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t h e  e x p e r t s

Count your lucky stars 
you can get your teen 
into snazzy clothes

NEXT?
Dear Miss Manners
Before a recent school concert, the 
school sent instructions saying the 
kids had to dress ‘smart casual’ to 
sing on stage. I dressed Harry in 
chinos and a button-up shirt, But he 
felt silly as all the other kids were in 
T-shirts and cargo pants. How do 
dress codes work for kids?

Regards, Mum’s the Word, V.

Dear Mum’s the word,
I suspect it’s Mum’s the Nerd! Poor 
love I know how you feel. When we 
were growing up ‘smart casual‘ 
meant something. For me, it meant 
a really nice Norma Tullo frock and 
matching coat, accessorised with 
some lovely pale stockings, Prue 
Acton shoes, a gob full of Mary 
Quant make-up and 23 wiglets. 

But hey, those days are well and 
truly gone. Nowadays smart casual 
more likely means any outfit above a 
pair of stubbies, a dirty singlet and 
some thongs. And when it comes to 
our kids, sad as it may be, we mums 
have to move with the times. 

Cargo pants with the million 
pockets that make them so hard to 
iron are de rigeur for the younger 
set and what else for that smarty 
casual look we love so well but a 
T-shirt? With Sam, this is what he 
calls formal wear – so count yourself 
lucky with your little tyke in his 
chinos and button-up shirt.

Dear Miss Manners
What’s the etiquette when you bring 
a fancy bottle of wine to a dinner 
and as the evening progresses, it 
becomes apparent it’s not going to 
be served. Can you ask the host to 
open it or is that too rude?

Sincerely, Wine Lover, WA.

Dear Wine Lover,
Perhaps I should address you as 
Whine Lover. I don’t understand this 
obsession we seem to have these 
days that if we bring something as a 
gift that there is some rule set in 
stone saying that this ‘priceless‘ 
present needs to be used within 
the ensuing two hours or else? 

miss  manners my life

WHATEVER

If you bring a box of chocolates do they 
all have to be consumed before anyone is 
allowed to leave the table? Then why so 
with a bottle of fancy plonk? 

It is brought as a gift for the host and as a 
thank you for the invitation, nothing more. 
If you want to drink your own wine so 
desperately, buy two bottles and get some 
straws for the trip home in the taxi.

Dear Miss Manners
Help! My best friend has a new boyfriend 
and he’s totally fab. Problem is, my 
boyfriend of five years can’t stand him. 
Whenever we get together, my boyfriend 
slips into surly, silent mode – not a very 
welcoming trait. Do you think he could be 
jealous of new bloke on the block? 

Kind regards, Wits’ End, Q.

Dear Wits’ End
Help indeed. You see the problem lies with 
your first sentence. You think your best 
friend’s boyfriend is ‘totally fab’. 

If my feeling is correct this is the reason 
for your very own true love’s nasal cavity 
being out of alignment. Boys are funny 
things. They are territorial animals and like 
to think they rule their roost, and until this 
new Lothario happened along, your man, 
most probably, was the centre of your world.

You can either tell him to grow up, which 
will most likely cause him to regress even 
further into jealous boyhood, or you can 
‘play the game’ and make a fuss of him every 
time your friend and her guy is around. 

I know it feels like copping out, but believe 
me, it’s the easier route in the long run and 
you will always be the one in control. Let him 
think he is getting his way when you and I 
both know he’s being duped.

PARTY
TIME TO
This year, I plan to get back 
to basics when it comes to 
my boys’ birthday parties

!
n our household, this time of the 
year isn’t just about the usual pre-
Christmas madness. We also have a 
heap of birthdays during the festive 
season to consider. My two boys, 
my nephew, my brother-in-law, and 

one of my best friend’s birthdays all fall 
during the Christmas period. 

I always make sure I make a big fuss 
about everyone’s special day, but in 
particular for my boys. After giving birth 
to them a day under a year apart on the 
27th and 28th of December, 
I understand how important 
it is to make sure that their 
birthday celebrations are 
separate festivities. 

Gone are the years when 
they were too young to notice 
they had a combined party, 
or the money I budgeted for 
both celebrations would be 
spent on one significant present. 

These days it’s all about making sure 
they have very much defined birthday 
and Christmas celebrations.

What does surprise me is how much 
a big deal birthdays are for kids these 
days. It’s as if kids judge themselves, 
or get judged on what type of birthday 
they are going to have, and what type 
of goodies their guests take home. 

I’ve chatted with my family about 
what it was like when we were younger, 
as I’m sure birthdays didn’t mean any 
less back then. The consensus was 
that the four of us kids have only got 
great memories of any birthday 
celebrations that we’d had. 

