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Amanda Eason 
 

 
                                               Photo: Victor Carter                     

 

Raised in Manurewa and Pukekohe, Amanda started writing poetry at 
age 10. We all remember our best teachers -- Thank you Miss Tong!  
Later, at Auckland University, Professor Roger Horrocks told her she 
could write – so she did. 
After an MA (Hons) English and a post-graduate Diploma in Secondary 
Teaching, Amanda arrived in London (1985) where her poetry was 
published in major literary magazines and anthologies. 
Four collections of poetry followed. 
During her 20 years in London, Amanda taught poetry writing and 
ancient history at Hill House School. She lived in Bonnington Square, a 
community full of writers, musicians, artists and other ex-pat Kiwis. 
She returned in 2010 and now lives in Mt Albert with her daughter. 
Amanda enjoys giving poetry readings and running writing workshops 
all over Auckland.                        6 



Foreword 
 
When the Avondale Arts Collective Whau the People, invited me to 
create and run an Intergenerational Creative Writing Project, I jumped at 
the chance. 
  
I'm evangelical about writing and like to spread the word that it's easy, 
cheap, therapeutic and FUN. 
  
17 brave souls signed up for 2 Workshops. The first at Avondale 
College. The second at Rosehill Gardens. 
  
The resulting pieces about childhood (with a little tinkering) are collected 
together here. 
  
Our Paper Planes criss-cross the planet and glide through time. 
  
Aged from 17 years old to 92, writers have folded and shaped 
their histories for you.  Catching their spoken voices on the page to 
present little clips of their early lives. 
  
Here in New Zealand, children: fish for eels with freshwater pipis (page 
9), wait for Dad to crank-start the car on the Birkenhead ferry (page 29), 
race snails (page 35) and steal racehorses (page 25). 
  
Overseas, our children: face lions in Uganda (page 13), disrupt classes 
in India (page 31), get lost in Glasgow (page 33) and wait at a 
Lancashire factory door to give Dad lunch at his loom (page 37). 
  
Treat this anthology as a jar of sweets (page 9) –  
Dip in and enjoy!  
   

Amanda Eason 
20 June 2016 
amandajeason @ gmail . com 
  
P.S. Maybe you'll even be inspired to pick up a pen yourself! 
  
  
Special Thanks to: 
–   Bruce Grenville for designing this gorgeous little book and for    
printing the Limited Special Edition copies. 
–   Lea Schlatter. Without your sensitive portraits Paper Planes            
wouldn't be as lovely to look at.         7 



Shirley Beveridge 
 

 
 
Born 1937 and raised in Kumeu with her sister Nola (page 25).  At 
age fourteen Shirley spent one year at Avondale College before 
leaving to go nursing. As an adult she returned to education 
with two years of Correspondence School before completing 
Bursary in Arts subjects at Henderson College. Shirley has been 
exhibiting and selling her paintings since the 1970s and has won 
many prizes. For years she taught watercolour and ran Weekend 
Art Workshops. A life member of the Waitakere Community Arts 
Council, Shirley currently exhibits at The Ponsonby Yacht Club. 
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First Prize To Shirley 
  
When I was 5 years old I delivered milk to an old lady on 
the farm. 
Her little cottage was nestled in trees, 
and with my billy in hand I'd knock at the door –  
to be greeted with a lolly jar for me to pick one. 
  
Being one of 8 I never had a doll, so I thought I'd make 
one out of an old sock. 
I happilly gathered sheep's wool off prickly barbed wire 
fences. 
It was so exciting making and stuffing the doll cut out of an 
old navy sock. 
  
I wanted to make her with a very happy face and curly 
sheep's wool hair. 
I knew there'd never be another as good as mine so I 
entered her into our school's craft show. 
How proud I was when they called my name – First prize 
to Shirley, as she's such a happy doll! 
  
We walked 2 miles to school and didn't mind rain. 
We jumped and played in the flood paddocks – 
catching eels with just a piece of string and fresh water 
pipis from the creek. 
  
