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INTRODUCTION

THE JOURNEYS OF LIFE

By
48ers WHO HAVE ACHIEVED O.B.E. STATUS

We have all been travelling this journey of life.

When asked to share memories and events there were mumbled phrases, that translated
to “oh, | didn’t do anything much”.

Well, maybe so in your eyes but there are different ways in which we have all managed
our journeys as we travelled the path.

It’s a long road, there are little lanes and byways to attract the traveller, some are

explored and enrich the life of those who dare to be side tracked, and then return to the
main road. Others may choose to stay in familiar surroundings, content to follow

conventional patterns.

And for some, the course of their life is determined by people or happenings that have
provided a foundation which has carried the traveller along from time frame to time
frame allowing little opportunity for freedom to stop and explore.

The nature of the events are overshadowed by the experiences that open our thinking, to
enrich our minds, to teach us that there is always something to gain from any situation
that appears on the landscape.

So while our O B E landmark signals a status we once considered to be “ancient”, it also
gives us a reason to rejoice. We have lived through THE BEST TIMES as the term goes,
gathering our life skills from the age of simple living where picnics by the river, Mardi Gras
on the Marine Parade at Christmas, H B Spring Show, playing tennis or other chosen sport,
biking to Bay View and back, were much more rewarding and sociable than sitting in front
of a screen or fiddling with a cell phone as a means of communication.

We were never taught how to grow old. It is something you drift into as you accept body
changes that occur, that affect ones sight (diminishing), mobility (can’t climb the ladder/
fence as once was taken for granted). Family learn to speak slower and turn their faces to
address you, more frequent visits to Dr and Dentist, engaging a Podiatrists skills, and while
the hairdresser applies a colour rinse you eventually gracefully agree that the natural is
really quite becoming with its distinct elegance. Laugh-lines become wrinkles.

Inevitably, we have managed to keep abreast with the “New Technology”, some of us
better than others through necessity, and grudgingly admitted that the efficiency and time
saving has been amazingly convenient. We grew up with no phones moved to party lines,
from private phone line to mobile phones and now it’s a touch of a button to take selfies
and instantly send them round the world! We are fortunate to be surrounded by young
active minds that encourage us to keep up with the trend.

Our comfortable state of life no longer commands that we rush off in a frenzy of
competitive activity. “Been there, done that” is the motto now. We can view life from a
non-judgemental stage and appreciate the efforts contained in daily activities.



The stories presented to you in this collection are each one, unique and precious. Please,
No Speed reading, take each story, consider the writer and appreciate the memories they
share with you.

You might even imagine yourself alongside them as they take you on their journey.

Now that should bring a smile to your lips!!

Snippets:

Russell Spiller taking photos on Marine Parade Christmas and New Year
Napier Frivolity Minstrels, Operatic Society. Constance and May MacDonald, lvena Pothan
Napier Lions Club Market Day in Emerson Street

Making an outfit to wear to the Spring Show when at Napier Intermediate School Sewing
class

Blossom Week train ride Napier to Hastings

Becoming a member of a service organisation or School Committee
Kite days at Anderson Park, Skating on Marine Parade skating rink
Easter Competitions at Municipal Theatre

Art Deco Walks and Art Deco Dinners

Hukarere Marching Girls / St. Josephs Marching Girls

Rush Munro Ice Cream, Fish and Chips from Paxies

Emerson Street On Friday night

Building boﬁfires for Guy Fawkes

Gaiety theatre, Mayfair theatre, State theatre

Adams Bruce dark chocolate marshmallow filling. Readings Cake Shop, Brown Owl Cake
Shop

Roy Rogers, Gene Autry, Esther Williams, Doris Day, Jane Russell

Show Boat, Desert Song, the Merry Widow,

Weekly News: write ups of weddings and debutante balls. Ahuriri School Ball.
Reading to the kids at bedtime: Enid Blyton. Dr Seuss

Bottling peaches, the Fruit bowl of New Zealand, Watties canneries.

Brownies, Girl Guides. Scouts, Sea scouts. Weka and Omatua

And the list goes on,------ as we pause to share our memories, treasures of the past.

Oh so many happy times that belong to us - because WE LIVED THEM!



Lorraine Jepson

Born : 06.09.1934

At: McHardy Home in Napier
Parents: James and lvy Kirby

Living: at 4 Chaucer Road in Napier

| clearly remember when | was four years old
moving to our new State home at 5 Nuffield Ave,
Marewa - all dirt roads- no fences but my parents
were so excited and they lived there all of their

lives.

| had a happy childhood- | remember Dad taking me on his bike for rides on a Sunday
afternoon- getting my own bike when | started Napier Intermediate- we did not have much

but we were content.

My father worked at Williams & Creagh as a Truck Driver until his retirement
He would push bike from Nuffield Ave. to the Port each day in all weathers.

| attended Nelson Park School at 5 years old and had 1 year at the brand new Marewa
School in Standard 1.

| then attended Napier Intermediate School then to the Napier Girls High School.

