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Don’t buy a present 
for every single in-law, 
have a lucky dip instead

LOVE
Dear Miss Manners
My partner has a huge, closely-knit 
family. So Christmas is always a 
financial dilemma for me. I try to 
budget $10 to $20 per person, but 
I always end up spending loads. 

How can I suggest a more 
sensible alternative to buying a 
pressie for every man and his dog 
and not look like a scrooge?

Regards, Penny Less, T.

Dear Penny Less,
Thank God for my small family, but 
I do understand the problem. Every 
year I decide not to spend as much 
and every year I try a new angle. 

This year I used the ‘spread the joy 
over a longer period’ approach by 
starting buying Christmas pressies 
long before the usual ‘30 shops in 
one hour rush’ on Christmas Eve. 

But sadly I am no better off 
because I’ve hidden some of the 
earlier purchases so well that and I 
can’t find half of them and the other 
half, I can’t remember what I bought. 

Menopause is a terrible thing, you 
know. The only suggestion I can 
make is for you to start a new family 
Christmas tradition like Christkindl, 
otherwise known as the Kris Kringle, 
otherwise known as the grab bag for 
cheapskates. Every one chooses 
one name and buys a substantial 
gift for say $50 for that person. 
It’s a corker of a Christmas idea.

Dear Miss Manners
I recently got my blonde hair cut 
quite short and everyone has 
commented how good it looks. My 
best friend, who had long brown 
hair, has cut hers off too – exactly 
like mine! And to make matters 
worse, she has dyed it blonde. It 
doesn’t suit her and it’s creeping 
me out. Should I say something?

Yours, Single White Female, Q.

Dear Single White Female,
They say that imitation is the lowest 
form of flattery and I reckon it’s the 
creepiest kind too. You could almost 
cope with the cut or the dye, but to 
have the daily double staring at you 
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every time your friend is there is definitely 
heading into Bridget Fonda territory. 

I would not broach the subject with her 
while there are any sharp implements, or 
stilettos in the vicinity. But perhaps you 
could (for fun) dye your locks purple and 
green. There are some great washable rinses 
on the market and see if she follows suit. 

If she does, grab your loved ones and run 
for the hills, you’re in big trouble!

Dear Miss Manners
One of my close friends has a habit of 
borrowing my clothes and never returning 
them. She doesn’t let anyone borrow her 
clothes and when I ask for mine back she 
denies having borrowed them in the first 
place! What can I do?

Kind Regards, Fashion Victim, NT.

Dear Fashion Victim,
I was never able to borrow anyone’s clothes 
myself. Because all my friends were tall and 
willowy, and I would look just stupid with 
more of the fabric on the floor than on my 
legs. Also, when it came to tops and 
blouses, I could have easily worn most of 
my friends’ boob-tubes as a wrist band. 

The way I see it is you have one of two 
options: don’t let them borrow anything by 
telling her/him you have a rare and highly 
contagious skin disease that spreads 
through skin scale particles. Also say they 
are microscopic and cannot be detected on 
one’s clothing. that should keep her away 

Otherwise, start a new fashion trend by 
putting your name on the outside of your 
clothes, like all the major brand names do. 

Perhaps you could even write: ‘This 
garment belongs to...’ and see if he/she is 
still so enamoured of your wardrobe then.

GROUNDHOG DAY 
My New Year’s resolution 
is to try and stick to my 
resolutions! 

H
ere we are - just a couple of 
weeks into the New Year and 
I’m already struggling to 
adhere to my New Years 
Resolutions!! I’m so hopeless 
at sticking to them that I 

should have learnt by now not to even 
bother making them. I only made two 
resolutions this year. One was to learn 
to say `no’ more often and the other 
was to incorporate 30 minutes of 
exercise into my routine each day. 
Believe me - these have been the same 
resolutions that I’ve had for the past 
couple of years and it’s fair to say that 
I’m pretty useless at holding up my end 
of the bargain. I always have the best 
intentions but struggle with the actual 
application of them both. I particularly 
struggle with the exercise bit. It’s not 
that I don’t want to exercise 
or that I don’t enjoy it  - as a 
matter of fact I get a feeling 
of great satisfaction out of 
physically working out - it’s 
more a case of trying to find 
the time to do it. Leaving the 
boys at home by themselves 
isn’t an option given their 
ages,  so I have hired a treadmill for 
various periods of time in the past 
couple of years as I  figure the only 
time I can exercise is at either end of 
the day when they are still asleep. Now, 
I’ve tried to get up early in the morning 
- well earlier than usual and it never 
lasts.  I already get up at the crack of 
dawn to organize the house and the 
boys for their various day’s activities 
and before I set off into that frantic 
mode I like to have my own special 
time and I’m reluctant to give that up. 
It’s the only time of the day where the 
phone doesn’t ring and I can sit down 
at the computer and read the papers 
with a cup of tea and just enjoy the 
calmness and serenity for 30 minutes 
or so. It’s the time of the day where I 
think through what has to be done and 
mentally sort out every minute of my 
schedule. It’s comparable to the 
constructive time I used to have when I 
was churning up and down that black 
line when I was swimming.  I used to 
sort out my entire day’s schedule by 
7am. These days my quiet morning 
time at home is just as valuable to me. 
Attempting to exercise in the evening is 
just as disastrous. I find that by the time 