Although there was much sadness, 
we were all very happy in our later years and loved each 
other dearly. 
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Jessica Boey 
 

 
 
Born 1998 at Waitakere Hospital. Jessica's parents emigrated from 
Malaysia. Her Dad, an accountant, and her mum have high 
expectations for their three children. Jessica's mum supports her 
children's hobbies and this has helped them choose their paths. 
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When I Was A Child I Wanted To 
Be Everything 
  
When I was a child I wanted to be everything – a dancer, 
doctor, gardener. My mum, being a typical Asian mum 
disregarded my dreams and endorsed science. But mum 
that’s boring! I'd say.  
 
At 6 I did ballet in a pink tutu, hair in a bun. I'd pirouette to the 
melodies of  Swan Lake.  When I realised I was uncoordinated 
I moved on. 
 
If I couldn’t dance to Tchaikovsky, I'd play his music as a 
concert pianist. I spent hours at my melodic mahogany piece 
of wood hammering at the keys. Be quiet!, my brother yelled.  
 
It was easy being 7. I didn't feel discouraged. I was 
convinced I’d become a professional gardener and mimiced 
my dad’s every move. What I found most intriguing was 
seeing the yellow speckled flowers of our peach tree blossom 
in Spring. I wanted to understand everything.  
 
At 8 I wanted to be a hairdresser. Sunday afternoon lunches 
turned into practise for the salon I'd one day own. With the 
help of kitchen scissors and Chinese fried noodles mum made 
for lunch I refined my hairdressing skills on Mr. and Mrs. 
Noodle. Thanks to mum's Hoisin sauce and Best Foods 
mayonnaise I created the perfect brown 'hair dye'.  

What do I do now? Science. Ironic, I know. It's not that my 
parents' desires overcame my own but instead I found that my 
interests changed. Maybe: Mother knows best. Maybe she 
saw the science behind the colouring of peach flowers and the 
sounds produced by my piano. Even though I've moved on 
from my childhood dreams I'm still thankful I experienced 
being everything. 

                                                       11 



Matthew D’Souza 
 

 

 
 
Born 1999 in Mumbai, India –  Matthew then lived in Uganda from 
8 months old to 6 years old. His story is set during this period. 
Matthew's family then returned to India where they lived until he 
was fourteen before emigrating to New Zealand. Matthew loves 
cars, soccer and his family. 
Every morning he wakes up thinking: I'm so happy to go to school! 
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Jambo! 
  

When I was a child in my mother’s arms I was carried out 
to our almost brand new 2002 Toyota Corolla.  
It was a beautiful shade of white and shone like a full 
moon on a dark night. Three of us got in because back 
then my sister wasn’t born. Even though the Toyota 
Corolla is one of the most mundane cars ever made it was 
special to me and will always be.  
We made our way to the Queen Elizabeth National Park 
where a ranger waited for us in a beat up 1982 Land 
Rover Defender, which of course me being a car fanatic I 
had to identify. He turned the key and the 30 year-old 
colossal diesel engine coughed and choked and almost 
died but miraculously came alive. 

As we made our way through the park with the fierce Land 
Rover scaring everything into bushes and up Baobab 
trees -- we tried our best to spot animals before they 
scampered, never to be seen again. The man with the 
best view in the house was the ranger. Suited up in a 
khaki uniform, rifle by his side, he saw everything that 
lined the path ahead. He'd been through here so many 
times he even had names for the animals – That there, he 
said, is Jambo the Elephant. He's usually first to greet 
visitors to the park and funnily enough Jambo means hello 
in Swahili, the local dialect here in Uganda. 

After hours of looking at monochromatic Zebras and huge 
Elephants here we were in the special place, the Lions 
den.  
There they were. 10 Lions looking straight at us and let 
me tell you it's quite intimidating looking death in the eye! 
At this exact moment the old Land Rover had a flat tyre 
forcing us to anxiously wait for the Lions to focus their 
gaze on other meaty objects, allowing us to change the 
tyre and run for our lives!           13 



Iris Guevarra 
 

 
 
Born 1998 in Auckland, Iris plays guitar and is a singer/songwriter. 
Her parents emigrated from the Phillipines for a better life. The 
Lung Tree is set in Avondale on the Great North Road. The broken 
egg of the story with its lost little life, marks the moment Iris 
becomes vegetarian. 
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The Lung Tree 
  
  
When I was a child  
my Neighbour  
had a tall tree which 
looked to me  
like lungs,  
with its bronchioles  
Or bronch-ee-oh-lees,  
as I liked to say,  
Helping us to breathe  
 
I thanked my Neighbour’s 
lung tree every day.  
 