On this journey | made many friends some of them life-long friends e.g. Maureen Price
(Shuker) Margaret Lowe (Holder) Beverley Gilchrist (Chapman Taylor)

| enjoyed my school years although | did not excel in anything- | used to love the wet lunch
days at the Girls High we used to dance in the hall and Shirley Painter played the Piano

We had wonderful carefree teenage years going to local dances etc and being able to walk
home at night without any fear of being attacked.

During the war years | remember the Ration books. | made at School for my Mother’s
ration book which she used until rationing ended, also the lining up in queues for older
girls stockings - lollies etc.

| started work as a 15 year old as an Office Junior at Jack Snaddons Men’s Outfitter - Jack
Snaddon and his family were Napier Identities- he owned 3 shops and at that time |
thought he was the richest person | had ever known, because him and his wife went to

England by ship .
| did enjoy this first job | was paid £1.20. per week and was over the moon.

| then went on to work at Marewa Drycleaners behind the counter (more money) and from
there to Jack Gunn who was an accountant in Dalton Street.

All of these experiences formed friendships and life’s lessons



At the age of 18 years | became engaged to Merv. Batt (now deceased) and that lasted for
two years.

| married Graham in 1957- we got the 3% mortgage for our house and paid $28.00 per
month for the whole of the 25 year period.

We had three children Kerry- Gregory and Andrew who all did well at school
We lost Gregory in an accident in 1980 which was the most unbearable period of our lives.
Our daughter lives in Melbourne

My brother Vern went to the 2" World War and after the war married Val who was
wonderful Cook and dressmaker. She died in 1998

| had my big Europe OE at the age of 47 and was away for 2 months which included a 21

day bus trip through many countries.
We had a holiday in Tahiti in 1976 which | won in a raffle at a reunion (sold by Nellie Sang)

| did not have the sufficient money required for the ticket and Margaret Holder lent me
the short fall.

| also had many trips to Perth where Maureen Price (Shuker) lived until she died in 2007
Graham is an Engineer and has his own business and | have and still work with him.

My father died in 1999, and my mother died in 2004 aged 100 years 11 days.

| have been blessed by a wonderful family and friends, some who are no longer with us.

| think we grew up in a great era. Sure, we had no cell phones or computers or even T.V’s

But we all could get a cheap loan for a house - could leave it unlocked if we went out-
could feel safe in our streets- had simple pleasures like round the table family discussions

or playing cards

Yes | think we were the lucky generation.



Life Story - Yvonne Bain (nee Yates)

When [ left N.G.H.S. | went to work at the Inland Revenue Department in Napier. |
led quite a busy life, as | was interested in sport. | loved my tennis and ended up
being the Tennis Queen in the local queen carnival, which was to raise money for
the Hawkes Bay Lawn Club. | also played indoor basketball and outdoor basketball
(netball), which led to me having a trip to Invercargill in the H.B. team. | also
belonged to the Operatic Society, which was a lot of fun.

| had quite a social life and met my husband-to-be at the Cathedral Ball. He was a
sheep and beef cattle farmer and | got married in 1956. But “lo and behold” there
was a flood on my wedding day and 13 inches of rain fell overnight blocking roads,
rivers were up and snow was blocking the Taupo road. | could have been left
standing at the altar, but instead | became a farmer’s wife with no electricity and
learning to cook on a wood and coal range. We had kerosene lamps and lit the
copper to do the washing.

It was a very busy life and | seemed to be always cooking for the workers, shearers
etc. One day, along came the 1958 cyclone and what a disaster! Our home was on
top of a hill at Arapaoanui, which looked out from Mahia to Cape Kidnappers. | was
home on my own and was terrified as trees were coming down and the garage blew
away over the hill. There was a tin of creosote in the garage, which left black
spots all over our yellow car. It looked like a leopard. My husband was out on the
farm and had to lie down on the ground with his horse.

| had four lovely daughters and we all enjoyed the community life as it centred
around the school and the country hall - pet days, dances etc. But, alas the girls
had to go off to a boarding school. That changed my life considerably as | was
always on the road attending to my girls and their events.

In the 70’s we went for a trip to Bali, Singapore, Hong Kong and Manila. | enjoyed
the culture food and people but did not like the teeming population in the cities.
In 1978 | left the farm and went to live at Westshore, where | have been for 38
years. Over that time | enjoyed working at a very busy bakery for 14 years where |
met so many people that | had not seen for years as | was in the shop selling all the

“goodies”.

My four daughters have all gone their separate ways and | have three daughters
living in Australia and one in Wellington. | also have two granddaughters and one
grandson. Consequently | have had lots of trips to Australia.

One of the highlights of my life was when | turned 80 and my daughter Susan and
her partner Graham took me to Italy. | was so excited and loved every minute of it
all and stayed at the Ritz Carlton in Abu Dhabi on the way there, where | was
treated like a queen. When we all got back to Sydney my four daughters and | had
a week together which was wonderful!



Other highlights were when Heather my daughter who had a fashion shop in Sydney
took me to the very first fashion events in Sydney, Melbourne and Auckland which

fell one week after the other.

