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The VOW project – the Voice of Wisdom – will

promote the voice of the community to government

and all political parties.

The VOW project recognises the wisdom of the

20-20 Vision promoted by the Government. It will

facilitate the community to not only visualise a

preferred future, but it will also provide the processes

to ensure that all policy resolutions are heard.

OPSO president Val French, AM, said that OPSO

was bringing all sections and all ages of the

community together in a series of Speak Outs,

face-to-face interviews and specific-interest meetings

across the state.

“We have already begun this process in June, with

three Speak Outs as well as small group work,” she

said. “In our interviews and small group work, we are

asking that participants visualise their preferred future

for their special needs, and then, thinking outside the

square, compile resolutions to bring this about.

“The larger Speak Outs are devoted to a specific

area of policy, for example, employment,

education, transport, health, housing, recreation

family and community wellbeing, crime prevention

and rehabilitation. We are again asking participants

to visualise their preferred future, then, using the

variety of expertise within the meeting, work

towards policy resolutions.

“Most people are unhappy with consultation from

above. No matter how sincere the intention, it is

unable to reach the grass roots of the community.

Our VOW project reaches the grass roots as well as

traditional consultation base. 

“It gives the young a voice, as well as the old, the

middle years, people of all races, the able and the

disabled.

“With the advent of an ageing society it is

essential that we stop marginalising society, and

work and plan together to ensure social and

economic changes that will meet the needs of all.

"This is our ‘VOW’!”�

OPSO makes the community a VOW!

OPSO news and information, Winter 2003

Three thousand

nomination forms

will be distributed

during the next four

weeks calling for entries to the

10th OPSO Media Awards.

These awards recognise

excellence in the portrayal of

older people and their issues,

through newspapers, television,

radio, photography, newsletters

and advertising.

The aim is to break down the

stereotypes of older people held

by the community – stereotypes

that lead to elder abuse, mature

age unemployment

and lack of

self-confidence in

older people.

A longitudinal study has showed

that ageing positively can give

you seven more years of life.

The awards encourage the

community to view ageing

positively for the benefit of all.

A nomination form is enclosed in 

this issue. Use it, please!�

2003 national & state 
Media Awards…

The Me dia Awards function will be held at the
Par lia ment House An nex, Bris bane, on

NO VEM BER 20, 2003
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With the support of Connect the

Coast at Nerang, and a seeding

grant from the Department of

Veterans Affairs, half a dozen

Vietnam veterans have started

something which has taken off

like the proverbial rocket.

The group has set out to bring

Vietnam veterans in from the cold

and social isolation after their

return from a fairly unpopular war.

 From that beginning, this

self-help, apolitical organisation

now has 40 members who help not 

only each other, but also widows

of the veterans who were their

mates.

Neil Douglas, who runs

Connect-a-Vet, says that a strong

camaraderie keeps the veterans

focused on helping people in need

in the community.

None of these men are paid, but

the sense of satisfaction they

derive is worth more than cash.

Some drive the bus for Connect

the Coast, with whom they work

closely, bringing people in from

remoter parts of the coast to join in 

the social activities on offer.

The vets themselves don't work

all the time. They make sure they

find time for fishing, going to the

movies, walking or keeping fit at

the gym. “Besides exercising

every day, I make sure I keep up

my fitness levels by seeing a

dietician regularly,” Neil said.

As the group grows, it is

becoming more structured and

now, he says, “someone actually

takes the minutes at every

meeting.”�

Vietnam Vets veto
social isolation

Social isolation, a definition:
Social isolation is gen erally ac cepted to be a state of low so cial par -
tic i pa tion with min i mal so cial con tact.

It has be come in creasingly ev ident as peo ple live longer through im -
provements in health care.

A use ful way of lim iting the social isolation of older peo ple is to en sure
the peo ple af fected are in te grated into the com mu nity. So cial in te gra tion 
de pends on the avail abil ity of ap pro pri ate hous ing, per sonal sup port and
access to rec reational and social services.