Then One day,  
my Neighbour was 
causing a ruckus.  
The tree had fallen!  
They had cut it!  
The lung tree now lay 
dead  
in My garden.  
 
I caught a hitch in my 
breath.  
Mama! I cried,  
How will we breathe? 
 
Then my Neighbour 
walked towards me  
with gumboots  
And a smile   
Here's a nest I found for 
you. 
A nest which looked to me  

like my Mama’s  
beautiful  
unruly black locks.  
 
Inside were two eggs.  
I could be a mum too!  
The next day I took it to 
primary school,  
So I could Show Off  
For ‘Show and Tell’  
 I knew bratty Frances  
would be jealous.  
 
I stood at the traffic lights 
with My nest in one hand  
and the other in my Mum’s  
Almost jumping with 
excitement  
when the little man in red  
Turned to bright green!  
 
The teacher on duty 
waved her orange flag  
And off we went!  
When   
Crack!  
The eggs were broken.  
 
My teacher looked at me  
sadly  
You can see its little 
legs  
 
I caught a hitch in my 
breath.  
Mama! I cried,  
How will they breathe? 
     15 



Dorreen Hatch 
 

 
 
Born 1943 in Christchurch. 
A child of two primary school teachers, Dorreen followed in her 
parents' footsteps. However, most of her teaching has been in pre-
school or Adult Education.  A very hands-on grandma, Dorreen 
loves being involved in the lives of her nine grandchildren. She 
enjoys reading e.g. NZ authors, crime and historical novels. Other 
interests: gardening, spirituality, feminism and social justice – 
Aotearoa is Maori Land! 
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Nana's Garden 
When I was a child in Christchurch, I lived in two gardens. One 
belonged to my parents and the other to my grandparents.  

In my Grandparents' garden there was one rule: Don't touch the 
vegetables! 

But the flowers and fruit were all mine – I could pick and eat Red 
Jonathan Apples, Yellow Cox’s Orange Apples, Plums, white 
Peaches, red currants, and Apricots – second best were 
gooseberries that lined the path, red green and purple and yellow -
- warmed by the sun and so sweet.  

Best of all were Winter Cole pears from a huge tree, picked and 
packed into a wicker crate that sat at the end of the bath.  

They were so juicy we could only eat them in the bath – A 
wonderful treat for a child.  

From the flowers we made  sand saucers. Nana judged them – I 
usually won. 

I could pick any flowers and filled up all her vases. She put them 
in every room.  

In my Parents' garden I could look and smell, but never touch or 
pick. My Mother did Floral Art and only she could pick the flowers. 
Magnificent Creations adorned the mantelpiece and dining room 
table.  

I LOVED NANA’S GARDEN! 

When I was a child I wanted long hair in plaits: No Dorreen long 
hair doesn’t suit your face – so it was off to the hairdressers again.  

Home alone after school, I put my orange cardigan on my head, 
buttoning it under the chin – the sleeves became plaits – I even 
had bows!  

My sister had plaits – 

Oh, her face suits long hair, said our Mother and my sister 
smirked.                                         17 



Tausala Leiataua 
 

 
 
Born 1998 at Greenlane Hospital with her twin brother. Tausala's 
mother moved to small town Invercargill with the twins when they 
were babies. This was where Tausala spent the first part of her 
childhood and her story is from this time. At age seven, the move 
back to Auckland, where it was so different – was sudden and 
drastic.  A saxophonist and artist, Tausala also enjoys Geography 
because it shows the interaction of people and the land. 
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Return To 133 Tramway Road 
  

When I was a child, I lived with my twin brother and 
mother.We stayed with nana – the most beautiful lady in 
the world.  
She'd sit on her warm, welcoming quilted couch, watching 
Coronation Street and the news.  
Her love was shown through physical things: hugs, kisses, 
compliments through cakes and lollies. 

Why can't life be as embracing and colourful now?  
Like nana’s couch, or as lively as dancing blades of grass 
in paddocks.  
That was the country – fluffy cloud sheep bustling 
everywhere you look.  
Now I live in town – dull, stationary buildings crowd round 
every corner.  
 