Another great experience for me was when my eldest daughter Linda and her
family took me to the Australian Open tennis tournament in Melbourne - a great

event, which | loved.

| have two brothers and one sister. Greg my youngest brother lives in Munich with
his wife and one son. Barbara my sister is a widow without children and is in care
as she has had a stroke. Ken my eldest brother had four sons and one daughter but
is now on his own and has gone into care.

| have wonderful friends and family, which | am really grateful for, so | shall
continue on my love of life happily.




VALERIE BAYLIS
(nee ANDERSON)

| was born in Timaru on 18 February
1933.

When | was 10 years old my Father got a
job working on the railways in Napier.

He was actually a dentist by trade, and
his father worked in the coal mines and
would always come home sooty grimed

and dirty. My Grandmother wanted a
better life for my Dad and sent him to

learn dentistry. They lived in Australia
and Dad opted to ply his trade in the
outbacks. He would arrive at the aborigine settlements his small bag of tools in hand and

set to work.

There were always extractions to be done and since there was no anaesthetics the natives
would dance and chant themselves into an hypnotic trance that would render them
oblivious to the pain of the forthcoming extraction.

Dad still hankered after becoming a blacksmith and decided to come to New Zealand, and
settled in Timaru where he was able to learn the art of working with heated metal. When
he undertook the post at Napier Railways it was his responsibility to service and maintain
the buffers that were the links between the carriages.

We went to live in Vigor Brown Street and from there | made great and lasting friendships.
| went to Nelson Park School and loved my time there.

If | cut through the park | would arrive at the back gate and if | arrived early enough | was
sometimes allowed to ring the bell!l! What a special treat that was and how important |
felt as | stretched up on my toes to grab the thick rope and swung on it.

The Hunter girls lived nearby and sometimes | would go to play. | did enjoy watching them
do their Highland dancing and thought | could dance like that too.

Napier Intermediate School was also fun because we all progressed together and
friendships formed at Primary School continued.

Napier Girls High School was another link in the chain of growing up that | also valued. It
was a time where there were changes in friendships and classmates, old friendships
strengthened, and our perspectives on life were developing.

Sadly, | had to leave High School when | was 16. My brothers were still overseas in post war
times, my sister had married and left home, so it was my turn to go into the workforce

and start earning money

| was a late baby with brothers Lloyd 22, Ted 20, and my sister 14, when | was 6 years old.

When they left home in their adult years it seemed like | was an only child and my Dad
certainly was very protective of his little Janey, as he called me (My full name is Valerie

Jane).

When we lived in Timaru we frequently went to Pukekohe during our 6 weeks summer
holiday break to visit my Grandparents. My Mum came from a big family so it was a joy to



be enveloped in this big big family where there were a number of cousins, Aunties and
Uncles as we all gathered at the family farm.

Our journey from the South Island was a marathon compared to today’s travel. We would
take the Timaru Express and because my Dad was able to get staff discounts we travelled
on quarter fares. Arriving at Christchurch we boarded the boat at Lyttleton travelling
overnight to arrive in Wellington. We then hopped on the train which would take us to
Palmerston North where we changed trains to take the overnight express. When we came
to the Spiral another engine would hook up to provide the extra energy to take us up. We
would arrive at Pukekohe about 4 am and were met and taken to the farm where we
tumbled into bed, surfacing about mid-morning to eagerly involve ourselves in the much
anticipated adventures waiting for us. What happy memories there are of the large
extended family, the personalities and fun and laughter. |

During those teenage years there were other activities that were fun and so popular, the
most favoured were the dances of course. My mother had taught me to sew and so it was
not uncommon for me to be “running up” a gown on Saturday to be worn that evening.

When we had a chook for Sunday dinner it wasn’t a matter of going to Kentucky Fry or Hot
Chick, or even buying a rotisserie cooked chicken from the supermarket. Mum would go to
McGlashans the Auctioneers and after studying them carefully would choose the plumpest
bird. | would have to pick it up at lunch-time from my workplace and bike home with it
before returning to work. As my place of employment was the French Glove House | was
dressed according to what one would expect from such a class of shop. Just imagine, | had
to pick up not just one, generally two chooks which had their legs tied and the birds had
been put into a sugar bag.

| slung this over my handle bars and road home. As the birds were still very much alive and
probably very uncomfortable they wriggled around in the bag. Mum would take them and
chop their heads off, clean and pluck them and in time we would be sitting down to a

delicious meal.

I must say, | just loved Basketball (I was in the “A” team!). Every Saturday morning we
would go up to Marine Parade to the courts and play against teams from other schools.

On the way home from basketball we would go to Walkers Milk Bar and have a milk shake,
and this was where we met the boys and admired their motorbikes.

The only part about High School I didn’t like was having to walk up Shakespeare Road in
the cold, and | still hate the cold! It was ok after school when | could run down the hill
and catch the bus. | was bus monitor - everyone had to behave on the bus or | would kick

them off!

When my brothers came back from the war, they wanted me to have a new push bike. We
went to Etheridges Bike Shop in Emerson Street and | was told | could choose which one |
liked!! | couldn’t believe this was happening to me. | saw one that stood out from the rest
and decided that was the one for me. | rode miles and miles on it, even riding out to
Hastings to go to Rush Munros to buy an ice cream.

