfast. My answer was 
a confident “Yes”, as I had been 

shown how to do this  
dish the proper “English 

way” by my previous 
Russian employer. 

So, I scrambled 
away and once I had served  

it in the most beautifully 
furnished and carpeted 
dining room, the master 

took one forkful, and spat 
it out. He then threw the 
contents of the 
plate towards 
me. He called 
me a “bloody fool” and 
ranted and raved like a lunatic.  
I had no idea what could be  
wrong. “In this house, you use  
butter, not oil!“ he shouted.

Stammering how sorry I was,  
I went into the hall where I had 
left the vacuum cleaner. I pulled it 
into the dining room and sucked 
the whole mess up. The man then 
turned purple with rage. I feared 
he would blow a gasket or worse, 
attempt to kill me.

His wife must have been woken  
up with all the yelling. She tried  
to calm him down and then 
lectured me on how to clean egg off 
the carpet. Alas this came too 
late … I had already sucked  
it up completely and, boy 
oh boy, did I feel good 
about it!

Irene Knowles

Remember When …
A raincoat’s label just said “Waterproof”? 

Spotted recently on a raincoat label:
“Reaching beyond perimeters drawn by tradition. Rains is charged with occupying a space between longevity and contemporary notions. Unconventional materials and contemporary silhouettes foreshadow  clarity and a continuous innovation beyond the expected. Bold ideas  offered up in low-fuss solutions. Quality and innovation in everyday wearability. Proof of a steadfast commitment to the next generation.”

(The sales lady confirmed the coat was, indeed, waterproof.)
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Bessie Violet Goldsbro was a prolific knitter. She could knit  
anything, on two, four, or circular needles, in any yarn, silk, 
cotton, wool, even ribbon. Everything was done at great  
speed. She didn’t need a pattern; she just did it. When the  
design was intricate, she just followed the picture, never  
reading the instructions. 

I was a great admirer of her skills, as I was a very slow,  
inadequate knitter. On several occasions, after laboriously 
following the pattern’s instructions, I found I had been so  
slow the knitting was too small for the child, so I had to give  
it away.

Nana usually knitted without looking at her work. She often 
read a book while knitting, or watched TV. She never dropped  
a stitch, ever.

Nana and her friend used to go to the movies every week  
when their children were young, leaving their husbands in 
charge at home. It was the girls’ regular night out and Nana 
always took her knitting. The arrangement was that Nana  
knitted in the dark, while her friend paid out the wool from  
the ball at a measured pace. This arrangement worked 
beautifully until one particularly memorable evening. The  
movie was exciting, and the two women were glued to the  
screen, wondering whether the hero would overcome the  
villains. At the climax Nana stopped knitting, but the friend 
continued to pay out the wool. When the movie  
eventually finished and the lights went on, they found 
they were completely covered in unravelled wool, much 
to their embarrassment, and the mirth of the other  
moviegoers. They had to painfully rewind all the 
wool, sorting out the tangles, before they  
could stand and leave the theatre. That was  
the last time Nana took her knitting to  
the movies.

Jenny Goldsbro
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Xmas Fact
Electric Christmas lights were originally 

so expensive they used to be rented 
rather than sold. An electrically lit 

Christmas tree was a status symbol in 
the early 1900s. Lights weren’t safe for 
outdoor use until the 1920s.

Susie Lee done fell in love,  
she planned to marry Joe.
She was so happy ‘bout it all,  
she told her Pappy so.

Pappy told her, “Susie gal,  
you’ll have to find another.
I’d just as soon yo’ Ma don’t know,  
but Joe is yo’ half-brother.”

So Susie put aside her Joe,  
and planned to marry Will.
But after telling Pappy this,  
he said, “There’s trouble still,

You can’t marry Will, my gal,  
and please don’t tell yo’ Mother,
But Will and Joe, and several mo’  
I know is yo’ half-brother.”

But Mama knew and said, “My child,  
just do what makes yo’ happy.
Marry Will or marry Joe,  
You ain’t no kin to Pappy.”

Author unknown

A Love PoemA Love Poem


