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			BETTY LONG 

			in conversation with Mike Oates

			A Walking, Talking, Living Doll

			Betty’s very earliest memory is standing with her parents at the gate of their family home while she called out to Adjutant Barnes of the Salvation Army, “Bye Bye Barney”. He had come to pay the family a visit. That was more than ninety-two years ago; the year of the Wall Street Crash. Betty was born in Mildura on June 6, 1925, to James Henry (Harry) Usher, and Hannah, née Walker. She was the fourth child to a family of five. Her siblings included three sisters Elsie, May and Phyllis: and a brother George.
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			The Usher family – Betty third from the left

			When her parents asked the older children of the family to suggest a nice name to call their new little sister, Betty, was the consensus... so, Betty it was. When baptised, little did baby Betty know that she was being named after her older sister’s doll. She was highly amused some years later when she found out how she got her name, for she was to all intents and purposes, the genuine living doll.

			Betty began her life’s journey challenged by early health issues. These included persistent asthma, at least two episodes of pneumonia, plus a serious attack of rheumatic fever in her early years. Thankfully, none of these ailments have created long-term difficulties for her, as one can readily appreciate today in her ninety-sixth year.

			Her father’s family branch, the Ushers, had been based in Nailsworth, Adelaide, during which time Harry was born. He was one of nine children. Granny Usher, Harry’s mother, often told the family about how they had relocated to Sunraysia in the middle of a major mouse plague, and she frequently had to evict mice from her children’s cot in those early days. They settled at first in Merbein but later moved to Mildura. Betty recalls her Dad (Harry), with great fondness, “He was a kind hard-working man with a terrific sense of humour”. Throughout the period of the Great Depression, she remembers him seeking work wherever he could, though his options at the time were scarce. Occasionally, he would be away from home working in other places, including locations across the river in New South Wales such as Rufus River. In the early days he had worked along-side his own father, (Betty’s grandfather).

			Mum (Hannah) arrived in Australia from Abertillery in south-east Wales when she was nineteen years of age. Betty noted that her mother was extremely proud of her Welsh origin. An astute and resilient lady, she was acknowledged as the disciplinarian of her family. Betty credited her with setting her children on solid foundations by delegating chores and rewards appropriate for each of them as they grew. Betty came to appreciate the value of her mother’s ways and applied the same good practices to her own childrens’ upbringing.

			Set warmly amongst her many early memories is that of her mother, churning the cream to make butter from the milk of their Jersey cow. When Betty was old enough, she too would make junket from the fresh warm milk, just as her mother did. The family never had need to buy butter. Pansy, the cow, was placid and a favourite of all the children. Her cow pats were collected and used to fertilise the soil, assisting the family to maintain a highly productive garden. While living in Flora Avenue, they grew a variety of vegetables each year for their table, thus avoiding the need to buy them; frugality was essential. Everyone looked forward to Hannah’s rhubarb pie, served with the excess cream that was not required for making the butter.
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			The block and the apricot orchard in Flora Avenue

			Another very early memory of Betty’s occurred when she and younger sister Phyllis shared a room. One morning, Betty wanted to wake her sister up so they could play together, but Phyllis was reluctant to stir. Betty next resorted to biting her little sister which had an immediate effect, with amplified consequences. When their mother heard the commotion, she removed Phyllis from the room, while quick-thinking Betty protested that it was a spider that had bitten her. The eventual outcome of it all was that Betty got the room to herself - no flies on this little lady!

			Betty remembers her brother George selling and delivering cart loads of manure to neighbours as fertiliser for their gardens to earn additional funds in hard times.

			Somebody once apparently asked George, “Where did you get the cart George?” His reply was as follows, “Dad made the cart out of wood from his head”. Poor George became the butt of great hilarity for some time afterwards.

			Later, when Betty was about seven years old, the family moved to a house in Cureton Avenue which was ninth from the old bridge, and not too far from the old Mildura Brickworks. This area has been altered considerably over the years, partly due to the construction of the new bridge.
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			Our home in Cureton Avenue, Mildura.

			Later still, the family moved again to a site where the Sunraysia Funeral Parlour is currently located and then to another house near the corner of Orange Avenue and Seventh Street. But, like the old bridge, these houses have become casualties of time, now confined to memories and photographs. Nonetheless, it was in these former havens where Betty spent her youth, learning to fathom the mysteries, and cope with the trials of life. As the Depression had long-lasting effects, Betty remembers the difficulty the family encountered trying to make ends meet. Her father was frequently out of work but took every opportunity to earn a wage.