One night during the war years when there were total blackouts at night, Mum decided
she wanted to go to play cards, 500, with her friends. She asked me to double her there. |
had no carrier. She was a little lady and very light, so she sat on the mudguard. | was a
little horrified at that but you did as your mother asked, so off we went. On the way
home, riding down Kennedy Road we were going along well in spite of the fact that |
couldn’t really see where | was going in the pitch black. Mum was riding side saddle.
Suddenly | rode straight into a palm tree and we both fell off with shrieks that quickly
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became peals of 'laughter. At that moment a cop came along and called out “are you
alright there, girls?” That set us off again! He offered to escort us home after that.

Now this is the best part, | met my husband, Richard at a dance, and no doubt a number
of my contemporaries met their partners/husbands in similar circumstances. We had lots
of fun going dancing and our courting time was lovely. We married, had two lovely sons,
Lance the older, and Russell the younger. | also adopted my sister’s baby after my sister
passed away. After raising my children, | have been blessed with many grandchildren and

great grandchildren who give me so much joy.

We started a well drilling business which went from strength to strength. It took us from
Cape Reinga to the Bluff.

On a business trip to Hawaii Richard spotted a Harley, and had to have it. At that time you
were not allowed to import items from overseas, so | had two years in which to
contemplate it. When it finally arrived, | had become used to the idea and was easily
persuaded to jump on the back, which we did every weekend. | loved it, and would not
hesitate to do it all over again.
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The Life of Joy Hamilton

[ was born into a family of 5, 4 boys and me on 29th May 1934, which makes me a Gemini.
The old house is still there on the corner of Burness and Guppy Road, Taradale.
My schools were Greenmeadows, Taradale, Napier Intermediate and N.G.H.S.

[ left the day before I was 15 to start a job with Hurst’s photographers in Emerson Street,
where I was set to work colouring in by stencil, postcards of scenes of Napier. Boring, so
soon I moved on to Shepherd’s photographers where I learned to develop and print
etc.. .David Morgan started out on his own, photographing weddings etc so I joined him and
did all his developing and printing work.

Our Saturday nights of fun and relaxation were at the R.S,A. and at St, Pats.It was there I met
Norman McGregor and married him at just 18 .

We worked on farms for a year or so until our relationship broke down and we divorced.

I then moved to Tauranga and worked for Hartleys in Sales then came home again a year or
so later, and was fortunate to be able to be back working for David Morgan.

At 22 years I met and married Ron Boddy who had arrived from Devon England about two
years ago.

Our first job was milking cows etc in Waikanae. We then moved to Wellington Boys Institute
in Reikorangi and were running camps for the Island boys. We had a lovely old home in the
hills and this is where our two beautiful children were born, Diana and Malcolm. Schooling
was not an option there so we returned to Napier and built a home opposite the race course in
Greenmeadows (now Anderson Park). Ron worked back in his trade as Toolmaker. Although
he was working long hours one wage was hard going so we managed to get Peter Pan Ice
Cream to finance us into a business in Wairoa, the Nikau Dairy in North Clyde. We spent 3
wonderful years here and did well. It was a great place to bring up the kids
In 1972 Ron got itchy feet we (with some reluctance on my part at the thought of leaving the

peaceful existence in which we were living) sold up all and ventured to Rhodesia Africa (now

Zimbabwe)

Although we missed NZ and our families, we all loved it. Ian Smith, Rhodesia’s Prime

Minister was doing a fantastic job building a great country and I was proud to be a part of it .
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We spent 20 years there. Our son, Malcolm did 2years in the terrorist war on reaching 18 and
then trained as a telephone technician. Diana, our daughter trained in secretarial college.

[ started off managing small dress shops, a later move was to an African credit store with 10
African staff in a compound of Rothmans Tobacco Company. Next move was to join a
fashion store part of a chain of 30 shops called Truworths (a subsidary of Selfridges,
England) with this firm and their good management training I was promoted from their
smallest store to their Flagship with 32 staff.

Ron and I divorced in 1979. I remained single returning to New Zealand to settle back twice
in the next 10 years working in Auckland and Rotorua. I also had a year in Durban, South
Africa, returning 3 times to Zimbabwe and my job back with Truworths There is no doubt
that Africa gets in your blood it was so hard to leave but not a very safe place to be by this
time. I spent my last 5 years in Harare, Zimbabwe 1n

my own business, a boutique fashion shop with a
small factory attached where we made our own
styles, a successful and fun business.

I travelled while at this stage of my life to Greece,
Rome England, Scotland, South Africa, and
Mozambique and did a 3 week drive in America from

Boston to California taking in Casbad caves, the

Grand canyon, Death Valley, and included a day in

Mexico, a long but great trip.

In 1992 I left Zimbabwe for good and settled in Perth, West Australia where Diana had
already settled a year before.

[ bought a health food shop in Mandurah a lovely spot just 1 hours drive south from Perth.
This proved to be another great learning curve for me, I spent 5 years working long hours and
gaining much knowledge on health cures.

After selling this shop I retired and met and married Don Edwards.

For 8 years I volunteered with Alzheimers and facilitated their Carers group in Mandurah
learning much about this horrific disease. I developed breast cancer in 1999, had the breast

removed and preferred to take the health cures of which I had learnt so much, instead of
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subjecting my body to Chemo and radiation which maybe why I am still here today 17 years
later.!!!!