Many such ser vices by Home and Community Care, for ex ample,
which in clude Community Aged Care packages, home re spite and vis its
by so cial workers, do not re lieve the real bur dens of per sonal se curity
and lone li ness.

Fears about per sonal safety of ten de rive from iso lation, which is in
turn re lated to de pression, loss of so cial skills and anx iety.

Access to com munity ser vices alone can not adequately fill the gaps in 
people's lives caused by social isolation. The solution re quires much
more – recognition of the prob lems suf fered by iso lated peo ple and the
will to help them solve their own problems.�

Social isolation gone
FAST... Betty's story
At 72, Tom and Betty moved to the Gold Coast

from Adelaide, leaving behind their extended

family, but within six months of moving into their

highrise home, Tom had a stroke which left him

totally incapacitated and forced to move to a

nursing home.

Betty herself had a chronic breathing disorder,

suffered depression and was at risk of agoraphobia.

Besides this, she had never learned to drive, which

made visiting her husband by cab a very expensive

exercise, as both were on age pensions.

Having received a copy of Connect the Coast's

newsletter, she rang them and was brought to the

group's next meeting by one of their support

workers. As her involvement with the group

flourished, she became more outgoing and made

several friends.

The Frail Aged Special Transport (FAST)

co-ordinator then assessed Betty as being eligible for 

volunteer support so, for the cost of a small

donation, the volunteer now drives her to the

meetings and to visit her husband. Betty and the

volunteer share an interest in theatre which she is

now able to enjoy without the financial burden of

transport costs.

Betty obtained information on computer classes

from Connect the Coast and Home and Community

Care, and now has the skills to keep in touch with

her family. She also goes to Breathe Easy classes at

Community Health and will soon take up golf again.

“I'll never be able to thank Connect the Coast

enough for making my life worth living again,”

Betty said.�
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By Anne Ring

As a card-carrying mem ber of

OPSO, and a dyed-in-the-wool

supporter of its work in pro-

moting images of age ing that

are pos i tive and re al is tic, it was

par tic u larly ex cit ing for me to

meet a woman who could be its

pa tron saint.

I have to ad mit that ever since

I'd first read about Catherine

Bradfield, just a few weeks ear -

lier, I had had hopes of that. But, after over 60 years

of cock-eyed op timism, even I had learned not to pin 

too much on my ex pectations.

Nevertheless, when you find out about a woman in

her 90s who has just digitally self-published her sec-

ond book of ad ventures around the world, you do

have to won der whether you just might have lucked

onto the ul ti mate ex am ple of in spi ra tional ageing.

 The first thing about Bradfield is how easy she

makes it to in terview her, by wel coming you into a

life that is not only rich with ex periences that she

has sought out, but also with events that both test

and hone the character.

Born in 1910 in Eng land (just after her family's re -

turn from South Africa), she talks viv idly and with

great affection about the father she had for only a

few years be fore he died at Gallipoli,

and much of whose love of writing,

nature and an imals she inherited.

And about her young, brilliant and

impecunious mother (who earned but

– in the way of those times – was not

awarded a Cam bridge de gree), and the

struggles she had in bring ing up her

three chil dren on an iso lated farm, un -

til her death from can cer when

Bradfield was just 19 years old.

Then there was Bradfield's own de-

sire to go be yond a con ventional life,

job and marriage, and – in stead – to see the world,

which she launched her self on forthwith and with no

formal qual ifications, as she describes at the start of

her first book.

Within the first few pages she shows how character

is des tiny, as she covers her experiences in pre-war

and anti-Semitic Germany, and her efforts to help es-

caping Jews while being open to the positives of

German life and culture.

