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t h e  e x p e r t s

Don’t be so unforgiving, 
at least someone special 
remembers your birthday

RULES
Dear Miss Manners,
Every year my friend gives me a 
recycled pressie for my birthday. 
Over the years I’ve actually had a 
laugh about it – like the time she 
gave me a body lotion which was 
stamped 1990. This was in 1999. For 
my birthday this year she gave me a 
sisal basket which I discovered was a 
freebie from an exclusive gardening 
shop. It is starting to irk me now. I’d 
rather not get any present than to 
open these ‘gifts’ and pretend to 
be pleased. What should I do?

Regards, Present and Correct.

Dear P and C,
Whatever ever happened to – ‘it’s 
the thought that counts,’ huh? At 
least your friend is thinking of you 
even if it is in a second-hand, 
recycled and pre-loved kinda way. 

The nine-year-old body lotion is 
hardly going to bring you out in 
hives, unless you drink it, and the 
sisal basket was a freebie from an 
‘exclusive‘ gardening shop. Quit 
your complaining and count yourself 
lucky that she cares at all.

Dear Miss Manners
In a recent work reshuffle some new 
workmates moved into an open plan 
area. To gain some privacy, one staff 
member ordered a cubicle divider. 
Whenever people enter the space 
everyone starts whispering to the 
other staff members about this. The 
atmosphere has taken a turn for the 
worse. Should we ask the person to 
take it down or just get over it?

Regards, Up Against The Wall.

Dear U. A. T. Wall,
Office politics has become the new 
minefield for this millennium. These 
days we have sexual harassment 
suits, workplace bullying and 
workers being sacked for offences 
such as having too many personal 
items on one’s desk, inappropriately 
tight skirts – never trousers – and 
being pregnant. So now, you and 
your mates have your combined 
knickers in a twist about a divider. 

miss  manners my life

THE

In the scheme of things what does it really 
matter? That person may require the privacy 
in order to work to their full potential, or 
they may have some yet undiagnosed 
syndrome such as DWMAWD – Don’t Watch 
me at Work Disorder – or they may just want 
to pick their nose, floss their teeth or clean 
their ears without your prying eyes. There 
are people dying in the world. Get over it! 
And stop whispering! It’s rude in company.

Dear Miss Manners
I hate my boyfriend’s best friend – he uses 
my boyfriend and says evil things about him 
behind his back. But my boyfriend adores 
him and won’t hear a bad word about him. 
Any tips on dealing with this ratbag?

Regards, Pest Controller.

Dear PC
Short of a swift kick in this rat’s ribs, 
unfortunately, there is not a lot you can do. 
Your boyfriend obviously has some ‘secret 
men’s business’ connection with this jerk and 
therefore cannot see he is being used – yet. 

If you were to tell him what is happening 
behind his back you could very well be 
forcing him into a ‘him or me’ scenario and 
that is a recipe for disaster. Most Aussie men 
will believe their mates above all else... it is 
the whole footy club, pass the liniment and 
grab another tinny school of thought. 

Perhaps you could attempt to befriend 
the best friend and draw him out-as the old 
political adage goes ‘keep your friends close 
and your enemies closer.’ Hopefully then 
one of two things can happen. You and your 
little Mary Sunshine act will turn the rat 
around completely or it will flush him out 
where your poor unsuspecting boyfriend 
can see him for the cad he is!

BLISS
WEDDING

Sharing in my friends’ big 
day was a refreshing 
experience

 I 
love weddings. I’m a complete 
and utter sucker for everything to 
do with them. I love the build-up, 
the planning, the preparation, the 
dramas, the unexpected hiccups, the 
ceremonies – the whole extravaganza.
I’m very lucky that in my life I’ve been 

to a lot of really sensational weddings. 
Everything from completely over the 

top numbers where the church was 
decorated as a rainforest, to raucous 
celebrations where an entire family took 
to the stage to belt out a 
couple of numbers and the 
best man, who decided to do 
away with his structured 
speech and tell a heap of 
outrageous jokes instead – 
through to intimate, classy 
weddings in beautiful 
settings by the harbour. 

Well last weekend I attended one of 
the best weddings I’d been to in my 
life. The setting had to be seen to be 
believed. It was on top of a hill in a 
paddock on a country property, with 
rolling hills and stunning views as far as 
the eye could see, a couple of hours 
drive south west of Sydney in the 
beautiful setting of Gundagai (home to 
the ‘Dog on a Tucker Box’). 

There was a red carpet and chairs 
set up underneath one of the most 
magnificent gum trees you ever could 
imagine for the ceremony, and a 
massive marquee decked out with all 
the trimmings for the reception. 

