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Ages 1, 7, 14, 21, 30, 52, 70

Hallo! My name is Rylli s Eleanor and I’m a Lello descendent – the eldest child of
Eleanora Lello and Frederick Trevor Daniel and the eldest grandchild of Elizabeth and
Harry Lello. I live near Oxford, in England with my husband of 32 years, John Tims. We
have classical music and languages as our common interests, but he hates to travel. I
would love to live “down under”. I did visit Tasmania, a good many years ago, and I met
as many of you as were there at that time. I’m the one who most resembles our mother,
as you can perhaps see from the photo of me aged 21, but you probably wouldn’t
recognise me now from the other photos. I’m 71 now.

A brief account of my life. Nothing unusual about the first half of it: I studied foreign
languages at university and over the next about thirty years was both a school teacher (of
languages) and mother of three – Jonathan, Stefan and Juliet (surname Martin).

During this time, busy as it was, I began writing and publishing stories for young
children. I learned to play the violin and joined a local orchestra; I learned to play the
church organ and became a local organist. I learned to paint, becoming reasonably good
at producing oil and water-colour pictures which people actually paid money for! When I
was in Tasmania, Edie and I went out on painting trips together – I learned a lot from that
darling lady. 

At about 40 I began sailing, and then when I retired, at 50, I began a new career.
Sailing! In the last 25 or so years I have sailed some 60,000 miles, about 10,000 of which
have been solo sailing, and indeed I have made some extended passages, sailing in West
Africa (very unusual) and other tropical Atlantic places, and ending up with crossing the
Atlantic solo. This is not all that unusual, of course; but at my age, then 68, and alone, it
certainly was.

Now that I am back again in the UK, I have embarked upon yet another career: writing
articles which I sell to sailing magazines in the UK, the USA and the Caribbean. I also
spend a good deal of my time giving illustrated talks about my sailing trips. So much so
that, at 71, I am as busy or busier than I have ever been!
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Just wish I were with you today, but money is, alas, the decider. Not enough of it, I
mean! Enjoy your day, and if you met me 20 years ago, think of me, as I will of you.

Who are Rylli s and Rhylli s?

 

Well, no mystery there. They are one and the same person, i.e. Me. I was named after my
mother's great friend – such a compliment! –  and accordingly my name was spelt with the
‘h’. However, this innocuous little letter of the alphabet caused me great trouble as I grew
up, because in those days relatively few names were commonly used.

"Hallo, little girl. And what's your name?"

"Rhyllis," I said, shyly.

"Eh, what did you say?"

"Rhyllis". Almost inaudibly.

Next time the same person would greet me with, "Ah, yes, you're the child with the odd
name. Now let me see, what was it ... Phyllis, Dyllis?"

"No," said I, cringing, "It's Rhyllis."

At school and at Guides, etc, people would at first call me Phyllis. When I started to receive
mail, in my teens, it was always addressed to Phyllis, even though I would write back and
in huge black letters point out the error. I could not wait to be rid of the name.

Eventually I changed my name, through legal processes, to the spelling without the h. But
my troubles continued. I was too shy to be able to cope with an unusual name, and began
to use my second name of Eleanor. To this day, to all my friends and acquaintances, I am
Eleanor. I wish so much that when I changed the spelling of my name I had also changed
the order of the names, so that I became Eleanor Ryllis. I feel like an Eleanor, I look like
an Eleanor. I am Eleanor. Or, if you must, I am Ryllis without the h. To be honest, I don't
expect family to call me Eleanor. To family I have always been and always shall be Ryllis.
(Or Rhyllis).
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