What would it be like to return to 133 Tramway Road? The 
house with the ancient apple tree and big back lawn.  
Those houses held my imaginary friends. They sheltered 
people I grew up with and gathered together those I loved.  
I miss the people most. I never really got to say goodbye. 

Now there are grown cousins imprisoned in adulthood – 
burdened by predestined responsibility and gradually 
increasing headstones – surrounded by dusty, faded, fake 
flowers.  
The houses cast an eclipsing shadow over what I used to 
call home. 

 
 
 
 
 
                                                       19 



Xavier Loretz 
 

 
 
Born 1999 in Greenlane Hospital.  Xavier's Lebanese Grandma (a 
devout Catholic) features in his story. She was born in 1943 in 
New Zealand. Her parents thought they were emigrating to 
America but got on the wrong boat and ended up here!  Xavier 
enjoys acting and music. Family is a big part of his life – he has 
eight siblings. 
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My Sittee 
                                                         
My Grandmother was adamant we call her Sittee – from Arabic.  
She was large in a brilliant way. I hugged her just to see if I could 
reach all the way around. I never could.   
She hardly ever got up from her plush pink lazy-boy. She did get up 
especially to go to Mass every morning to play the organ, but besides 
that she didn’t get up except to get us lollies or to go to her room for 
night prayer.   
Days at Sittee and Poppa’s consisted of playing with the latest knick-
knack Poppa had picked up from the Sunday market; watching silly 
cartoons with Sittee singing along to every word; and joyously playing 
Sittee my newest piano piece. She never mentioned my mistakes. 
She only insisted that I wash my hands before, after and during 
practically everything and that I always drink 3 glasses of milk a day 
for my growing bones. She’d always yell a friendly Arabic blessing 
after my sneezes: Shmola! 
Sittee was thrilled when we came to visit. She only lived around the 
corner, so we saw her most days. She'd drop everything she was 
doing to greet us individually. Her crossword was suddenly irrelevant, 
her trade-me auction stupid, her gossipy telephone call unimportant 
because we – I had arrived.  
 
The last time I saw Sittee she lay in a sterile ward with plastic 
noodles going up her nose. What's going on? This doesn’t make any 
sense. When she wakes she asks Dad to help brush her teeth. 
Poppa's going to stay overnight.  
I’ll pray for you! Sittee promises as I leave. Late that night I'm pulled 
from my bed and shoved hastily into the car. We zoom down the 
motorway like it's a movie. Daddy screams at the nurse to let us 
in. But we're too late - Sittee's already gone.  
The air turns solid. Pins push into my lungs. My heart jumps. 
Tears are shed. Telephone calls are made. One way hugs are given. 
Her prune-like skin is cold and hard.  
Her gold cross that she kissed every morning is lifted from her 
rippling chins and placed over my head – its freezing touch kisses my 
tired body. I wear that cross every day and keep my Sittee close. 

No matter what, I’ll never be able to reach all the way round my 
loving Sittee.  
And she'll never be able to reach all around how much I miss her. 
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Jay McConnell 
 

 
 
Born 1940 in Auckland, Jay attended Point Chevalier school. His 
Dad was a stone blind pakeha – an Orange man. His Mum was 
Ngati Porou from the East Coast. Both parents were proud of their 
heritage. Jay's grandfather arrived in New Zealand with half a 
million pounds. His wife had a Girls' Finishing School in Napier 
with about thirty pupils. She died in the Napier Earthquake, age 
92. Unfortunately Jay's grandfather spent his fortune on farms and 
gold mining. He owned a sheep station on Portland Island during 
the Korean War when wool was worth more than an ounce of gold. 
At the time of his death it was all gone. Nevertheless, his children 
demolished his house and dug to a depth of 6 foot under it – no 
gold was found!  Jay says the greatest success of his life was his 
marriage to Kay. Jay nursed her with Altzeimers for the last three 
years of her life. 
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1940, 41, 42, 43, 44, and 45. 
  

It was a bright sunshine day. 

We are staying with my Grandfather and Grandmother.  

I have two cooked fish in my hands;  

I'm taking them to the Station Master across the tracks at 
Waikokopu. 

  

My Mum and Dad had to sell their restaurant:  
St Margaret’s at the bottom of Queen Street because  
my Mum was a gun shearer. 