the boys are tucked up in bed, and I’ve 
finished my work and chores for the day 
- the single most unappealing thought I 
could have would be to exercise. 
Believe me I’ve tried it and generally 
find I’m too tired to really enjoy it or it 
gets me so hyped up that I struggle to 
fall asleep. It doesn’t help that I’m so 
uncoordinated that any type of dry land 
activity is a slow form of torture either. 
Last year I ran on my treadmill for ten 
days in a row and ended up breaking a 
bone in my foot!! Can you believe it? My 
family and friends were in stitches and 
ribbed me constantly about it. It took 
weeks before it recovered and I 
completely lost my momentum again to 
exercise in any way. 
I figure it’s not like I don’t lead an active 
life anyway. Goodness knows - just 
trying to keep up with the boy’s 
schedules and my work commitments is 
hectic enough and I do get out in the 
garden a fair bit. As you know 
maintaining the house and garden is 
both physical and time consuming but 
thankfully something I really enjoy. Our 
shoot days on Auction Squad are also 
very physically demanding so I do feel 
like I do something good for myself. It’s 
just I know that as the years tick on it’s 

‘Lorem ipsum maips vina 
permisso homma reddit  
to kotopolo homerus isi’

relationships

 A
re you a woman’s 
woman or a man’s 
woman? We all know 
the difference. A man’s 
woman will pierce your 
skull for leverage with 

her stiletto to get to the man at the 
other end of the dinner party table. 

A woman’s woman will take your 
call at 3am when you’re crying 
about the same thing you were 
crying about the week before and 
the week before that. 

Men’s women put themselves 
first, women’s women put 
themselves last.

I should know better, but it still 
shocks me to witness man’s 
woman behaviour. I’m convinced 
women who sleep with other 
women’s men, who make you feel 
invisible at a party despite 
standing a foot away, and who shut 
the boardroom door on you are 
driven by intense female rivalry. 

I’m also convinced women’s 

FRIENDS
WITH

Whether they love you or 
compete with you, women 
can be a girl’s worst ememy

women who do everything for 
their female friends are driven by 
guilt and fear. 

Fear they won’t be liked if they 
say no, guilt at feeling fed up 
with their friend – silencing 
themselves in the process and 
overcompensating by being at 
their beck and call when needed.

Competitive women push my 
own competitive buttons and 
before I know it, I am locked in 
a battle I cannot win. 

Women who use information 
as power, who claim to know 
more about your friends than 
you, who claim to know more 
about your work colleagues than 
you and who don’t miss an 
opportunity to let you know it, 
are usually feeling insecure with 
their own position in this world. 

I had a girlfriend we used to 
play a trick on at the pub on a 
Friday night. Watch this, I’d say 
to the group as I nudged my 
friend and whispered: ‘See that 
guy, he keeps making eyes at me 
and I think he’s really cute.’ 

Five minutes later, she’d be 
standing by his side, batting her 
eyelashes and flirting her tush 
off. Why did I stay friends with 
her? Because I thought the 
friendship was what I deserved. 

In short, I hated myself and 
surrounded myself with women 
who did the same. And I’m not 
without blame, I’ve been flattered 
when a married man has come 
on to me even though I have 
declined his invitation to join 
him when his wife’s away. 

I have neglected to tell my 
female boss about a work do I 
was invited to and she wasn’t 
until the day of the function as I 
walked out the door. 

In my 30s, I have learnt the 
difference between real and fake 
friends and have tried to keep 
the relationships in my life real. 

But some slip through my radar 
and I find myself again asking 
why I am friends with women 
who still push my buttons. 

Men’s women drive to 
annihilate the competition, 
women’s women want to be liked 
by every woman they meet. 

Yet you can have a happy mix 
between the two. You don’t have 
to go for the extreme every time. 

It’s good to share your 
problems with a female friend 
and comforting to know there 
are women you can share with, 
just don’t do it at the cost of 
your own life. 
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