The second thing about Bradfield is how similar her

attitude to life is now, in her 93rd year, to that of her-

self at 19. And, as I had hoped be fore meeting her,

but had schooled myself not to put words into her

mouth, the se cret of pro-ageing lies in that at titude:

an in dependence of spirit and ability to re cover from

what life throws at you, combined with the ca pacity

and de sire to keep on learning, and growing, and

seeing life as an ad venture with new ex periences at

each staging post. Not that she talked about it as

pro-ageing.

She simply demonstrated it in her approach to her

life now. A time when she feels less anxious, less

judgmental (of her self and oth ers), and happier, she

says, than when she was only 60 (which was might-

ily re assuring to the 61-year old scribe who was sud -

denly feeling more like a stripling than she had for

many years). Bradfield had al ways writ ten, but had-

n't felt that she was good enough to be published.

Now, the favorable re views that she's been getting

for her two books (the first written

in her 80s) are help ing her to re -

vise that opinion. And six years

ago, when writing on her type-

writer started to feel old-fash -

ioned, she took on the computer,

which she can now use in a some-

what hap hazard fashion and with

gaps in her confidence that she

calls on more clued-up neighbours

to fill when necessary.

Just 11 months ago she took up

res i dence in a re mark able com mu -

nal household, where she is the second old est in a

group of residents, each with their own bedsitting

room, ensuite, and ad joining gar den area, and a

shared liv ing room, din ing room and other fa cilities,

with a housekeeper and a cleaning ser vice, and an

op ti mal com bi na tion of in de pend ence and shared liv-

ing, just down the road from a shop ping centre. She

is still an en thusiastic walker, af ter many years of

walking her dogs, and looks fit, lively and a glowing 

example of positive ageing.

As with any stage of life, of course, this one has its

chal lenges.

con tin ued next page

Anti-anti-age ing:
Through an
ad ven tur ous
view of life

©2003 Anne Ring, med i cal so ci ol o gist and me dia an a lyst; Di rec tor, InterAlia De vel op ment and Re search En ter prises
One-Way Ticket: A way to see the world, by Catherine Bradfield, 2nd Ed, 1997, The Pentland Press Ltd, County Dur ham.
Open Re turn, by Catherine Bradfield, 2002, pub lished digitally by the au thor.
Both books are available from the au thor @ Abbeyfield House, 75 Wakefield Gardens ACT 2602.

The second thing

about Bradfield is

how sim i lar her

attitude to life is

now, in her 93rd

year, to that of

herself at 19. 
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from pre vi ous page
All the peo ple now closest to Bradfield are much

younger than she is, as those who were her peers –

including the husband she married late in life af ter

being a co-founder of a chain of motels in Canberra

and elsewhere – have died.

And it turns out at the very end of the in terview

that, be lying her appearance; there have also been

some specific phys ical losses to con tend with.

Not only does she have a hearing prob lem (which

was not ap parent dur ing the interview), but she only

has sight in one eye, and that is fad ing, so the day

will come when she will no lon ger be able to do her

be loved read ing.

But then, she says, and this – in many ways – was

the coup de grâce confirming her credentials as a po -

tential pa tron saint, she will be able to spend more

time think ing about things, and she has so much that

she would like to have more time to think over.�

Just say ‘NO’
When gambling is really SCAMbling,

losing your money is the only sure bet...

The Office of Fair Trading's campaign, Scamsmart, is designed to give you what you need to just

say no when you are at risk of being parted from your hard-earned cash.

If you don’t know all you need to know about a

product or service, at best you are gambling on the

fact that it will work out and you’ll be better off.

Scambling means you will lose no matter what!

The trick is to distinguish between certainty,

gambling and plain bad scambling.

This campaign provides you with all you need to

know to stop yourself from scambling, which is as

futile as stuffing marshmallows into your

moneybox.

Certain activities put you at high risk of

scambling:

• Talking to strangers on the ’phone at night;

• Responding to Internet offers;

• Accepting prizes which you are told by mail you

have won when you don't re call en tering a

com pe ti tion;

• Buying goods or services from shop ping centre

malls or at your front door without do ing your

home work.