Unfortunately Don developed Alzheimers. Over a stretch of 12 years I watched this lovely
man deteriorate as this awful disease progressed. Having had 15 years in Mandurah, I sold up
once again and we came back to beautiful New Zealand buying a home in Westshore. Don

died a year later after contracting cancer as well.

Settling back in Napier has proved to be the best move of my life. I have my daughter in Bay
View, made lovely new friends, have renewed friendships with some of my old friends and
discovered that as a 48 er from N.G.H.S I can claim the status of OBE.alongside former

classmates.

[ have had a very fulfilling and happy life which still continues today.

What a fortunate GIRL I am.
Thanks to all who read this for being a part of this -- MY LIFE.
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Ruth Malcolm (Prebensen)

Eighty years is a long, long time to revisit and reflect on and
try to think about where it all went. Mostly the time has just
floated by in a repetition of small things and | guess that's
true of most human experience.

As long as | can remember I've had a strong vocation for
teaching so for this writing I'm focussing only on that aspect
of my life. That’s why I first left Napier and lived in
Wellington, studying for four years. With a Master's degree in §
English Literature | spent the next year with the Post Grad
teacher training course in Auckland which didn't prepare me
at all for the reality of the average NZ classroom. | became
aware of how many of my students were struggling with secondary education and
struggled myself to help them on an individual basis, which was the only thing that moved
them on. Lunch hours weren't nearly enough for the big classes | had.

Then marriage and the children. Someone told me that having a child would be a bit like
having a broken leg. I'd be able to do most things but it would be more awkward. | ended
up with six broken legs - much loved and enjoyed! | kept in touch with textbooks and
curricular changes by tutoring in the evenings at our dining room table, the current baby
going to sleep on my knee. It was during those years that | learnt how to help students to
actually learn and succeed. | enjoyed the company, the successes and the friendships.

When our youngest started at Kindy | offered to tutor at the local Prison. To everyone’s
surprise my students passed secondary exams and | was given some paid hours on the
teaching staff. Seven years later | was senior education officer responsible for up to 96
individualised programmes for very damaged people and a teaching staff of 16 part-time
tutors who looked after different specialised aspects of skills education, for example
literacy and numeracy, homecraft, Maori language and culture, and crafts through 8

evening classes.

When | began teaching in the Prison | was so on my own. No one | knew did the same kind
of teaching, or even understood what | was trying to do. | could find few remedial
resources suitable to adult education. The best had been written for unemployed
Jamaicans and revised in Australia for Australian use. Taps were ‘faucets’, the reading
comprehension passages were based on such topics as the Pilgrim Fathers. The revised
Australian version added stories of boomerangs and goannas to the mix.

Janet Frame was an enormous help to me in her ‘Faces on the Water” writing about the
mental hospital, Cliffhaven: "You had to provide your own bandages from within yourself
to bind wounds that could not be seen or measured.”

So | wrote my own reading/writing resources, with a kiwi adult-oriented vocabulary,
starting with hearing and identifying short and long vowels, moving through filling in
forms, accessing a telephone directory, reference books and road maps and other practical
topics, offered as a ‘Choice List’ that students could choose from. Most students worked
through most of the topics in the order of their own choice.

Complementing this were the homecraft classes - cooking and serving meals and sewing,
and basic calculating (hardly ‘Maths’) to decimals and straight into budgeting. My
favourite budgeting advice was to advocate the old ‘bulldog-clip-on-a-nail-and-pay-it-all-
at-the-end-of-every-month-before-other-spending’ method.
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As well, in my time we offered a wide range of evening classes and transformed the dull
Library, promoting reading, not only for information, but as a pastime.

“Why do they have to come into prison before they can lay hold of a systematic basic
education,” | asked in despair. The answer of course lies in the word ‘systematic’.

The biggest difficulty was self-confidence. Sadly, good intentions formed in Prison didn't
always survive under the pressures of the environment our young women returned to. |
don't walk away from their need because they're too damaged to heal. I'm committed to
realising as much as possible of the potential that we're born with. | believe that sooner or
later my students will reach back and utilise something of what they've learnt.

“l just floated across the playground from time to time to see what was going on,”
confided one of the young women.

“The last sewing class | was in, | got fed up with waiting for the teacher to take some
notice of me so | threw my sewing machine at her and walked out,” another told us. My
mild response (with an underlying steely intention) - “I hope you won’t throw your sewing
machine at my teacher!” She learnt how to sew for herself and her children, making over
anything that came to hand - sounds dull, but she showed a flair for fashion and the

results surprised and delighted her!

“Don’t worry about me,” laughed another. “Just don’t hang anything outside on your
clothesline for a few nights after I’m on the outside.”

“Just wait till the local traffic cop sees me,” boasted another. “I’ve been driving for seven
years without a licence.” Rural, she'd taken her children to school (and driven goodness
knows where else!) Now she'd passed her theory with 100% - no one was allowed to sit till
100% was achieved in three practice sessions. A non-reader, she'd learnt her theory by
listening countless times to our taped aural copy, and being drilled by our teacher, a drill
laced with a huge dollop of driving / alcohol education. Her practical was passed on the
institution car, with permission granted by the Prison Superintendent who believed, as |
did, that she and other road users would be safer if thoroughly grounded in sound driving
practice. No problem with knowing how to handle the car!