Even that amused my mother 
because she swears I spent my first six 
birthdays in my room, either asleep or 
in trouble on the day of my party. 

She would end up entertaining my 
friends without me because I couldn’t 
contain my excitement and as a result 
I’d usually crash out from exhaustion, 
or I’d do something silly and end up 
spending my afternoons in isolation. 

We had a very funny mother/daughter 
moment a couple of years back at one 
of my son’s rock climbing parties. 

After months of pleading that a rock-
climbing party was what he wanted to 
do more than anything else, the big day 
duly arrived and instead of getting out 

amongst it, he threw a massive tantrum 
and refused to take part in almost all of 
the organised activities, and spent the 
remainder of his party in the car until 
everyone else was ready to go home. 

At one stage I was so frustrated that 
I turned to Mum and asked for her 
advice. She had a big grin and said: 
‘Sweetheart, I love you, but right now 
I’m just remembering how many times 
you behaved exactly like this as a child.’ 
Mmm… I believe it’s called karma. 

Anyway, we all recall having basic 
birthday parties with lots of games such 
as dress-up relays, bobbing for apples, 
pass the parcel, and other classics, and 
always with a cake that our mother 
would decorate in her special way. 

Looking back I wonder how she ever 
found the time to bake and ice a cake 
with all of us demanding so much of her 
time as well as holding down a job.

All the same, my boys have lucked 
out this year. I’m on holidays so they 
are either going to have a small get-
together with a sleepover included, or a 
bigger at home bash with all the games 
that I can remember from my childhood. 

I plan on baking a cake with all the 
trimmings (could be disastrous) and I’m 
hoping that I can give the kids such a 
great time that they won’t notice it isn’t 
being held at the latest game/theme 
park. Wish me luck!

‘I spent my first six 
birthdays in my room, 

either asleep or in trouble’

relationships

 S
o the honeymoon is 
well and truly over and 
you and your partner 
are lucky to find five 
minutes on a Sunday 
morning for some 

between-the-sheets action, and 
even then you have to lock the 
door in case the kids come in. 

If only we could bottle the 
wonder of those first few months 
when your whole body comes alive 
just at the sound of their voice, 
when your tummy flips a double 
dip when they walk in the room, 
and when it seems your body is a 
magnet and his hands are steel. 

Touch is so important to us 
primates and when we’re not 
getting enough of it we can end up 
depressed, out of sorts, uptight 
and in need of some good loving. 

From birth we humans need the 
feel of another person’s skin on 
ours. If babies are separated too 
quickly from their mother’s body, 

MOMENTS
MELTING 
Embrace your primal 
urges and reacquaint 
yourself with touching

when first born, will have more 
difficulty breastfeeding. Whereas 
an hour of skin-on-skin contact 
will have them crawling towards 
the breast for more. 

Baby monkeys have been 
given fake soft-cloth mothers 
and prickly wire mothers to 
choose from. The prickly wire 
mothers had food with them and 
the soft to touch mums didn’t. 
Where did the baby monkeys 
huddle? With the cloth mummy.

So what do you do when 
you’re not getting any?… Touch, 
that is. Touching yourself just 
doesn’t have the same impact. 
And if you’ve got a partner who 
has lost his touch then best you 
guys get practising again. 

Sensitise the skin again. Start 
wearing satin and silk, invest in 
some soft sheets to slip under 
come bedtime. Book a massage 
course and do it together. It’s not 
where the touch leads to that is 
important, although that is often 
the icing on the cake, it’s the 
contact with another person’s 
skin that will lift your spirits. 

In periods of my life when I 
have been alone, I have saved 
on the groceries just so I could 
have a massage. Having 
someone’s hands on my body 
keeps me alive and keeps me 
from snapping at my mates. 

But touch is difficult for many 
of us. If you come from a non-
tactile family then reaching out 
and touching friends and 
partners may be difficult, but like 
all things the more you do it the 
better you get. Psychiatric 
patients respond well to daily 
touch. Senior citizens use pet 
therapy to lift their spirits. 

We are all born alone into this 
world and we all leave alone. We 
spend most of our days trying to 
ensure we’re not alone, on the 
phone, on e-mail, on the internet, 
but we tend to forget the most 
important sense of all – touch. 

With touch comes vulnerability, 
risk and emotions. Often I have 
found myself tearing over when 
I’m touched, other times I feel 
pure joy and still others, fear. 

Fear that they’ll leave me, that 
they’ll touch my body and feel all 
the flaws I am convinced I wear 
on my skin. If we spend our days 
dislocated from our bodies then 
we do ourselves and our loved 
ones a disservice. So go on, 
touch someone today, better still 
get touched today! Who knows 
where it will lead you?
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