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t h e  e x p e r t s

There’s nothing worse 
than another’s children 
running riot in the house

‘EM!

miss  manners my life

GO GET

Dear Vexed Beyond,
Unless your mum is suffering from dementia 
and is incapable of making decisions, the 
short answer is no, you do not have a say 
on who your mother marries. But let’s be 
honest, when have I ever been guilty of 
giving a short answer? I believe you have 
the right to be truthful with your mother 
about your concerns for her happiness. 

Years ago, I was interviewing a number of 
deaf residents, all aged around the 90 mark, 
for a documentary. I asked them: ‘What’s the 
secret to a happy life?’ and one dear old lady, 
who had been widowed at 65, said: ‘Don’t 
live alone and don’t live past 80.’ 

Don’t deny your mum her happiness!

Dear Miss Manners,
My good friend is getting married and has 
asked me to come along to the shop to see 
her dress. ‘Be brutally honest,’ she told me. 
Well to be brutally honest, it is horrific. It 
makes her look two sizes bigger and the frill 
is so ‘80’s. However, I can see from her eyes 
she’s in love with the dress. What do I do?

Regards, Always the Bridesmaid
 

Dear Always the B,
They say the mirror never lies, but let me tell 
you it does. Many’s the time I have popped 
on a frock, given myself the once-over in the 
mirror, liked very much what I saw and 
ventured confidently out to a social soiree, 
only to be captured unawares on film by 
some over-zealous snapper. The next day, 
my snap has appeared in some rag and 
I look like the side of a rather large house. 

So the mirror does lie, or more to the point 
my eyes only see the bits they want to see. 
So this could very well be the case with your 
friend. Take a disposable camera to the shop, 
take a few shots and discuss later.

FATE
BRUSH WITH

Locked out three times in one 
day? It could only happen to 
me – or to my mum

a relative, friend or acquaintance that 
was home to beg for assistance! 

Eventually she struck one of my uncles, 
who is always there to help. However, 
even he was a little more out of his depth 
than usual. Mum had to leave her 
apartment with the brush still in her hair 
and travel down in the lift with some 
other residents, walk to her car through 
large weekend crowds and drive through 
some busy intersections to my uncle’s 
home. Every time she looked around to 
the right she’d smack the brush against 
her window, causing discomfort. To 
solve this, she wound her window down, 
but was quite a sight travelling around 
with a brush poking out of her car! 

After parking a short distance away 
from her destination and again walking 
in full view of people, she finally made it 
into the privacy of my uncle’s pad. After 
much deliberation, my uncle dislodged 
the brush with a screwdriver. 

Now after hearing the story, I wasn’t 
sure whether to be more concerned 
about how my mother managed this 
bizarre feat in the first place, or that my 
uncle resorted to his toolbox to solve it!

The good news is that the screwdriver 
did the trick, and my mother made it to 
the wedding on time and with her hair 
dry and still attached to her head. I took 
comfort from the fact that perhaps I’m 
more like my mother than I’d realised.

‘I took comfort from the 
fact that perhaps I’m 

more like my mother’

relationships

I 
met a woman recently and we 
clicked. We shared similar 
outlooks, voices, body shapes.  
She’s now my new best friend, 
which begs the question: what 
happened to the old one? You’ll 

find her under the stairs with the 
wooden tennis racket and formal 
dress I just can’t bear to throw out. 

Some women’s friendships have 
natural use-by dates, but so many 
of us choose to hold onto them 
long after they’ve turned sour. We 
may well have nothing in common, 
have met through our husband 
who is now our ex, or have known 
each other since school. So why 
are we so afraid to let them go?

When I was young I had a best 
friend who I thought was for life. 
But when she started the ‘I hate 
Rachael club’ and refused me 
entrance, I realised she wasn’t. 

But I forgave her and was soon 
bagsing her a seat on the school 
bus. As a teenager, I just chose to 

FRENEMIES
FEAR &
Why do we cling on to 
friendships long after 
they’ve died?

ignore my best friend’s bra lying 
behind my boyfriend’s couch, 
thinking she must have left it 
there when we all crashed after 
the last party. Each time I go in 
to speak to my friend about how 
upset I am and vow to get an 
apology, I instead walk out 
having said sorry myself.

I want to be liked, just as much 
as the next woman, which is why 
I do the ‘pick me, pick me’ dance 
around the woman in the office 
who looks right through me, and 
the woman at the party who 
insists I speak to her back and 
the mother at the school gate 
who spends her whole time 
flirting with the teacher.  

