
					GOLDIE 
	She was the first Hippie Free Love Child I ever met. She was full of life, peace, love and laughter. 
	I met her through friends.  Always a hug hello, and another hug goodbye. 
	Her crowning glory was her flaming red hair parted in the middle and brushed back to the nape of her neck where she began a plait that reached below her small waist. Over the years she would keep the colour red by colouring it with henna. Small tendrils curled softly around her brow and the sides of her rectangular shaped lightly freckled face. I never saw her hair unbraided. She wore long flowered gyspy skirts with off-the-shoulder cotton blouses or pedal pushers with tie dyed tee shirts. She had burned her bra in the 60’s and never applied make-up.  I never saw rings on her fingers due to her life’s work as a potter. Beautiful pierced ear-rings dangled from her ears. Her brown eyes sparkled and twinkled like stars. 
	Everyone downtown knew Goldie.  Her sunny disposition drew people in for casual chats when she went shopping for groceries or clay supplies.  She could be seen cycling on her second hand bicycle with the wicker basket on the handlebars decorated with silk flowers or walking with her dog in the parks. On those days one might see her wearing pedal pushers, a tank tops, and birkenstocks on her size 8 feet. 
	She was so comfortable in her body, sharing it with men and women, dancing African dances, laughing hysterically at anything, or nothing. Gossip nor mean spirited words never crossed her lips, and our conversations were always meaningful, or at least entertaining. 
	In 1985 about 15 of our women friends decided it was time for a creative pot luck party. Goldie offered her apartment for the venue. She told Ursula and I about the party while we were having lunch at the Bookshelf Cafe. The idea was for everyone to choose a song, then dress, sing or act out this choice and bring an offering for the food table that represented the same song. 
	That party was one of the most creative I have very attended. The acts were filled with talent, either hilariously funny, or poignant like when Sadie from Bulgaria, who had just received her Canadian citizenship papers stood at attention and sang Oh Canada with much pride and received congratulatory applause. 
	Ursula and I decided to be a duo, as we were not confident enough to do anything solo and when our turn came, we sang our song while lying on our backs on the bed with our heads hanging down over the end.  We covered our bodies with a blanket up to the bottom of our chins. We had painted little eyes with eyelashes, and noses on our chins. Then a cappella, and with dramatic harmony, we sang Tea for Two, learning later that we had caused some of the audience to pee their pants laughing. 
	Six teachers dressed up like little old aunts hunched over wearing vintage dresses, lacy shawls, little round eyeglasses, hair in buns, and one had a pair of antique boots on that required a hook to do up the buttons.  There was no music, nor words.  Just actions. They stood in a line and passed a rubber tree plant decorated with rubber erasers, rubber bands, and rubber condoms back and forth, shaking their heads or nodding.  They were acting out Frank Sinatra’s song High Hopes. Everyone knows an ant can’t, move a rubber tree plant. But they had “high hopes”.  We had a hard time guessing this one.
	Goldie was the closing act. She went into the bathroom just off the kitchen and closed the door. The music started, the door opened, and 20 balloons of every colour floated out and circled the room.  Goldie followed dressed in a beautiful flowing rainbow coloured long skirt and tank top and began dancing around us, She had recently completed a course learning sign language so for the party she decided to sign the song written and sung by Cindi Lauper entitled True Colours. She danced around the room signing and swinging her skirt as she twirled and whirled. As the song came to the end, in true Goldie fashion, she raised her skirt and waved it up to her chin, and stood, sans underwear, and showed us all her “true colours”.   And now we know, she wasn’t a real red head.!! 