“I never thought I’d see myself behind a desk again,” said another as she settled her large
frame comfortably behind my little workdesk in the library. “I’ve come to get some
brains.”

She knew more than she believed. Her biggest difficulty was to finish a topic and achieve
success. Some simply gave up before they were in danger of failure. Others, as soon as it
became apparent that they would succeed and success would bring with it responsibility,
sank themselves by some bizarre behaviour meriting the safety of an extended sentence or
time out in Secure. Others, once up and walking, continued to walk right out of the Prison
door on release and into a life where they were better equipped to cope, and where a
basic qualification could open up an opportunity for self-sufficiency and even
employment. Some realised some of their damaged potential. Others foundered again.

“I’m going to forget everything you’ve taught me,” was the ungrateful farewell speech
from yet another.

“I’m not so sure,” | grinned. “Think about it. I’ve taught you how to do things and you
can’t forget how to do something any more than you can forget how to ride a bike.” My
smile widened and became more sweet. "And understanding something isn't the same as

collecting up a few facts about it."”

Yes, of course there were also prisoners who'd already achieved a good standard of
education. The best way | can describe what | tried to do for them is by sharing Joy’s
thankyou card: She quoted the words of E E Cummings. ‘We do not believe in ourselves
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until someone reveals that, deep inside us something is valuable, worth listening to,
worthy of our trust, sacred to our touch. Once we believe in ourselves we can risk
curiosity, wonder, spontaneous delight or any experience that reveals the human spirit.’
For this | thank you - Joy.

Actually - that’s what | was trying to do for all of my students.

Why do people still come into prison before they learn life survival skills? And what of the
damage the recidivists perpetuate? There was much talk of attitudinal change, but that
must come from within, and how to enable that? Education is only a small part of the
answer, but has a key role in opening a way forward.

In 1983 our education unit piloted one of the earliest NZ courses in computer-assisted
learning. My assessment report finished with:

'Students should be able to control selection and vary content for themselves.

Computer practice reinforcement is useful but for skills to be assimilated learning needed
to be supported by pencil and paper exercises with teacher support.

This is a powerful teaching tool when used by an experienced, competent teacher. It is not
a complete substitute for effective personal teaching communication. To stay beside a
student, feed their learning, encourage, pressurise if necessary, and allow oneself to be
the ‘end of the baths from which the student kicks off to swim free at last’, is a self-
effacing role for a teacher. It is rooted and grounded in a belief in the student’s own worth
and the value of each individual’s efforts.’

AND | suggested that the Prison could explore the use of computers to manage prison
administration and record keeping.

Then, with my husband Wilf’s work, we lived in Hamilton and | worked with the long-term
unemployed, being responsible for putting in a basic Literacy / Numeracy programme in
the Government schemes throughout the Waikato, King Country and Hauraki districts,
visiting, training and writing resources for tutors who lived and belonged in the
communities of small towns and remote rural communities.

And another shift, this time in 1994 to Omokoroa on the Tauranga harbour:
I’m NEVER going to crawl through undergraduate hoops again.

Not that these were undergraduate - I’d enrolled for the RSA/Cambridge CTEFLA course
(Certificate in Teaching English as a Foreign language to Adults). All the others on the
course were practising ESOL teachers and were either in the early, ambitious years of their
career, or were very bright graduate students who showed such promise that they were
accepted on the course.

I'd applied because when we 'd moved from Hamilton to live in Omokoroa we were hoping
to live overseas, where we didn’t know, but if we did it was clear that there would be no
prisons | could have access into to teach, and, after my work in Hamilton, no great
numbers of unemployed waiting for me to make literate. Also, I’d talked with one of the
staff of the Language Institute about my interest in using ESOL methods of teaching in my
basic education work. | argued that, having failed to acquire English language adequate to
engage with print by reading and in written expression, my students might benefit by
learning English language as if it was not their Mother Tongue and they were acquiring the
language as a second or other language.

On the course | struggled. | struggled with the daily routine, sheltering in the home of our
son, Gordon. | struggled with the lack of sleep as the intensive routine wore on, and most
of all | struggled with learning. The philosophy was new and different from anything I’d
met in teacher training and experience, or in subsequent reading. Try conscientiously as |
did, | couldn’t satisfy the lecturer who assessed my teaching. Failure stared me in the
face, and it wasn’t any use telling myself that we understand our students’ failure
experience better if we share it. I’d never failed anything in my life, and | didn’t intend to
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have the experience now. | fretted. | worked harder. It still eluded me. | was told | was
guilty of TTT (Too much Teacher Talk), | needed to monitor more, then my monitoring was
intrusive, | stood up when | should have leaned back in my chair and looked relaxed, and
so the litany of critique went on.