			She remembers him working with a friend Mr. Connolly, sweeping the streets and gutters of the town for the council.

			He worked as a night watchman and played the annual role of Father Christmas at Maple’s Store. He performed it so realistically that for years, Betty’s daughter Margaret believed that he was the real Father Christmas. Because Harry had his own Father Christmas outfit to play the part, he was offered the role with many other local businesses, earning the family much needed extra money at the most pressing time of the year. When the outfit began to wear out, Betty supplied him with a new one that she lovingly made herself.

			She has recollections of both her parents weeding the lawns at the local Presbyterian Church to receive additional cash for essentials. About this time, Betty and her siblings received new shoes, donated to her family by the local Benevolent Society. These were much appreciated by parents and children alike. She also has an image of her mother seated by the stove crocheting or knitting garments for the family. Later, Betty too adopted her mother’s skills, and she still regularly crochets herself.

			The Ushers were a musical family. Betty remembers her mother’s little fold-up Marvel organ which she used to play for the children periodically. She also recalls a spontaneous moment in which Hannah uncharacteristically bought a vintage regular-sized organ at an auction. The purchase created considerable excitement in the home, but according to the piano tuner, Harry Dobbin, it was a bit of a wreck.

			However, he retuned and restored it, and it played quite well in the end. Often, in the evenings, Hannah would play while Betty and the other family members, including Harry, would gather around her and sing. She remembers both of her parents having good singing voices. Both Betty and sister Phyllis were tutored to play piano by Sylvia Smith in Walnut Avenue. Hannah would save two Canberra shillings, (one florin), for the lessons. Later as an adult, Betty would play piano on a regular basis for the services of the Salvation Army congregation in Red Cliffs, and for other special events. While she has a love for most types of music, it is the hymns and gentle ballads that give her the most pleasure. Although she has played both organ and piano, she prefers the former for its tone.
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			The Canberra Florin minted in Australia in 1927

			The Canberra Florin was struck in 1927 to commemorate the opening of the ‘new’ Parliament House. Two million were struck. The coin features the crowned and robed bust of George V. The reverse features the original Parliament House within an oval frame set above crossed sceptres. The coin was minted in silver. A florin was equivalent of two shillings.

			Both the Usher and Walker families had traditions of commitment to the services of the Salvation Army. Back in her native Wales, Betty’s grandfather (Walker) had been a preacher and Hannah was given a special Bible as a gift from the family when she departed for Australia. As a teenager, Harry was a sergeant in the Boy’s Corps at the Mount Barker Salvation Army Boys Home. With those close connections, it was logical that Betty and siblings would follow a similar path.

			At one time, Harry began to attend the Methodist Church in Mildura where ushers were in attendance. Betty laughed heartily while recalling how her father informed the family, “he was the only proper Usher in the church; the others were only acting ushers”. She remembers many instances of his humour, which at times could be a little mischievous. An example of this was an occasion on the way home from church when he pretended to push Hannah over the railway tracks at the time a train was approaching. Betty was horrified and went crook at him, fearing he was being serious.

			George, being the only boy in the family, had no brothers with whom to play cricket. Betty, being the kind person she is, often came to the rescue to oblige him in their back garden. She also recalls George taking his accordion down to the bottom of the garden most evenings when it got dark. There, he would sit and play, and sing his heart out. Apparently, the neighbours were highly entertained by his serenading.

			Betty’s Orange Avenue home was situated across the street from the old Customs House, another local landmark which has also been demolished. She recalls the family’s anxiety during the 1939 flooding of the Murray River, as the swell lapped very close to their house. Fortunately, they were spared the awful misfortune of their house being flooded on that occasion, although it ruined their garden. The great 1956 flood did however impact on the home where Betty’s parents still lived, flooding through the house to the front fence. Her parents were moved to a place of refuge until it receded. By this time, Betty was living in Red Cliffs with her own emerging family.