Too often, casework solicitors like me first see a

client when their money is already riding off into

the sunset – like Genna, a single mum relying on

Social Security who spent $5000 she didn't have by 

using her credit card to buy horserace betting

software from the Internet.

Genna was gambling on the fact that she would

recover her initial outlay and start making money.

But it wasn't gambling – it was scambling – and the

only sure winner she had was the loss of her

money.

Sue and Fred were phoned at home one night and

promised the opportunity of owning their own

home sooner. They were offered a sure-bet plan and

an opportunity to refinance their home. The added

incentive was an equity-style facility. It wasn't until 

the afternoon of the day they signed the contract

that they started to realise that the figures in the

plan didn't add up. The interest rate on offer was

higher than their existing rate and the fees, and

charges and set-up costs for their new $150,000

loan were going to be $10,000.

George received a scratchy in the mail which

revealed he had won holiday credits. The catch was 

that he had to pour out money to use them and he

found himself entering into a 70-page time-share

purchase that he didn't want and couldn't afford.

I don't want you to think George, Sue, Fred or

Genna were simply victims who were scammed.

The hope for them and for all of us, and the concept

underlying the Office of Fair Trading's timely

campaign, is that my clients were active

participants.

Because it is only when we realise that we are

active participants that we can exercise a choice –

get a Scamsmart Kit from the Office of Fair

Trading and… JUST SAY NO!�

Phone 13 65 80 30

By Catherine Uhr
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“Wow, I'd love to go to

China! When's the trip

leav ing?” Stella

ex claimed ex cit edly. An

avid traveler, she'd

been to Turkey the year 

before and had spent many years 

tripping to faraway places –

Instanbul, Kathmandu,

Scan di na via, Ro ma nia – not the

regular jaunts. She was only 70

when she got hold of the China

idea!

This was no everyday, organised

trip. No four-star ho tels, and no

pampered guided tours. Stella was

taking on the challenge to go

somewhere un known to her and

many of her friends, live there for

four months and teach Eng lish to

Chinese chil dren in middle school

somewhere on the out skirts of

Zibo in the Chi nese prov ince of

Shandong.

She did n't know she’d be liv ing

in a second-rate ho tel room half an

hour’s walk from the Shanlu

school – and that she would walk

that dis tance four times daily, five

days a week.

Each morning at 7.30am from

August to December 2003, Stella

turned up faithfully at the school

where she was em ployed to teach

English to some 115 middle school

students over four different

classes.

“I lost a lot of weight walk ing

and it was very hot when I first

arrived,” she told

me.

This re al ity had

slowly come to

fruition since first

hearing about the

op por tu nity to

teach Eng lish in

China, six months previously.

She’d waited pa tiently for the

de par ture. Pack ing, un pack ing,

repacking, deciding which clothes

she was go ing to need over three

seasons – late summer, au tumn and 

early win ter in north ern China. It

was a hard combination to put

together when her limit was only

26 ki los to fly with JAL, Brisbane-

Tokyo-Beijing.

Before dawn one morning in

early Au gust, I saw Stella off. She

seemed un daunted. If she had any

misgivings they were well hidden.

She was quiet and had only one

other person traveling with her.

My next con tact with Stella was

via email. After three days

trav el ing over land from Beijing,

she had taken up her contract with

the Shanlu school.

Stella fell in love with the

children she taught. She was happy

at the school and was re spected

and warmly wel comed by the head

teacher and staff.

“I made good friends with a

couple of the teaching staff who

worked closely with me,” she

smiled. “I was of ten in vited to join 

the families of some of the

students for meals and social

times.”

In the four months Stella was in

Shanlu and apart from her daily

teach ing, her ex tra cur ric u lar

ex pe ri ences were en vi able.

“I had my first con tact with other

Eng lish-speak ing teach ers at

McDonalds in the city,” she

laughed. “Would you be lieve that

McDonalds there is

like an em bassy.