All the men were away at the war. 
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Nola Morgan 
 

 
 
Born 1932, one of eight children, Nola never had much in the way 
of toys. As second eldest, there was always a baby to mind, e.g. 
sister Shirley Beveridge, page 9.  Luckily we had grandparents we 
often ran to for food. They had a cow so there was always milk and 
they made their own butter. There was always some sort of food to 
collect. Now Nola collects dolls, bears and soft toys – current 
count: 300! 
Formerly a craft teacher at Selwyn Village, when visiting residents 
she often took a dog or kunekune pig. 
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A Kumeu Childhood With  
2 Brothers & 5 Sisters 
  
  
1. 
One day my brothers found two racehorses grazing on the 
roadside.  They brought them home and decided to tidy 
them up by cutting their long manes and tails off! 
Their owner didn't recognise them when he came looking. 
However, three days later he came back and said they 
were indeed his horses and took them away. 
  
2. 
Once a month cattle arrived by train to be sold at the Sale 
Yards.  Our front gate was a chain and this day it wasn't 
hooked up.   So when the cattle were herded up the road 
and passed our place, some ran into our garden! 
My brother Gregory and I were outside watching – we got 
such a fright we climbed up a nearby lamp post to get 
away! 
  
  
3. New Shoes, No Money For Food 
  
Show Day was the main day of the year. 
My dear little mother stayed up half the night sewing a 
new dress for every girl – there were six. 
We were so excited in the morning to each have a 
beautiful new dress to wear to Show Day. 
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Laura Prahash 
 

 
 
Born 1999 in Singapore. 
Laura was six years old when her parents emigrated with her to 
New Zealand for a better life. Her Dad is Malaysian Indian, her 
Mum -- Singaporean Chinese. They wanted their children to have 
childhoods with less academic pressure. New Zealand offered 
freedom in many forms. For example, although Laura comes from 
two contrasting cultures, here in Auckland she feels free to be who 
she is. 
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six years old and shivering, the unfamiliar feel of a parka 
scratching my skin, tear-streaked face with ringing in my ears. 
my world in the suitcases dragged behind us, wheels squealing 
on worn lino.  
 
one step through the automatic doors and the bitter wind 
clutches me in its icy embrace, the only "welcome" as our taxi 
speeds down the motorway. the hushed voices of my parents, a 
lullaby. i'm carried back to sticky heat and a rojak mix of voices, 
the dry cool of air-conditioning and the never-ending sounds of 
the city.  
 
(welcome to f*ckland, the graffitied sign reads, forever seared 
into sleep-crusted eyes.)  
 
the grating noise of flimsy wheels on a torn open driveway, we 
stagger up the hill marvelling at the greenery.  
(a section? of our own? no apartments in sight?)  
 
here in my father's calloused brown hands lies a new beginning 
– our hopes in a single key.  
 
a click and the door reluctantly squeals open, i clutch my 
suitcase tighter like a lifeline and take a deep breath.  
 
gone is the rowdy pasar malam with intertwining scents 
unpleasant and sweet, (the familiar perfume of 'home'), the 
mixture of languages and sweltering heat giving a heady rush. 

(there's nothing like belonging – a solitary figure in the crowd 
but never alone.) 
 
in its place harsh, desolation – only the subtle rustle of 
pohutukawas mingling with the song of a lone bird. the air is 
crisp, fresh and choking me – alone in this brand new world.  
 
no, not quite.  
 
on either side, a hand slips into mine.  
(a cord of three strands withstands what lone threads never 
can.)                                           27                                           



Phyllis Robinson 
 

 
 
Born in 1939, and raised in Remuera, Phyllis attended Epsom 
Girls Grammar. When she finished school she kept ledgers and 
eventually graduated to running two importing companies. Phyllis 
loves music and ballroom dancing. She particularly enjoyed 
playing the electronic organ with her daughter Kathleen on piano. 
Phyllis' father had trouble settling down when he came back from 
the war. The government gave him a house for Returned Soldiers 
in Royal Oak. When Phyllis' brother was born the family moved to 
a bigger house in Remuera. Eventually her father bacame one of 
the top valuers in New Zealand. 
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The Family Car, Royal Oak 
 In 1942, when I was a little girl, my father returned from 
the war and purchased a car. 

My Mother, horrified said: Why did you buy that thing? It 
was square, green and black and the horn sounded like a 
duck quacking – a 1928 Whippett.  