			Betty remembers attending the local Convent School to be educated by the nuns. This is the site where the Sacred Heart School now stands in Twelfth Street. She liked Sister Mary who was strict, but kind to all the children. Betty later transferred to the Mildura West School, though she did not care for it much. Both George and Betty would walk quickly on their way home from school, but Phyllis was slower and often dallied. When they left her behind, they were likely to encounter their mother’s displeasure. Like many of us, Betty remembers wagging school but only on rare occasions. Once, she and Phyllis were chastised for arriving there well after lunch … but only once!

			For a short time, Betty also went to Mildura Central Primary School. It was the school she liked best of all.

			Afterwards she attended Mildura High School until she was fifteen. She was both surprised and delighted to find herself top of the class in form three, and she is still proud of the achievement to this day. Betty admitted that she was diligent, quiet, and generally well-behaved. She made many good life-long friends there and maintained contact with several of them, for years afterwards.
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			The Usher children playing in the channel

			She has vivid memories of riding her bicycle to and from the big school, or riding down the hill to the swimming pool, which was then situated close to the river. After down-pours of rain, the tracks and unsealed roads got very muddy. Betty would ride her bicycle through the mud up the hill to Seventh Street but would have to bounce it on its wheels to shake the mud from it.

			Occasionally when going to the pool, she would trick her mother out of tuppence, pretending that she was getting swimming lessons, but she would naughtily use the money on treats.

			Betty’s initial job was at the Astor Theatre drink and ice cream bar in Langtree Avenue, but it was short lived. As the establishment would remain open until after 11pm, her mother decided it was too late and dangerous for her daughter to be walking home by herself. Unfortunately, that put an end to her first real employment, but she did not remain idle for long.

			Soon she began working in Coles Variety Store, also in Langtree Avenue, where she remained for the next five years. Betty was happy working there in the friendly atmosphere which existed. Often the girls would collectively and spontaneously, break into a song like Deep in the Heart of Texas, a popular song of the day. She worked mostly in, and for a time managed, the haberdashery section.

			Betty changed employment to further her prospects and went to work in Bill Bowring’s office for twelve months. She found that it was not the sociable workplace that Coles had been, and eventually resigned. Coincidentally, another World War had begun, and this time it would reach the Australian mainland. Its youth would be called upon to risk life and limb as her father’s generation had in the first World War.

			Its consequences would affect many people directly or otherwise, Betty included.

			Meanwhile, Betty’s association with the Salvation Army continued, and at the age of twenty, she left her home in the Mallee to study at the West Melbourne Salvation Army College, with a view to becoming an officer in the organisation. The first year was exclusively a period of education, and afterwards she commenced work in the North Fitzroy Haven Maternity Home. Initially, Betty worked for a brief period in the laundry but soon was charged with caring for babies and infants on the second floor, known as the Baby’s Home. These were mostly the hapless offspring of unmarried mothers, or those of destitute families. Some had been abandoned, while others were given up to the Salvation Army for adoption, or for temporary respite. Despite the emotional weight her work carried, Betty valued her time there. She liked and respected her colleagues, particularly her supervisor who was a worthy mentor. Having spent two years in Melbourne, Betty returned to Mildura to care for her mother whose health was failing. Thankfully, Hannah made an excellent recovery which freed Betty to again seek employment locally. Like her resourceful parents, Betty devised enterprising ways of earning, which included the growing and selling of carnations. She was delighted on receiving a shilling a bunch from the Murray Hotel.

			While Betty was in Fitzroy in 1940, a young man by the name of Clifford Long, who had worked at the Aurora Packing shed, signed up to fight in the war. To enlist, he pretended he was older than he was, and he was assigned to the second 24th battalion, which was deployed to fight in North Africa. Along with many of his comrades, he was captured and transported to Germany as a prisoner of war. They were known as the Rats of Tobruk in reference to a comment that German Field Marshal Rommel had made at the time of their capture.

			Ironically, in another milk bar in Mildura that she had often visited for drinks, Betty was introduced to her future husband Clifford. He was known by everyone as Cliff and had returned home safely from the German prison camp in which he had been held. He was recovering from his ordeal and had resumed his old job once again. Cliff’s sister, who was also named Betty, was the close friend that made the introduction. She assured Betty (Usher) that Cliff was the best of her brothers.

			According to Betty (Usher), they hit it off instantly, and thus began a long, loving, productive and worthwhile relationship that lasted decades. They began to see each other once a week, but the frequency increased as time went on. Soon Cliff proposed marriage. She accepted without hesitation, and as Betty put it, they didn’t hang about.