Then, | was scheduled to take the last lesson of the course. Everyone else had finished. |
alone had to spend that last night preparing carefully. Then, and | don’t know how or why,
| stared at my lesson, tore it up and with real confidence wrote a lesson plan that worked
from the students’ perspective. It was like a conversion experience. | focussed on my
students and adapted myself to their learning. Elicit, elicit, elicit.

| got a cautious pass, but it was sufficient for me to practise as one of a staff among more
experienced ESOL teachers, and | grew in confidence as | wove the ‘new’ approach into
my accumulated store of handwritten resources and experience. | guess a teacher keeps
learning during a whole lifetime of teaching experience.

For three years in Brunei | enjoyed my senior O Level courses, my junior Courses and my
adult classes, but when | was called in to teach a small group of business adults who had
dropped out of the bottom of the testing procedures, | was in my element. We gained in
confidence. We progressed as well as could be expected in the time, and we became such
good friends as we bumbled around the classroom trying our telephone and reception skills
on each other - and | was part of the laughter! That’s the concept I'd struggled so hard to

adjust to.

And then we returned to New Zealand, and | made the connection back into my special

- brand of education with seven years' part-time voluntary primary teaching in Omokoroa at
the school across the road, scooping up the whole gamut of teaching practice from
extension of the brightest to emotionally distressed children and everyone in between.

Now in Auckland I'm revisiting the years | spent at my dining room table when our children
were babies, tutoring and untangling another generation. There'll always be someone!
The common thread throughout all of this teaching has been my belief in the value of
every individual no matter how unprepossessing and a desire to help my students move
towards realising their individual potential.

Now we live close to some of our adult family and we're experiencing the love and support
of the 6, now with significant others in their lives. Our family is hard to total. | travel,
rather than arrive. | enjoy reading books, listening to music, being outside, and two-way
conversation, all learning for me! My mother said not to mistake the shadow for the
substance in life. It took a long time to work out what she meant by that and since I've
made a Christian commitment I've tried to understand life in the context of Christian
living. In any future left to me | probably most want/need to understand about the
concept of God. Who / what is He, She, It, They?
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Rosemary Semple (nee Sorrell)

After I left school, I worked at the Inland Revenue with my friend Margaret Dine (nee
Rickard). We had attended Bluff Hill School in Thompson Road together, and her family

moved to Priestley Terrace where I lived. We moved on to Central School in Napier Terrace

when we were 9. At Napier Intermediate, then progressing on to Napier Girls High School,

we continued our school days and remained best of friends since those early childhood years

In January 1953 we started our Nursing Training at Napier Public Hospital where we
graduated in 1956. We then did our Maternity Training and Marg thought Hutt Hospital was
the place to go.

So down we went to the big city travelling in the unit and feeling very smartly dressed with

our hats and heels completing our outfits!

[ experienced for the first time buying garments on lay by. It was for two Pringle twin sets,

and my coat cost £15 from Regent Gowns. I have just a couple of years ago gifted this coat to

Sarah to wear as she watches her son play Rugby in Plimmerton, where their home is. Not

bad for a 1957 coat!

We went to coffee places in Wellington, two of which were just opening --Casa Fontana, and

Mexicalli. We shopped at James Smiths or DIC- Kirkaldies not often as it was a bit too

expensive

On returning to Napier, we were presented with our veils and became Sisters in the wards.

Margaret got married in 1958, and I continued working at Napier Public Hospital until the
end of 1960.

[ then worked in three Private Hospitals -Maraenui, in Elizabeth Road, (where I met my

future husband Jack, a Physiotherapist, over a patient’s leg!) Royston and Sherwood.
Jack and I married in 1963.

Our son Charles was born in 1964, and daughter Sarah was born in 1966.

When the children started school I was able to work as Jack's receptionist.

We had half shares in a bach at Ocean Beach-crayfish for lunch, barbecues for tea, and

swimming in between- happy days!

We then built a holiday home at Taupo, near the Waipahihi Gardens-lovely walks among
Camellias and Rhododendrons-and easy day trips to Whakatane, Tauranga, Rotorua, Te

Awamutu etc.
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Jack died in 2005, after a prolonged
and painful death with Cancer. I was

lucky enough to nurse him at home

with the help of other carers and
support from Cranford Hospice.

Sarah comes back to Napier every

year for the anniversary of Jack's

death day and takes me and my niece

out to a Winery for a posh lunch.

[ sold our place in Taupo in 2006.

Our son Charles 1s a Professor of
Mathematics at Canterbury University, specialising in Matroids and Phylogenetics. He has

had a number of overseas trips with his job, including four with his family to Montpellier,

Oxford (twice) and Cambridge.

He and his wife Brigitte have three children, two boys and a girl. The eldest was born in

1999. He was very premature at 23 weeks and 5 days gestation. He weighed 650 grams; He
has just passed his NCEA 1-a real miracle baby.

Our daughter Sarah who incidentally was a fourth generation pupil of the school, was Head
Girl, and winner of the Shand Cup in1983 at N G H S.

She got a B.A. 1n Education and Psychology at Auckland University. She worked for I.B.M.

and in London she was an I.T .Consultancy Coordinator. She has published a number of
Geneology Books, including one on Edwardian Napier using my Grandfather's postcards,

which I have helped to proof.