The bride was one of my dearest 
friends with the biggest of all hearts, 
and one of the first people I ever met in 
television, and her groom – a delightful 
man with a gentle soul who spends his 
life helping others. 

Most recently he’s been in East Timor 
and Afghanistan working to re-establish 
the basic structure and services in 
those war torn countries.  

Getting the wedding organised was 
quite a challenge in itself. The bride, 
who is a make-up artist, was working in 
Fiji on a movie up until a few weeks ago 
and the groom was also based 
overseas for many months. 

While they were both away, the 
groom accepted another job which 

meant on their return home, just three 
weeks before the wedding, they had to 
pack up all their belongings and move 
to another town to start over again. 

Anyone who has ever moved knows 
how stressful it is, let alone just weeks 
before the biggest day of your lives. 

In the past nine months they had 
been together for just two months, so 
let’s just say that organising the nuptials 
had more than the usual challenges. 

Not that you’d ever have guessed 
how tricky it must have been for them. 
The ceremony, the reception and the 
entire evening went off without a hitch. 

Everyone looked amazing. The food 
and drinks flowed. The speeches were 
witty and emotive (there was plenty of 
tears flowing) and we all spent the rest 
of the evening dancing under the stars. 

In true country fashion, we all returned 
to the site the next day for a good old 
fashioned barbecue to reflect on the 
evening before and to tidy up a bit. 

After several hours, my boys and I 
reluctantly drove home… completely 
relaxed from the country hospitality and 
the uniqueness of the event. It was one 
of those special weekends we’ll treasure 
for a very long time to come. 

The hardest part was returning to the 
city and trying to get back into work 
mode. But then of course – we wouldn’t 
have missed it for the world. 

‘The hardest part was 
returning to the city and 
getting back into work’

relationships

 I 
have been known to send out a 
search party when my boyfriend 
doesn’t come back in time from 
filling the car up with petrol. 
So it stands to reason that long 
distance relationships are not 

my thing. And I should know since 
I dated a man once who constantly 
travelled overseas for his job.  

Each month I would stand at the 
airport envisaging Hollywood-style 
embraces and longing kisses. 

It wasn’t the fluorescent lighting 
that let me down, it’s just that 
blokes running towards you, arms 
outstretched, tears streaking their 
face only happens in Tinseltown. 

For a start, no one leaves their 
luggage unattended at an airport. 
Then there’s the jetlag, the crowds 
and don’t forget you haven’t seen 
each other for weeks and are more 
likely to shake his hand than shove 
your tongue down his throat. 

TEAR US
NEVER

Separation anxiety isn’t 
all it’s cracked up to be

When young children are 
separated from their carers they 
show their distress by crying, 
screaming and calling out. 

And as adults we still feel the 
same fears that separation 
brings. ‘He won’t love me when 
he gets back. He’ll meet someone 
else in the six hour stopover in 
Hong Kong between meetings, 
I just know it,’ and so on.  

So it’s important to take time 
out to reconnect, to catch up and 
reacquaint physically, mentally 
and emotionally. 

The fact is that while he’s been 
away working, you’ve been at 
home doing the same thing. You 
didn’t have time to be unfaithful, 
so chances are neither did he! 

I once asked a man a few 
weeks before he departed on an 
overseas holiday if he would 
give me his word that he’d be 
faithful. He agreed, but only if 
I gave the same. I was shocked. 

In all my obsessing that he 
would do the dirty on me it had 
never crossed my mind that he 
may be feeling the same fears. 

Contact while abroad may be 
necessary to manage the fear. 
I forewarned the same man that 
I’m prone to creating fights so as 
to allay my fears, and he said 
he’d pick me up on it if I did and 
we’d discuss it at the time. 

I thanked him and in turn 
asked him to contact me when 
he arrived at his destination. 
He did and I felt calmer. 

Stupidly I forgot to spell it out 
in detail and that was the only 
contact I got until he returned. 

As the week wore on I was 
convinced that he’d either met 
another woman or pirates had 
taken him hostage. 

Yet he duly arrived home with 
open arms and was greeted by a 
manic banshee crying over his 
liaison with a swashbuckling, 
buxom woman with an eye patch. 

But separation is manageable. 
Keep a routine while your 
partner is away. Make the most 
of your time alone. Organise 
time with girlfriends and family. 

 When dealing with separation 
anxiety be honest (not dramatic) 
and communicate your fears. 
When you voice them aloud they 
never seem as powerful. 

Together you can work out a 
strategy to minimise the anxiety 
and you can always look forward 
to that reconnecting dinner upon 
his return. Apres dinner will be 
your just reward!

APART