Eng lish teach ers

often met there.

“Also, ev ery

Sunday, at a café

called The English

Cor ner, Eng lish

teachers were treated to a free

meal and Chinese stu dents would

come along and sit in on

con ver sa tional Eng lish. They paid

for their meals but got extra

English les sons free,” Stella

explained.

“I buddied up with a young

Chinese girl whose father asked

me to spend time with her for her

English tuition. She proved to be

of great ben efit when I went

shopping be cause she was able to

interpret for me and sort things out 

with the shop keepers.

"Her par ents even tually took me

to din ner at the Hotel Zibo – an

in cred i bly or nate and pa la tial work

of art. I felt like a celebrity dining

there.”

Stella said she was in vited out to

a meal with the head teacher of the 

school and his family, and she

liked that too. She said he was a

very nice boss to work for.

“There was an old Chinese lady

who sold toffeed sweet po tato. I'd

pass her everyday and she would

like me to buy her food. I did and

it was de licious. I'm sorry that I

didn't get to say good bye to her

when I left. I guess she would have

soon realised I'd gone – be cause I

would greet her daily,” Stella said,

the memory of the old lady

flickering in her eyes.

“The lo cals would love to look

and stare as I walked down the

street,” she mused. “That was easy

to rem edy,” she added, “Just a

smile and the stares turned to

hundred of smiles – that was

lovely.

“The kids worked hard. They're

at school six days a week from

early morning to early eve ning.

They worked so hard, I tried to

make my classes fun and make it

easy on the children. They got

their Eng lish, but in a relaxed and

easy fash ion.

"This is a trip I would

recommend to most – not

nec es sar ily a sight-see ing jaunt,

but an ad ven tur ous ex pe ri ence

with a most de lightful culture, a

memory I'll keep for ever with

many sto ries for my 14

grand chil dren.”�

By Anne
Carlsson

“They paid for

their meals but

got ex tra English

les sons free.”



Older People Speak Out 6 Win ter Edi tion 2003

“Be fore an swer ing your ques tions

about my changed life style, I'd like

to tell you what brought it about,”

Betty Ritchie said.

“My hus band Da vid worked on an

Aus tra lian over seas aid pro gram in

Tonga for two months, and ex actly a

week after ar riving home, he was

dead. He was 72, a couple of years

older than me, and his sud den death

was a great shock. We would have

been married 50 years the following

month, and I learned after the funeral

that the best man and bridesmaid at

our wed ding in Scotland had planned

a surprise visit for the cel ebration.”

Betty and Da vid migrated from

Scotland in 1948 and, 10 months after

settling in Brisbane, their son Blair

was born. Within the next seven

years, two daugh ters, Barbara and Su -

san, were born.

Like most young migrants, they

were ea ger to make a better life for

themselves than was pos sible in

post-war Scotland.

“Our first years were quite a bat tle,

especially for David studying for his

degree at night while working as an

electrician” Betty said. “But it was

eventually worth the effort, because

as he graduated from trades man to

con sult ing en gi neer, our ac com mo da -

tion went from a single room, in what

had once been a red-light dis trict, to a 

large house in a 'better' sub urb.”

A large house that, af ter her hus -

band's death be came a large problem.

“David suffered ill-health for years

be fore and af ter re tire ment,” Betty

said. “So I hadn't much money when

he died. When plumbing and other

main te nance bills be gan gob bling up

what little I had, I de cided I couldn't

afford to live in the house with the

age pension my only income.”

When Betty dis cussed her sit uation

with daugh ter Su san and her hus band,

John, they proposed she sell up and

build a flat un derneath their two-sto-

ried timber house.

 ‘A brilliant suggestion’

“It was a brilliant suggestion,” Betty 

said. “Sue and John's living area is a

couple of metres above street level

with the children's bed rooms, lounge

and bathroom on the floor below with

laundry and office. As the land slopes

considerably, there was plenty of

space for my flat be neath that. 