Sarah is married to Paul, an Australian. He has his own Consultancy Company and works
predominantly in the banking sector advising and assisting banks to take advantage of the

latest security for their credit and debit cards.

They have a son and a daughter and are currently living in Kuala Lumpur. Their son was born

in London on what would have been my Father's 100th birthday.

In 2010 I was washing the coffee dishes after first service in the Church kitchen when I
suddenly felt most extremely unwell. I was experiencing a subarachnoid haemorrhage.

Apparently I was driven home, an ambulance was called and I was taken to Hastings Hospital

and then flown to Wellington. Two days later the aneurism was coiled through my groin.



[ don't remember the trip down, but I do remember the helicopter ride back! I have been fine

since then, but now have a good excuse when my memory fails me!

If this procedure had failed, they would have cut my head open! I was in hospital for about 10

days. The family were again amazing.

I have done a lot of volunteering work and was on the Committee for the N G H S Centenary

Celebrations in 1984.

I am presently helping at Knox Op Shop and I am also a member of the catering team for

funerals and other functions at my church St Paul's. The catering team is made up from the

ladies in the church who are willing and available when rung to help. They are good to work

with and there are days when we never know who will be there. It can be fun in the kitchen,

sorrow 1n the Church!

The same system operates during the yearly Art Deco Fete.

I enjoy making cards, gardening and love where I live above the waterfall with easy walking

distance to the parade and town.

I have been watching with much intrigue as the building of the new viewing platform on the

beach front has taken place. Now, it seems to always have someone walking on it.
[ also enjoy watching old movies, Dr Who and adaptations of Charles Dicken's works on TV.

My favourite books are Alice in Wonderland and The Secret Garden, and I love Snoopy! 1

guess I have never really grown up! I enjoy listening to Katherine Jenkins and music from the

30s, 40s,.and 50s,

I am very fortunate in having such caring friends and relations. When the family leave after a

visit I find that a CD of Connie Francis turned up very loudly is a great comfort!

I got this off Charles' blog, or whatever it is called:

Phylogenetics is the reconstruction and analysis of phylogenetic (revolutionary) trees and
network based on herited characteristics, while Matroids are exactly the structures that

underlie the solutions of many combinatorial optimization problems.

[ will lend you one of the books he wrote if you like. Jack and I only understood his name.
But doesn't it look impressive!! It is also connected with biology and Darwin, she said

vaguely!
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“On being O B E.”
Pat Prebensen (nee Ellis)

[ was a country child before global warming and
pollution overtook us. Safety wasn't an issue either so [
was free to roam the countryside, sometimes with friends
but more often alone. There were rules but like the Ten
Commandments I never thought of breaking them or
overstepping the boundaries set by my parents. I read a
lot and had a special affinity with Anne of Green Gables.
We both had red hair and freckles to start with. Life began to get serious when I went to

N.G.H.S.
[ was eleven and a half years old having gone through primary school ahead of schedule. 1

was there for five years.

My real life began when I was sixteen and met the boy I was to spend the rest of my life with.
We have always worked together as a unit, neither of us pursuing our ambitions if they cut
across what the other wanted. I am not of an adventurous nature so David led and I followed
putting on the brakes along the way. Consequently | have had some great experiences I would
never have had left to my own devices and he has probably been saved from self-destruction.

I was married at nineteen and my three children were born before I was twenty seven. |
immediately set about becoming the perfect mother. In spite of this they all grew up to be
quite normal.

Our daughter teaches at Clive School and our older son became an architect but changed his
career path to secondary school teaching and is now Head of Technology at Taradale High

School.
Our younger son has just returned after twenty years in Australia and is currently working in

security.

They gave us six grandchildren who are the most amazingly intelligent, innovative and
clever young people that have ever existed. That's all really. That is my only contribution to
the world unless you count some pieces of mediocre embroidery which may possibly be

handed down a generation or two.

We went into making plastic pipe. It wasn't our first attempt at earning our living
independently but it was the most successful. David built the machinery himself and I
handled the staff and the despatch of the finished pipe and fittings. We employed women to
pack and despatch. Long haul trucks would come to carry the pipes away. As the men we
employed were working in the engineering workshop at the back of the factory the only
visible male was the forklift operator. The women could be seen making fittings and stacking
pipes. I supervised the loading of the pipes as, although immensely strong, they were prone to
surface damage.

It was at this point that I achieved recognition for my work in equality for women. It came
back to me from a reliable source that down at the trucking yard a truckie said, “Have any of
you been down to Prebensen's yard lately. It's worth a look. The whole place is run by bloody

women.”
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In my perfect mother's days I expanded my mind to keep up with my children's developing
minds, by going to night classes. One of these was a class teaching Russian. It was taken by a
Polish immigrant who had gone into exile from his homeland when it was taken over by
Russia. He spoke seven languages. I learnt very little Russian but a lot about how to get out
of my country if it was invaded by a foreign power. I can still recognise the Russian language
among the long list of foreign languages on the instruction sheets for household appliances.
Unfortunately, there is not much call on these for phrases such as the mother loves the child
or the dog is in the kennel.

[ went on to teach English Second Language. This was done by volunteers on a one to one
basis <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>