Did we hate that car! 

Whenever we wanted to go out it always refused to start.  

My father would crank and crank till the engine finally 
turned over.  

Sometimes my father came to meet me at school. I always 
tried to make out I hadn’t seen him, the car was so old and 
other children’s parents had posh cars.  

One afternoon my father was taking a young football team 
over to Birkenhead on the ferry, for a game of Rugby.  

Time came for us to get off, the car wouldn't start. The 
skipper of the boat, very sympathetic said: Don’t worry 
Mate, take your time. 

Father cranked and cranked, the car just wouldn't start. 
Time passed and it looked as if we'd have to return to 
Auckland.  

Miracle! The rest of the football team came running down 
the gangway onto the boat and pushed us off. Father was 
absolutely mortified, but at least we were off the boat!  

My father didn't sell that car until 1960, when I was 21.  

HOW WE HATED THAT CAR! 
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Abhinay Salvaji 
 

 
 
Born 1998 in India. 
Abhinay was two years old when his parents emigrated to New 
Zealand. The family returned to India for six months when he was 
five –  his story is set during this time.  It took a while for Abhinay's  
family to find their feet in New Zealand. Traditional Indian values 
are important, e.g. living near extended family. Grandparents, 
Uncle, Aunty and cousins live right next door. 
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Paper Planes 
  

When I was a child I moved back home.  
I lived in my grandparents’ house with a small well in the 
backyard which we drew water from every day.  
I didn’t know what everyone thought about me –  
but they'd heard a kid from New Zealand was here in their 
small town.  
On the first day of school a skinny, fuzzy-haired kid  
walked up and introduced himself. He pulled out a 
matchbox from his back pocket and set his hair ablaze 
because he thought it was funny.  
I was so used to the liberal atmosphere of school in New 
Zealand I had no intention of doing anything useful.  
As the teacher explained something important I made a 
paper plane from a page of my English book.  
She looked up and yelled: YOU!! New kid. Spell Umbrella. 
U-M-B-R-A-L-A, I said confidently.  
With a disgraced look on her face, she told me to come up 
to the board  
and reach out my hands.  
There she was with a 1 meter stick to discipline me.  
Whack! She struck me on my hands and reminded me of 
the importance of school –  
while I may find it a place to relax and enjoy, to others in 
the room it was life.  
Kids in matching blue uniforms looked at me with blank 
faces.  
Some of their parents were doing manual work,  
or selling fruit in 50-degree heat to give their children an 
education.  
Education – the only thing that could lift a family  
up out of the well and break the poverty cycle.  
I didn't know.  
Next day I made another paper plane.           

                                              31 



Margot Scorey 
 

 
 
Born 1925, Glasgow, Scotland.  When Glasgow was bombed in 
WW2, Margot and her younger brother and sister were evacuated 
North to Castle Douglas. Later, Margot served in Egypt with the 
RAF as a medical assistant. When NZ advertised in Glasgow's 
Daily Record for ex-servicewomen to join the RNZAF 8,000 
applied. New Zealand is such a peaceful place, thought Margot – 
she applied for devilment really, and was one of only 100 selected. 
Unfortunately for Bill McIntosh, she broke off their engagement – 
New Zealand was too exciting to miss!  After a wonderful six 
week cruise on the SS Atlantis she arrived and here she still is. 
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A Glasgow Childhood 
When I was a child, I had heaps of Aunts and Uncles, my 
parents came from large families. 

There were Aunts: Margaret, Isa, Elizabeth and Marian. 

Also Uncles: Willy, Alex, and Bobby. 

Uncle Bobby gave us all a penny every Saturday.  

We lived at 93 Sandyfolls Street in Glasgow. 

I was a wanderer and followed music wherever it came 
from, even large bands. 

Once I was taken to a police constable’s house where his 
wife fed me on cold potatoes. 

My parents were angry. 

On my first day at Oatlands School, I ran all the way 
home. 

My Mother belonged to a Women’s Club – we children 
went to another room. 

We were taught to act and play in musicals, 
eg. Cinderella and Babes in the Woods. 

My sister was Cinderella and I was in the chorus and 
dance group. 

It was great fun, fortunately we could all sing. 