The alternative can be too 
frightening. Speaking up takes 
courage and risk. Memories of 
note exchanges in the back of 
class, the silent treatment at 
lunchtime and gangs of girls 
refusing me entry to their posse 
have me shaking in my stilettos.  
But we’re adults now, and we 
can make conscious choices 
about who we choose to spend 
our precious time with.  

Women’s friendships are so 
intense. They’re like love affairs, 
just without the sex. 

When I break up with a man, 
I have one rule: no contact. To 
stay in contact post break-up 
unnecessarily draws out the pain. 

Handling friendship break-ups 
isn’t any easier. I have girlfriends 
who were in my life for years that 
I still hide from when I see them 
in the street, rather than face 
them and face why we no longer 
speak. If only I knew then what 
I know now.

Some friendships are for life 
and some are for just now.  When 
we understood that, then we can 
feel the natural ebb and flow of 
our female friendships. Some we 
may be close to now, others we’ll 
be close to again and some will 
become acquaintances and 
others will leave and move on. 

Yet they all contribute to who 
we are. When we were little, we 
defined ourselves by how many 
friends we had, how many Easter 
eggs and so on. 

Now we’re big girls, we need 
only look inward for the best 
friend we can find – ourselves.   

 Rachael Oakes-Ash is the 
author of Anything She Can Do 
I Can Do Better (Random House, 
$22.95). Email Rachael with any 
relationship problems you may 

have, romantic or otherwise.

Dear Miss Manners,
A good friend and her children often 
visit us. I love the kids, but they are 
so naughty. They’ve broken precious 
ornaments and pushed over plants 
– and my friend seems oblivious. She 
apologises with a roll of the eyes but 
never disciplines them. Am I within 
my rights to reprimand them when 
they’re rowdy in my own home?

Regards, House Guard

Dear House Guard,
Don’t you just love the old roll of 
the eyes when all around is chaos? 
That usually means said parent has 
no idea how to cope. Sadly, these 
children need boundaries and if it is 
your home, I believe you have every 
right to set limits. 

Come clean with your friend and 
warn her of the action you intend to 
take with her children while they are 
on your soil – and stand firm. When 
I didn’t heed my own advice, I ended 
up with two antique Victorian lamps 
destroyed that once belonged to 
my great grandmother. 

Take a stand, House Guard. If not 
for your self, then do it for us lily 
livered lovelies who have allowed 
our friends’ kids to get away with 
murder! Go get ‘em, girl!

Dear Miss Manners,
I am very worried and unsure where 
to turn. My mum is getting married 
again and I do not like the man she 
is marrying. Mum is 82. I am only 
concerned about her happiness. Do 
I have a say in that?

Regards, Vexed Beyond

H
ow many times in life do you 
find yourself in a situation 
you’re virtually speechless 
to explain how you arrived 
at? I can think of several off 
the top of my head. In fact, 

sometimes my life feels like a series 
of snapshots of one embarrassing 
moment to the next. 

Like the time I managed to lock myself 
out of my house not once, not twice, 
but three times in the same day. Believe 
me, I was feeling so mortified 
by the third, I was tempted 
to break a window myself to 
unlock the door, as opposed 
to calling the locksmith for the 
third time in 10 hours. 

Thankfully, my locksmith is 
also a friend and found the 
whole disaster of my day very 
amusing. He kept commenting that if it 
had been just any locksmith that I was 
calling, that I’d have had a hard time 
convincing them I wasn’t doing it on 
purpose – which is a frightening enough 
thought in itself!

Well, just the other day I was relieved 
to discover that maybe it’s in my genes. 

My mother, who prides herself on 
being totally independent, rang each 
of us siblings, leaving messages in 
a slightly higher pitched voice than 
usual, and with a sense of urgency in 
her tone. We all knew that she had a 
wedding to attend later that afternoon 
and those who heard her voice on the 
machine in the distance just assumed 
she had gotten herself into a spot of 
bother over her transport arrangements 
or the like. How wrong we were.

My mother had managed, while 
attempting to blow-dry her hair for the 
first time with a round brush (like they 
do at the salon), to somehow get the 
brush completely stuck in her hair, 
standing out at right angles to her head 
and not budging a centimetre either 
way. Wasting a lot of time trying to 
dislodge the deadlock the brush was 
in, she soon realised that there was no 
way she could do it by herself. 

After unsuccessfully trying to track 
down any of us, she soon found herself 
going through her phone book to find 
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