			They were engaged in February and were married just two months later in the April of 1948.
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			Wedding Day for Clifford and Betty Long

			Betty Usher was now Betty Long. For economic reasons they initially resided with Cliff’s mother but rented a house in the lane close by when the opportunity arose. Cliff’s employment allowed them to save a little most weeks from his regular income. Before long, a new arrival presented in the form of a healthy son. He arrived on February 10, 1949 and was christened Max.

			Within a three-year period, the couple had purchased their own property, number 10 Pine Street (also known as Hessian Lane) on Nursery Ridge, Red Cliffs. It was purchased for the princely sum of 29 pounds in February 1951 and the loan repayment rate was 1 pound per week. They moved there with all of their worldly possessions on Max’s second birthday, just days prior to the birth of their daughter, Margaret on February 19, 1951.

			They had much repairing and renovating to do in their house, rendering it comfortable and capable of accommodating what was to become a sizable family. Clearly, Betty and Cliff were a remarkably able pair, as they immediately set about applying skills and resources to achieve their goals. During this busy time, more cherished recruits for the team were born. After Margaret came Winston, arriving on May 1, 1952. Betty was visiting her mother’s house when he decided to present himself to the world. Harry had to urgently arrange for a taxi to transport them to hospital for his delivery.

			On July 3, 1953, Betty made another visit to the hospital with an expectation of delivering their next baby, but the baby had other ideas. Betty was sent home where she continued her household duties, including scrubbing the floor. Next day, July 4, Cliff took her back to hospital, but on the way the old 1927 Chevy broke down near the Red Cliffs bowling green. In the height of her anxiety, Betty had to ‘shanks’ it the rest of the way. Eventually all went well, and little Peter arrived safely. After nearly a four-year recess, son Jeff was born on May 12, 1957, which happened to be Mother’s Day. He, like some of his older siblings kept everyone on tenterhooks, including the media who were keen to announce the Mother’s Day new arrivals. Finally, he made his appearance at 9:30 pm, with his birth making the papers next day.

			Sadly, their next expected baby, a daughter who they would name Donna, was stillborn. It was a great loss for all the family, especially Betty, who convalesced in hospital for three weeks afterwards. Ever hardworking, she put her grief aside and got on with the responsibilities of being wife and mother to her brood, but she never forgot. Finally, their youngest son, Ken, was born on December 4, 1961, and he completed the Long-Usher crew. Betty regularly assisted Cliff in the renovation of their abode as he converted it into a secure and accommodating dwelling. Initially, the structure was mostly clad with conite. Two of the bedrooms were partitioned by hessian only, while out the back stood a four-post shed without a roof, in which Cliff constructed a washroom and storage area. Next, came the construction of a proper, and much-needed, bathroom.
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			Winston, Max, Geoffrey, Margaret, Ken and Peter 

			Afterwards they added a veranda alongside the kitchen and adapted the large front bedroom to fashion their lounge. Continuing renovations were carried out by the couple to cater for the children as they arrived. Throughout this entire process Betty contributed her labour including holding up the heavy boards while Cliff lined the ceilings of each of the rooms … not an easy task!

			Cliff continued to convert and reshape the structure as time and expense permitted, but one day Betty decided to do some converting of her own. Taking the tools, she removed a hardboard barrier to make a wardrobe with a rod to facilitate the orderly hanging of their clothing. A year or so later, Cliff was about to close in the wall again on another project of his. Betty stood her ground and stated, “No way”, and in the end, she got her way.

			As with their home, their car was not in good repair when it made its arrival. The old Dodge had been retrieved by Cliff and his mate from the nearby channel and generally restored. It had no lights though, compelling them to be mindful in arranging their journeys during daylight hours. Occasionally when they went fishing, they would be reluctant to leave the river until nightfall if the fish were biting. Their return trip would be made with the aid of a torch, a very precarious task indeed. However, a worthwhile one as they all enjoyed fishing, particularly Cliff. Once, while visiting Hannah and Harry’s place in Mildura, Cliff forgot the starting handle that was required to crank up the engine to get the Dodge going. Leaving Betty and the children at her parents, he went home on the bus to Red Cliffs and retrieved it. By the time he returned, it was almost dark. However, Cliff cranked up the jalopy; they all piled in and tentatively made their way back to Red Cliffs in the gloam. Naturally, they were fearful of accidents or being nabbed by the constabulary without lights, but once again luck was on their side, and they arrived home safe in time for tea.
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			The old Dodge utility retrieved from a nearby channel

			Betty normally served good old-fashioned nourishing meals for her family, (no inferior take-aways for them). Supper was often capped off with a helping of Betty’s rhubarb pie and custard, (sounds familiar). She used the same recipe and method that her mother did, which never failed.