I missed all this later and I think I joined the Air Force 
mainly for company. 
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Yashna Shetty 
 

 
 
Born 1999 Mumbai, India. 
When Yashna was four years old her parents emigrated to New 
Zealand. They wanted work. Her Dad drives a taxi and her mum's 
an accountant. Her snail piece is set in Waterview. Yashna likes 
experiencing things. Anything new is interesting.  Though she no 
longer races snails against her brother Amogh, they still share 
laughs. 
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My Brother 
When I was a child, I lay on rough carpet watching my snail inch 
across old newspaper, leaving a trail of smudged ink – a ritual 
my brother and I had. Gathering snails from our big backyard, 
we laid out newspaper and put them at the edge, watching as 
they languidly made their way across. I whispered to my snail: 
faster, faster – occasionally looking over to the other snail who 
weaved his way round words as though finding the exit to a 
maze. My brother's gaze was fixed on his lethargic snail, who 
wouldn't go where needed.  
My snail was ahead. It was always ahead. 
I won.  
I picked up my snail, returning it to the garden after a quick peck 
on its shell. Watching the snail settle slowly into the long grass 
from where it came, I realised I was lucky. I didn't see much of 
my parents because they were working hard to give us a good 
life, but I was never alone. I had my brother.  
I did the same for my brother's snail and returned to the worn 
green carpet where I lay with my hands cupping my face.  
My brother discarded the newspaper in the big bin outside and 
returned to turn on TV. As he hit the power button it whirred to a 
start, unleashing a fury of static. He picked it up, laid it on its 
side, and delivered a series of  loud blows. For an eight-year-
old, he was pretty big, not muscular, but chubby – baby fat, mum 
called it.  
How did you win again? he asked, attempting to conceal his 
jealousy.  
With love, I replied, in the best grown up voice a four-year-old 
could procure.  
One final thump and the picture was back.  
He flipped the TV right way up, causing a few flickers. A small 
tap against its top and it settled.  
He sat silently on the ground beside me, watching Dora the 
Explorer and listening to her count in Spanish; I followed along.  
You want something to eat? he asked. 
I nodded and watched him move through the small kitchen, 
putting together a plate of leftover dinner whilst Dora’s voice 
echoed in the background – asking me whether I'd take the left 
or right path to the dragon’s cave.   35 
 



Jenny Taylor 
 

 
 
Born 1930 in Wesham, Lancashire, England.  In 1963 Jenny 
emigrated to New Zealand. Others on the P&O Canberra were 'ten 
pound Poms', but Jenny and her then husband didn't have to pay. 
After only a week she had a job. In England she'd completed a 
seven year apprenticeship to become a bespoke tailor, but it was 
different here – she ended up in Mt. Roskill as a machinist in a 
sewing factory on Stoddard Road making skirts and jackets for 
Sportscraft.  
Jenny missed family weddings and babies being born, but other 
than that settled down well. Life's what you make it, wherever you 
live ... The weather, for one thing, is a lot better!  Jenny was very 
happy with her second marriage to Bill, a Kiwi. 
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When I Was A Child In Lancashire, 
England 
I was born in a small country village called Wesham in 
Lancashire, England. 

Dad worked in a Weaving Mill called: Progress, in 
Kirkham. 

On school holidays when I was about 10 or 11years old I'd 
take Dad his dinner – Stew in a billy can.  

I'd wait at the door till the looms stopped, and Dad came 
and took me to his loom. 

After he'd eaten, I took the can and came home. 

He was weaving cotton fabric, and what was left of the 
cotton he brought home to Mum, who made dishcloths 
with it. 

  

We made tops and whips with the wooden spools the 
cotton was wound around. 

Whipping the tops on the street footpaths. 

  

At the weekend all the family went for walks over the fields 
looking for mushrooms and blackberries. 

When we got home Mum cooked the mushrooms for our 
meal. 

