REMEMBERING LIZ




Dearest Liz,

| marvelled at her patience and kindness to each person and | was boosted up by
her regard. It was marvellous to participate in making music with her and her
friends; | learned far more than drumming!

She wasl/is a bright star!

Janette Hunter, Jam Tart and volunteer Management Committee Member.

Above: Liz, with members of the War Widows Guild and Jam Tartz, Mavis,
Rayma and Elaine, Liverpool, 6 September 2010.

“The only things that count in life are the imprints of love, which we leave behind us
after we are gone”. (Albert Schweitzer)

| feel privileged that Liz came into all our lives.
She was loved by all.

Rayma Nobel



Above: Liz with (from left, standing) Inge, Rayma, Elaine, Christel, Daphne,

Joan and Janette. Kneeling from left: Laura Brown, Petra Will-Herat and
Ruhkshana Sarwar (Afghan Women’'s Network) at
Night March, Paul Keating Park, October 2006.

A Letter to Liz — From Inge
Dear Liz,
We, the Jam Tartz, are very fortunate to have known you.

For 12 years | have looked forward to you arriving at the Older Women’s Wellness
Centre in your colourful Kombi van, full of drums.

You taught me with much patience and encouragement to play rhythm on the
Djembes, the African drums. The two hours we spent together in our group were, for
me, the highlight of the week.

You are a beautiful person.

| will miss you and not forget you.

Inge.



| remember the day Liz announced she had learnt some African dancing, so, as well
as drumming, dancing was on the agenda for that day.

She was so enthusiastic (as usual), so we did it.

Arms and legs were moving, but not always the right way, but Liz and the Jam Tartz
had some fun and laughter that day ... and many other days.

Miss you Liz,

Elaine.
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Above: Liz holding her Certificate of Appreciation celebrating her 10 years as
Drumming Facilitator with the OWN Bankstown Wellness Centre. Standing
from left: Inge, Alma, Mavis, Elaine, Bev T, Bev S, Joan, Lydia, Ruth, Janette
and Daphne. Kneeling from left: Liz, Tippy and Donna. Sitting from left:
Alicia and Rayma.



It was 5/2/2001 when | joined the drumming class. It was then that the ABC was
filming us and later presented us on the TV. We were a “family” and enjoyed many
times together, thanks to you.

You will always be missed Liz — so much.

Mavis Rosenberg.
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Above: Jam Tartz performing at OWN Bankstown Wellness Centre end of year
Christmas Party (c 2003). From left: Fiona, Inge, Janette, Joan and Rayma.

Liz had refreshing enthusiasm, unlimited patience and leadership. Qualities in
creating confidence in members joining the “Jam Tartz”, who had doubts about their
ability to learn the basics of drumming and were even more nervous about the
thought of performing in public.

We have all been shocked to lose such a genuine and inspiring friend.

Lois Brinsmead.



For Liz
Not only did you, Liz, try to have us all drum in time but to drum “as ONE”.
You did this with great enthusiasm.

Your “beat” will live on and on in all of us, so will our love for you. Your positive
energy will always flow through each one of us.

Love always,
Chris (Christel Rumphorst)
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Above: Jam Tartz performing at Newtagqwn
September 2008.
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Liz, you turned a mundane retirement into a life of anticipation, joy and fun. Thank
you.

Joan Morrissey

Above: Liz and Laura leading te Reclaim the Night March Bankstown (mid-
2000s) . This photo was published in “The To

Jam Tartz End of Year Address to Liz 13 December 2010

Here is another outstanding year gone by!

| say outstanding because of our Magical Drummer — Elizabeth.

She was a supportive force behind our successful year.

Every time we performed we were applauded, and that is ONLY because of the
confidence and assurance Liz gave us with her presence.

Liz, on behalf of all the Jam Tartz Drummers we would like to thank you and wish
you ONLY the very best for you and your family in the coming year.

Merry X-mas and Happy New Year.

Lydia Sarabi

Drumming

The drums are ablaze

Every beat an exotic haze
Grabbing everybody’s attention
The drums are suddenly in session
Listening, listening to the call

Of Liz’s final curtain fall.