			Like her parents, she grew a good annual crop of rhubarb and although the Longs did not have Pansy the cow for either cream, or fertiliser, they did have plenty of other enterprising skills and resources to hand.

			Betty recalled an occasion when Hannah bought young Max a little sailor’s suit which was the envy of the other children... they each wanted one. Betty being the good mother acquired suitable material and made an outfit for Margaret, Winston and Peter that they proudly sported at a Sunday School Anniversary gathering. Margaret’s outfit had a little skirt as part of her suit, but she was unimpressed. She wanted shorts, like those the boys had.

			The Long’s house in Pine Street was just across the road from the local park that contained a swing, a slide and a maypole. There, the children played regularly as they became old enough to do so, and it was sufficiently close by for observation purposes. Young Ken had the dubious distinction of being the only child to fall off the slide and hurt himself, mercifully not too seriously. Unfortunately, some years later, the Shire Council removed this equipment from the park on the pretext that it was too dangerous.

			During these early days in Pine Street the children found their pleasure in simple ways. When it rained, sizable mud-puddles would appear along the side of the road by the park. Naturally, the youngsters would be drawn to them as if they were magnets. They would blissfully jump, splash, splatter and play in them with predictable outcomes for poor Betty, (as if she didn’t have enough to do!)

			Her children were normally well behaved. However, on one tumultuous day they excelled at playing up. They would not respond to her appeals or her instructions to behave. At her wits end, Betty walked out of the house and sat quietly behind a pile of mallee roots, a little distance away where she was obscured from their view. After a short while they noticed that Mum had disappeared and suspended their squabbles. A frantic search then began. Betty, hearing their concerned calls and anxious chatter played possum. She left them in suspense for a while, smiling to herself until she thought that they had learned their lesson. Her wise tactic evidently worked for they modified their behaviour, at least for a while. In a further testament to Betty’s capability, she learned to drive, passing her test and getting her licence on March 10, 1970. Her first car was a yellow and white two-door Vauxhall Victor sedan.

			Overtime this was replaced by a huon green Datsun 180 B, followed by a white Datsun 120 Y, next came a grey Mitsubishi, and finally a blue Honda.

			During the time of owning the Datsun, Betty and Cliff drove up to visit their daughter Margaret who was living in Townsville. It was an epic journey for Betty. She enjoyed viewing the scenery of the great nation on that trip. They sang in the car to pass the time.

			Betty described Cliff as having a good singing voice. And they made it there and back without incident or trouble. To her, driving was both a valued form of independence and a joy … well mostly. One particular day on her way back from Mildura, she spied Ken who was still a very young teenager standing near the bend between Irymple and Red Cliffs. He was hitching a ride home from town. She stopped and ordered him into the car.

			A very subdued young chap got a dressing down from his concerned mother about the dangers of hitching rides with strangers. He was wiser for the experience and Betty believes he did not repeat the exercise until he was much older and capable of looking after himself. As well as providing good counsel Betty supported her family in other ways. Never one to shirk hard work, she has done her share of grape-picking in the heat of the hot Mallee sun. She picked on the Harding’s block, and for a further two seasons on Reddick’s block to boost the family coffers. Betty also worked as a cleaner at the Red Cliffs East school for over ten years.

			As always, she enjoyed the participation and camaraderie in her duties at the junior school where her children received their earliest formal education. Betty joined the Ladies Auxiliary of the RSL to honour Cliff and his comrades, The Desert Rats, for their sacrifices. The Auxiliary helped through fundraising and catering to support the RSL for their functions and formal occasions. She eventually became the president and was later rewarded by being made a life-member.
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			Clifford Long

			The honour received, and the satisfaction earned from her involvement with the Auxiliary has enriched her life with many good memories and friendships.

			On the subject of friendship, Betty laughed while relating an occasion when her son Winston took her to meet his fiancé and prospective mother-in-law. Surprised and much amused, they instantly recognised each other. They had been close friends at school but had lost touch. The tentative young couple looked on with gaping expressions, as the two old friends stood laughing together, trading memories of their schooldays.