Next day she made blackberry jam. 
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Beverley Warren 
 

 
 
Born 1937 in Te Aroha, Beverley was raised in Waitotara near 
Whanganui -- a Maori community across the river from the pa at 
Waitotara village, the centre of community life. Most men were 
away at the war, fighting in Greece. The whole community raised 
money for the Maori Battalion with concerts. When Maori soldiers 
returned they told how pakeha mates protected them from Nazi 
racism by pushing them onto evacuation boats first, knowing those 
remaining would become prisoners of war. Beverley taught primary 
and for more than a decade she worked as a teacher / missionary 
in Papua New Guinea. 
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The Wedding 
  

Janice and I were in the back of the Dodge as we drove 
up the winding Parapara towards Raetihi. On one side I 
glimpsed the Whanganui River’s brown water glistening, 
on the other, fern-covered clay banks lined the gravel 
road.  

In the front seat beside our Father, sat Great Aunt Ada. 
Her black straw hat, with new ribbon trim, allowed wisps of 
white hair to peep from under the brim. This was the first 
family wedding since the war and Janice and I were 
invited. We wore new dresses, matching, green with frills. 

Aunt Ada was special. When a family tragedy meant we 
had to live in Waitotara, I stayed with her while our parents 
were moving. She was kind, hospitable and forgiving. 
When Uncle Jim arrived after a pub-crawl through the 
North lsland after the fall of Singapore she welcomed him 
in for a meal. 

As we travelled she took something from her handbag. 
What was it? A juiced lemon, cut in half and saved to 
clean our nails. There was only soap, water and a nail 
brush at home and my nails were rather grey. Eva, are 
your nails clean? she asked. We scrunched our fingers 
together and rubbed them on the pith and lemony bits 
inside the skin. Lemon scent filled the car - even Father 
had clean nails! Aunt Ada could relax. 

Today as I look at a faded photo of Gladys and Maurice's 
wedding, I can almost smell the scent of Aunt Ada’s lemon 
peel on my hands. 
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Wilma Woolmore 
 

 
 
Born 1930 in Avondale, Wilma lived in Glen Road. Every morning 
she caught the train from Swanson to Mt Eden before walking the 
rest of the way to Auckland Girls Grammar School. Her father 
made her study Latin and French when she actually wanted to 
study Art - which was excluded from the academic course. As a 
result Wilma was naughty in Latin and had lots of extra homework. 
After leaving school she worked in an Art Studio, but had to leave 
when the owner got TB and sold the business. When younger, 
Wilma fainted at the sight of blood. Despite this she qualified as a 
nurse. However, her sister Athlone (a theatre nurse) was 
humiliated when she had to drag her fainted sister out of an 
operation. At graduation, however, Wilma had the last laugh - 
achieving Honours - a higher grade than Athlone. 
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My Father Was A  
Stretcher Bearer In WW1 
  
  
My Father was a stretcher bearer in France during WWI 
and was gassed. Sent home to New Zealand very ill, he 
was unable to speak for two years and often suffered 
chest infections. 

Not able to complete his law degree, he was advised to 
work outside.  

During the depression we lived on an orchard with all 
kinds of fruit and several beehives. A man came one day – 
seeing Dad dressed to lift honey, he said: that rig-out isn't 
neccessary, I'll show you how! He trotted towards the 
hives as he was, only to return at greater speed with a 
mass of bees in full pursuit! He tore into the packing shed, 
slamming the door. We laughed.  

Athlone and I took a billy of tea, with cake balanced on the 
lid to workers in the orchard. Tired, we thought we'd 
sample some – All gone! Oh dear! When Mum asked the 
men how they enjoyed her baking, What cake? they 
replied. We were in trouble! 

We were delegated to feed the chooks. A large black 
Orpington rooster was in charge, he attacked me! Athlone 
hit him over the head with the feeding tin, saving the day. I 
escaped – it pays to have a big sister. He disappeared 
and I suspect he ended up in the wood burning oven to 
become our delicious, weekend roast. 

We had a wonderful childhood, with little money but lots of 
fun. I remember those times with love. 
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Lea Schlatter  
 
Born in Schaffhausen, 
Switzerland 1992, moved to 
New Zealand with her 
immediate family and grew up 
in Tauranga. She completed 
her studies at Whitecliffe 
College and continues to 
develop her photographic 
practice with local 
communities. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Bruce Grenville 
 
Born in Wellington in 1950, 
grew up in Te Aroha and 
Timaru. He trained as an 
archæologist at the University 
of Sydney and has been 
printing and bookbinding in 
Auckland for many years. He 
is a philatelist specialising in 
the stamps of Samoa and 
Austria, and an enthusiastic 
scuba diver. 
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