“It was n't long be fore Su san had de -

signed a flat and had an es timate of

costs from the builder who'd built

their office and knew the prob lems of

extending a pole house. We figured

that, af ter paying for the flat, I'd have

money for emergencies, and airfares

to visit my other children and their

fam i lies.”

In spite of warn ings from well-

meaning friends that Sue and John

'might go bank rupt', 'sell their house',

'move to another state' and even more

pes si mis ti cally, 'they could die', Betty

had no prob lem us ing her money to

build a flat that would eventually be -

long to Su san and John. While ac-

knowledging to her friends that any-

thing could happen, she re fused to

dwell on the pos si bil i ties.

Hap pi est pe riod 

However, it proved to be the be gin-

ning of the hap piest pe riod of her life,

but she would n't know that un til

much later!

“After the builder fin ished and left,

Susan took over. She built book cases,

put up timber blinds, built cup boards,

and while I was away for a few days’

holiday, ex tended my kitchen di vider

to give me more storage space, and

tiled the bench-top with slate.”

Betty could access her flat through a 

garden gate but, be cause of three

dogs in tent on making their es cape,

prefers using the front door that leads

directly into Su san and John's lounge.

So far, there hasn't been a prob lem.

“It’s like admitting friends to my

private art gallery,” Betty said. “Not

only do my paintings hang on the

lounge room walls but on all of the

walls leading down to my flat.

“The flat is simply a long rect angle,

with structural poles and fur niture de -

fin ing var i ous ar eas.

“A wide ve randah, stretching its full

length, is partitioned off by a lat tice

wall at one end to make a painting

studio and at the other there's a lat tice

door that leads into the back gar den.

My kitchen is small, be cause I sel dom

cook.”

When she first moved into the flat

she microwaved meals or opened tins,

until Su san told her she shouldn't eat

so much 'rubbish'. Now, if she doesn't

eat with the family, her dinner is

brought down to her, of ten by John, a

tea towel draped over his arm, call ing

as he de scends, 'meals on wheels,

grandma' or 'sil ver service, madam'.

Betty says she still eats 'rubbish', but

rarely, as Su san is an excellent cook

and John does a mean barbecue!

"I en joy so many bonuses living

here – a handywoman within shout ing

distance who, with her fully equipped

tool kit (which her hus band thought-

fully augmented), can do most things

a handyman can! John, be sides play-

ing at be ing a waiter, al ways an swers

my calls of dis tress when my com-

puter is making mayhem or worse,

threatens to self-destruct!

“Grandson Roland, also a computer

whiz, is usually very helpful, except

when I'm competing with his girl

friend for attention.

“21-year-old Melinda, an inspiration

to family and friends alike during her

second bat tle with can cer, makes

great bolog naise and sweet po tato

pies, among other de lights; but is eas-

ily up set when I simply can't eat

enough for two grown men at one sit-

ting! And 11-year-old Meagan has

lately mastered the art of mak ing ter -

rific pan cakes, so I'm se riously con -

sid er ing slip ping a few sim ple rec i pes 

between the pages of the hun dreds of

books she reads, hop ing to lure her to

the stove!

“I know my new lifestyle wouldn't

suit ev eryone. But I'd like to encour-

age more fam ilies to give it a go!

“It helps, of course, if you like and

respect, even love each other, and

probably works best if the older per -

son wants, and is allowed, to retain as 

much in de pend ence and free dom as

she wants.”�

A change
of pace –
and space

By

Betty

Ritchie



Winter Edi tion 2003 7 Older People Speak Out

Comment …
It appears there are conflicting views on what is in 

the best interests of a child caught up in a

dysfunctional family.

We have been told that Department of Families’

policy is, wherever possible, the child be placed in

the care of relative carers when neglect and abuse

have made it impossible for the child to remain with

the natural parents. This is regarded as in the best

interests of the child as it is obviously less

emotionally traumatic for a child to stay within the

extended family.