Lydia Sarabi



Reminiscing
Lizzie,

Fond memories will always linger in my mind about the time | spent with you.
You gave me confidence and encouragement with my drumming, not to mention
enjoyable hours every Monday. For that | thank you.

You were the strength and the backbone behind the “Jam Tartz” drummers.

| am glad | was requested to write my “last” speech in your honour in December
2010 for our X-mas break-up day [see above]

With fondest memories

Lydia Sarabi
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My enthusiasm for drumming has always exceeded my talent and many a time when
| have felt a little despondent at my inability to grasp the finer points, Liz always
encouraged me by telling me just to try and keep the rhythm and not worry so much
about the finer points.

One particular Monday when trying to adhere to Liz's advice and drumming in my
‘own style”, Liz gave me that particular look of hers and smiled and said: “Bev,
you’re just a bludger”.

Trying to keep a straight face | came back with the reply: “What do you mean? |
don’t think I'll ever speak to you again”.

Liz hastily tried to apologise, saying: “Oh, oh, | meant fudger, not bludger”.

She had hit the nail on the head. Sometimes | got it right; sometimes | was a fudger,
but all was forgiven. She was lIrish after all.

Moments like these are what memories are made of. Thank you, Liz, for your
friendship, patience and perseverance.

| will miss you.

Bev Spithill.
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Card sent to the Jam Tartz by Chris (F

To Liz's “Girls”, | am so sorry for your loss and have valued for many years, the
wonderful bond you’ve shared through drumming together — a bond made strong
with Liz’s leadership and love.

| hope you all find the will to keep going with your drumming group. It is exactly what
Liz would have wanted. With love and deepest condolences for your loss.
Chris XXX

Above: Women’ s Drumming Camp, September,

| met Liz at the Sutherland Wellness Centre drumming group and she always made
new members so welcome.

Liz told us we could play and we did.
It was always fun. Liz loved people and we all loved her.

Lorraine Avery.
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Above: Women’ s Dr ummi epgemBea 2004

You truly will be missed. Our class will never be the same.
You were a star. When you played your drum, you made it sing.
I'll fondly remember you as a hippy that never left the sixties.

Gloria
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| first met Liz in September 2008, when she came to teach drumming at the
Sutherland Older Women’s Wellness Centre. In the breaks and when helping pack
up the car, we would chat about our animals — Liz’s guinea pigs and fish and my
bunny and guinea pigs, amongst other things.

She was so excited when the fish she had ordered were on their way — I'd ask every
couple of weeks — how are the fish? The answer was usually the same — they
weren’t much bigger and it was costing more for the food.

Late in 2010 the daughter in law of one of the ladies in the class brought in some
baby guinea pigs after class for Liz to sex. You just had to be there — picture this — a
bunch of babbling ladies saying how cute they were; Liz turning the guinea pigs
upside down to see if any little protrusion would pop out and then passing them to
me to double check if they were boys or girls.

We gave her an electric Himalayan salt lamp for Christmas in 2009. We didn’t know
that she had wanted an electric one and she said how much easier it was to use
than her candle one. She plugged it in the hall as soon as she got it. Every now and
then she mentioned to me how it was still going and how it gave the room a lovely
ambience.

These are a few memories | have of Liz, along with her rolling up to drumming in her
colourful van with her number plate — NJB. They are my initials and | told her — |
want your number plate.

| will miss her coming in her van every week.

Narelle
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The following poem first appeared in the Wellness Centre
newsl etter “WewWwlaalLbeda®” O¢noOWN News"”)
February 2004.

Jammi no!

They call themselves the fiJam Tartzo (of <cou
But the key word is not ATartzo .. 1itbés fAJan
None of these women are a ham, none too light, none too heavy, just right .. and

together, boy they can really jam!

The beat of their drums, i1tdés |ike it b
A moment in my week that | dondét just h
Jam Tartz or Ol d Fartz

affected my heart.

How come, | ask myself, is this group so precious?

ats
mm,
, thvg group bf @amermrhas s noét t he

c D

Ol d, ol der or oldest, it doesndét matter.
From another | and, another culture, it does
A Agoodo family, or the wrong side of the tr
Straight, gay or just merry ¢é it doesndt ma
Do you know what legends you are?

