
70     Woman’s Day   You just made my Day  You just made my Day   Woman’s Day     71

P
ic

t
u

r
e

s
: b

a
u

e
r

 s
t

u
d

io
.

A
s I’ve mentioned  
once or 7000 times, 
I’ve just been to the 
Oscars. Getting a 
ticket wasn’t exactly 

easy, but working out what to 
wear ... Well, how does one 
compete with the glitz and 
glamour of the Hollywood set? 

They all keep a team of 
hairdressers in their purses 
and have a helicopter flying 
overhead with a spare something 
from Prada to be lowered in 
an emergency.

But since a helicopter flying 
overhead would frizz my hair, 
I had a dress made in Auckland 
instead. I’d seen a skirt that  
I loved but which was too 
expensive for me, so I went to 
local dressmaker Helen Rench 
about getting something similar. 

She knew of some silk on sale 
for $10 a metre, so I hightailed 

it to the store and bought seven 
metres in the only colour that 
vaguely suited me. One week 
later, I was the proud owner 
of the most stunning creation 
I’ve ever come close to. The 
rose-coloured fabric that seemed 
a bit “lolly-ish” in the store came 
to life once Helen fashioned it 
into a full floor-length number 
with a halter top.

It fit like a glove but was  
also supremely comfortable. And 
the total cost of this gorgeous 
gown? Just $261.

Shoes were the next thing. As 
I am practically a giant, I don’t 
wear heels, but I do have some 
platforms that I bought in Paris 
on my birthday a while back and 
I wanted to wear them because 
they’re special and don’t give 
me blisters.

Jewellery-wise, the dress did 
not need it, but Jacqui – whose 

husband Tony Johnson had been 
nominated and wangled my 
Oscar ticket – had been given 
a sparkly bracelet in a goodie 
bag that went with my outfit,  
so I could tick that off too.

That just left a clutch purse. 
I’m more of an overnight-bag 
sort of person, so just the idea 
of buying something that would 
fit only a bus ticket, a lip pencil 
and a couple of breath mints 
made me feel sick.

An entire day shopping for it 
in Beverly Hills didn’t help. The 
closest thing I could find that 
was the right colour and would 
hold at least my phone and a 
protein bar cost $1000.

But then Jacqui said she’d 
seen some on sale at Macy’s 
department store, so the next 
day I set off in comfy shoes, 
walked into the shop and over to 
a table ... and there, sitting on 

top, was a sparkly, rose-coloured 
clutch – just the right size – on 
sale for $50.

What’s more, the sales 
assistant advised me where to 
get my nails done and told me 
to say hello to Leo DiCaprio. 
Actually I got a lot of that and 
while I never clapped eyes on 
him, Tony did – he was standing 
next to him in the men’s room.

Now I may not be rich, but 
I felt a million dollars on the big 
night, thanks to the friends who 
helped get me there and the 
fact that not one but half a 
dozen different people stopped 
me to compliment me on that 
dress. At the Oscars! 

It’s not always easy being 
comfortable in your own skin, 
but when seven metres of silk 
and a massive frisson of 
excitement make it happen, 
it’s gold.

I
n my desperate attempt 
not to be a helicopter 
mother, I have discovered 
my kids are out-sourcing 
their parenting.

Let me explain. We’re in the 
age of helicopter parenting. If 
you don’t know what this is, 
the dictionary defines it as “a 
parent who pays extremely close 
attention to a child’s or children’s 
experiences and problems, 
particularly at educational 
institutions ... Like helicopters, 
they hover overhead.” It’s been 
described as “over-parenting”  
or “discouraging independence 
by being omni-present”.

Never before have kids been 
so molly-coddled (hence, the 
dictionary now has a term for it!). 
Never has so much time and 
attention been bestowed on our 
offspring, ironically in an age 
when parents are so time-poor. 

And yet we seemingly choose 
to devote all the time we do have 
to micro-managing our children 
to ensure they don’t fall from 
trees, stub their toes, stain their 
shirts, get their feelings hurt or 
lose anything of value. And if 
we can’t do that in person, then 
damn straight, we’ll text, email, 
kik or Snapchat our parenting 
messages through. 

My own childhood consisted 
of having two options for getting 
to and from extra-curricular 
activities – walk or bike. If neither 
of those appealed, then the 
activity was ceased. At no point 
was there a suggestion, even an 
expectation, that Mum or Dad 
would drive me to or from, let 
me listen to my music in the car 
on the way, bring a drink bottle 
in case I got thirsty, carry my 
bags or sit on the sideline to 
cheer me on. In fact, more likely, 

we were instructed to not only 
fend for ourselves, but also bring 
Mum a cup of tea in bed on our 
way out. This included school – 
walk, ride or bus. And while 
making your own school lunch, 
take Mum a tea on the way. 

The other day, our tribe was 
weighing up all the endless 
activities they wanted to sign up 
for this year. The one who took 
violin and had wanted to quit 
now wanted to continue with it. 
The squash devotee had taken 
up tennis, the gymnast wanted 
to change to performing arts  
and the touch-rugby players 
wanted to take up water polo 
and hockey. It was bamboozling. 
And that’s before we got to the 
eye-watering costs, gear and, 
most importantly, actually 
getting there.

At least three of them had an 
early Saturday morning activity 

that would require them to be 
transported to far-flung parts of 
Auckland to dabble in the latest 
activity, which may or may not 
even last a full season.

We have a rule that the kids 
are limited to two activities per 
term per child. The reasons for 
that in a family this size are 
obvious. But two of the children 
had now decided they disagreed 
with this rule. “No worries,” my 
husband declared. “Take up as 
many sports and instruments as 
you like, but you pay for it and 
you get yourselves there.”

That’s where the out-sourcing 
comes in. Kids have worked out 
that if they can’t get one parent 
to do it, they’ll work on the other. 
So you can only do what you  
can inside your own home, and 
hopefully the sound of rotor-
blades is not something you’ll 
hear at our place.

Sorry kids, the chopper squad’s out of action! say s Kate
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