However, some government field workers have

recently expressed the view that they prefer to place

children with foster carers rather than with relative

carers, because the love between relative carers and

the child makes it harder to re-unite parents and

child.

Perhaps those who believe that the nuclear family is 

the best unit to care for a child have been unlucky

enough to have been brought up without the security

of an extended family of grandparents, aunts and

uncles, and without the knowledge that no matter

what happens, family members will take care of you

and love you and keep you safe.

We have case after case of children returned

prematurely to their parents, only to be abused again

and again. Surely where a child is constantly abused

the best chance of a positive outcome is to work with

the whole family. The responsibility can be shared,

with counselling support.

Returning the child to its parents is a useless goal

unless there is careful planning to really ensure the

abuse will not recur. If an abused child is to be

returned to the parents, there is surely less chance of

the abuse being repeated if the extended family can

be involved as an integral part of the process.

The Department of Families' policies support

relative carers. It is a pity that some of the field

workers dance to their own tune.�

Dear Editor …
I have just come back from a trip that was over shad-
owed by ten sions en gendered by a de termined old
man liv ing in the past but still with a sharp in tellect.

The main prob lem, as I al ways sus pected, was that
he still held an open licence, and at age 93 was de ter-
mined to prove to me that his skills honed by driving his
racing car in the late ’30s were un impaired.

In ad dition he suffers from a disease which de tracts
from his abil ity to ac curately con trol the op eration of
his ex tremities, ie, feet and hands.

The re sults of his so-called skills on the moun tain
road around the Great Lake and the Great Western Tiers
were enough to cause me to miss all the scenery. My
eyes were glued per manently to the road as I shouted
at the top of my lungs the ad visory speed on the signs
on the hair pin bends as we roared up to them with
tyres screaming and the car full of fumes from the al-
most melting brake pads.

Tom, of course, had his hear ing aids turned off. He
was un aware of my frantic shouts, as they, to gether

with the sounds of squeal ing
tyres, ech oed around the misty
ravines and cliff faces of that
ter ri ble de scent.

Twenty-five …. Twenty-five!
… slow! … Fif teen! Fif teen!!
Fifteen!! Whoa! Slow down you
silly old sod!!

Suffice to say that when I was
able to be in on an in terview
with his doc tor, I made it per -
fectly clear to them both that on
the drive back to Tom's home
with a hope lessly loaded car and 
trailer, there was to be no argu-
ment about who was to drive.

For tu nately the doc tor agreed
and I got the im pression that she
was think ing she may have been 
a bit reck less in signing his med -
i cal cer tif i cate which had en-
abled him to have his licence
renewed in the first place…
Signed,

Sur vi vor

The carer fell out of bed!
… and this brought Community Health to the rescue

I have been look ing af ter my now
92-year-old mother for many years.
At times my own health is not so
good and I had tried to get some as -
sistance, such as Home Help.

Of course Mum was ad amantly
against hav ing help. “I do ev erything
for my self and I don’t need any help,”
Mum ad vised brightly when the as ses-
sors came to the house. The se cret of
my lon gevity is my homebrew. I have
one bot tle nearly ev ery day and all my
friends say it’s very good beer too.”

This is the only thing my in corrigible
mother does – with a con siderable
amount of help from me I might add.

She has had this hobby of making
Cooper's La ger for some 15 years and I 
try to help her maintain this hobby.

 However, to wards the end of last
year I fell out of bed and was taken to

hos pi tal suf fer ing con cus sion and
amnesia from a head injury.

Thankfully, in the New Year, the
staff of the Community Health Ser -
vice were very help ful. A house -
keeper now co mes fortnightly and
Mum happily ac cepts Meals on
Wheels five days a week. Rails and
a step were installed for her safety.