			Like most families, the Longs had good times and bad. One of the worst came when Ken was diagnosed with advanced pancreatic cancer. Like all parents who have the misfortune to receive such awful news, they hoped that all would turn out well. Alas, it did not, and the family grieved once more for the loss of a child. He was only forty years of age at his passing. Again, Betty leaned heavily on her religious faith to get through her sorrow.

			She has pleasing memories of her association and activities with the Salvation Army in Red Cliffs over many years. She rose to the rank of lieutenant +3. Betty found the atmosphere welcoming and homely and relished playing the organ there. Enjoyment was also found in dressing-up and performing in comedy roles with Phyllis for their social get-togethers, in sketches such as, “There’s a hole in the old Oaken Bucket” and “I don’t want to Play in your Yard”. They each sang well, in the Usher tradition.

			Sadly, Phyllis, Betty’s last surviving sibling, in declining health in recent years, has very recently passed away. Betty is now the sole survivor of her generation. She is proud of her family origins, and particularly so of her own surviving children, who she considers as having done very well for themselves.

			She is adamant that she does not have favourites but acknowledges that some might not necessarily always agree. She loves and treasures all of them equally, stating that each of them has given her great joy on countless occasions, (as well as the odd headache). Needless-to-say, her family has swelled considerably now, with the addition of many fine grandchildren and great-grandchildren, all contributing to the form and the essence of the Mallee in a variety of ways.

			Betty is devout in her religious beliefs, and it has always given her inspiration, consolation, and solace in times of tribulation. It has been the major source of her strength over the years, especially in more recent times. Betty lost Cliff in September 1989 following a lengthy illness and she misses him greatly. They had many happy and productive years and shared successes.

			His favourite song was “Smoke gets in your Eyes” and tears now come to her own eyes each time she hears it. Not a day goes by that she does not remember something he did or said. She was tortured with ambivalence towards the end as she did not wish to see him suffer any longer.

			After Cliff’s passing Betty continued her commitment to the Salvation Army. She helped in the Op-shop when she could, finding it to be a good means of maintaining connections and friendships, as well as remaining mindful of the essential need to help others who she considers less fortunate.

			Fortune did not favour Betty when on May 26, 2018, she had an unlucky tumble, fracturing her femur, and spending her birthday in hospital, not the ideal setting in which to celebrate. Being of generous mind, she was most appreciative of the fine professional care and support she received from the hospital staff. As time passed Betty’s mobility became more challenged, and in November 2019 she took up residence in Jacaranda Village, a familiar place where she had visited many times, calling to see friends who were living there. Betty appreciates the assistance and kindness shown to her by the caring staff at the Village, who she describes as marvellous, and has never regretted her decision. She has found herself amongst friends, and due to her pleasant disposition, gets along with everyone.

			Betty does have one pet-hate, ‘bananas’, and by now everyone is acutely aware of this. Consequently, she is no longer offered any. She may not like bananas, but she loves strawberries, which she identifies as her favourite food, (visitors, take note). She also loves fruit cake, and… you guessed it… rhubarb pie with custard.

			She involves herself in the activities of the Village, keeping occupied both physically and mentally. She walks daily (with the aid of a zimmer-frame) to maintain her posture and encourages another elderly friend to accompany her. She still gets much satisfaction from knitting and crocheting and hopes to complete a large rug shortly. Fortunately, also, the Village has a piano and Betty has good intentions of entertaining her peers with her lovely music in due course.

			Betty is interested in her son Geoff’s endeavours of tracing the Long/Usher family history back as far as the 1600s, (as she understands). And, having recently been given the gift of a journal, she has now begun to jot down memories and insights of her life and times for the benefit of her younger family members. In recent years however, she has been hampered by degenerating eyesight, which presents a considerable ask on her part.

			Betty possesses a quick wit and a healthy sense of humour, perhaps a bit like her father. She feels blessed for having such good physical health and mental awareness for her ninety-six years, all aspects considered, and that she can still recall many past events quite well yet. Her ambition is to remain healthy for as long as possible and achieve her century! Most of all, she’s determined to enjoy the remainder of her life. Betty is a wonderful humanitarian and sees good in all people. Each night, she gives thanks to God for her gifts. 
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