The strength of each amazes me.

Your kindness has left me speechless.

You accept each as an individual.

You support everyone inclusively.

You help without rescuing.

As | write these things | know what | am searching to say.

You have empowered me € and this is not so
Whet her you beat together, or apart, ités no
for as women you celebrate, joined by this moment in time.

l[know | dm-ianofirinmg | i ke the rest, but | donodt
ageless.

by Jam Tartz Member, Fiona Davidson,
December 2003.
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Letter of Condolence to the bereaved of Liz Ireland

| was shattered when | heard the news of Liz Ireland’s death. It is still hard to believe
that we will no longer have her with us nor see her lovely smile again. My
condolences go to Laura, Liz’s family and friends and especially the Jam Tartz
Drumming Group at Bankstown. It was at the Parramatta Women’s Health Centre
that I first met Liz giving a drumming workshop. She had such an easygoing style of
teaching and was such fun | wanted to ‘bags her’ for Bankstown Wellness. Julie, the
Project Worker at Bankstown at the time, gave the nod that as we had received
enough government funding, we could set up our own drumming group. None of us
had drums in those days, but Liz would bring a selection of drums to our class every
week in her kombi van. She also provided the group with empty water cooler
containers “because they have a good sound” and we just loved being so bold and
making so much noise!

Ouir first performance was at the Grey Mardi Gras and we proudly marched through
the city streets from Town Hall to Hyde Park with Liz's coaching and shepherding.
We all had a wonderful time and enjoyed the day very much. Other doors opened
for Liz when she was offered a slot at Sydney and Sutherland Wellness groups. Liz
made a lot of women feel happy and she instilled the confidence needed to perform
at the many functions to which the Tartz were invited. My very favourite memory of
Liz was her sense of humour. After a chat one day she finished off by telling me,
she had to “drum” up some more business! To all of you dear Tartz, | am so very
sorry that you have to endure such a loss. My thoughts are with you, my feelings for
you and my love and blessings to you, as you grieve for your dear teacher. | like to
think that Liz is in a safe, warm and fuzzy place with no “drumming up” required of
her and she can rest in peace.

Gabrielle Sneddon

Tiggers are Timeless

That was the proclamation on the program for the funeral service held for Liz at
Rookwood on Friday 18 March 2011. Hundreds of friends and family packed the
chapel, spilled into the vestibule and filled a second overflow chapel, such was the
extent of Liz’s impact upon the community. For two hours those who were closest to
her, spoke of their love and shock of having such a vibrant and irrepressible being
taken so suddenly from their lives. They articulated the aching loss we all felt,
struggling to reconcile feelings of anger, powerlessness and grief. The service was
beautiful, and the celebration that followed showed that Liz’s rhythms have been
firmly planted, and like a heartbeat will continue on in all the women her life has
touched. The celebration reminded us that it was part of our human condition to
miss the dead, but in letting them go physically, we are then free to hold them
forever in our memories.

The following poem, by Christina Rosetti, was printed in the service program:
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Let Me Go

When | come to the end of the road
And the sun has set for me

| want no rites in a gloom filled room
Why cry for a soul set free?

Miss me a little, but not for long

And not with your head bowed low
Remember the love that once we shared
Miss me, but let me go.

For this journey we all must take

And each must go alone.

It's all part of the master plan,

A step on the road to home.

When you are lonely and sick at heart
Go to the friends we know.

Laugh at all the things we used to do
Miss me, but let me go.

Reprintedfr om “ OWN Matters”, the newsletter of
NSW, April 2011.

ON PARTICIPATION

When Liz Ireland first began teaching the Jam Tartz drummers at Bankstown
Wellness, she gave them these words of encouragement:

“There is an intrinsic value in doing something without being the best at it.”

“‘We act as though comfort and luxury were the chief requirements in life, when all
we need to make us really happy is something to be enthusiastic about.”

“Never forget that music is much too important to be left entirely in the hands of the
professionals.”

Contributed by Elaine Hill.

Compiled in Loving Memory of Liz Ireland, Drumming Facilitator,

Ol der Womenodos Network Bankstown
2000-2011.
Jan Malley
Coordinator, OWN Bankstown Wellness Centre
June 2011
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