Whenever I point out that I am 63
years old, Mum tells me, “You're
only a chicken yet.” Nev ertheless I
suffer from se rious sleep apnoea and 
apparently this was the cause of my
falling out of bed. No, I don't drink!
Perhaps Mum is the old est woman
who makes homebrew.

Any way I greatly ap pre ci ate the
very friendly and help ful peo ple from 
Homecare Ser vice who are very kind
to my mother and me.�

Viva la familia!
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Just a bit of nonsense …
By Maureen McCracken

Anyone who knows me well is aware that I am a friendly type of person, but 

even for me there are limits.

When during a recent visit to a shopping centre, a woman rushed up to me and

gave me a hug – I was somewhat surprised! I was even more surprised when she

addressed me by my name.

After a few more hugs and inquiries

about the health of family members, it

was obvious that she knew me very well.

The problem was I did not have a clue

who she was!

I asked her a few searching questions

such as “Still living in the same place are 

you? Or – how’s the family?”

Her replies of “Yes – still there,” and

“Yes – the kids are fine,” did nothing to

solve the mystery. So we parted,

promising to have a catch-up over coffee

one day at the “old place”, leaving me

still in a state of confusion.

This is not the first time such a situation 

has arisen. In fact it’s becoming a

frequent event. I was becoming very

concerned about my mental health and

suggested to friends it

might be the beginning

of “you know what?”

I've been reassured that

they have also suffered

similar embarrassments.

We’ve come to the

conclusion that some

faces change more than

others.

We are seriously considering forming a

club called ‘Who Are You? – WAY’.

When we are greeted by strangers,

instead of asking who they are, we can

point to our club badges and they will

know they need to identify themselves.

I wish I’d had one the other day at the

funeral – I would have been saved the

embarrassment of not recognising the

lady who has lived next door to me for

20 years.

WAY to go!�

NOTICE TO
EDITORS

The material in this

news-sheet is

available for

publication,

providing

acknowledgment is

given to the source.

ATTENTION
DRIVERS

Contact OPSO on

3219 2572 for your

RACQ Years Ahead

Driving Program.

Dear editor…

Challenge the valuations!
Anthony Marx, a writer for The Courier-Mail, stated on

March 1 that, “The legitimacy of thousands of Queensland

property valuations has been thrown into doubt following 

a landmark High Court ruling last month.

“The court’s decision handed a powerful weapon to

property owners planning to appeal huge increases in

valuations mailed out this week.

“The High Court ruled on February 13 in favour of

Sydney homeowner Anthony Mauriei, who argued on

appeal that using only a few sales of vacant land in an

established suburb to determine all unimproved values

was ‘unduly selective’.

“Such scarce vacant land sales often sold at inflated

prices and could not be considered a reliable barometer

of true market values, the Justices unanimously

concluded in a decision which sent shockwaves around

the nation's real estate industry.

“Queensland's Department of Natural Resources uses

the same system to determine unimproved valuations.

And many of the 41 local government areas reviewed this

year recorded a big spike in values as a result of the

property boom, with residential valuations up 38 percent

in Brisbane and the Gold Coast.”

An aged pensioner, namely myself, of Chermside West,

considers if an increase of 38 percent is a big spike, then

what is an increase from $77,000 to $131,000 – 71 percent?

It is absolutely arbitrary and over the top. Existing rates

are a hardship for most pensioners and a further increase

due to the 71 percent increase in valuation will increase

that hardship.

I have appealed to the Department of Natural Resources

for consideration and possible adjustment to the

increase.

Another writer from The Courier-Mail, John McCarthy,

wrote that last year the overall median house price in

Brisbane, rose to $256,000 – a growth rate of 28 percent.

A retiree of Bridgeman Downs said, “The Brisbane City

Council will hopefully reassess its rating level of

properties to conform with normal budget expectations,

and not create a hike in rates.”

Well that's it – we can only hope for the best. Trust them!

Reg McIntyre


