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We aim for inclusiveness and openness, catering for a diversity of  views without rancour.

Somers Primary School Captain, Jordyn Pope is 
excited about a forthcoming tour next January with 
the Victorian State Youth Brass Band to Germany, 
Belgium, England, France and Austria to gain a deeper 
understanding of where brass bands originated and to 
provide members with a life-changing experience.
Jordyn has been surrounded by music since and 
probably before her birth, as her mother Marney is a 
flutist and teaches music at Woodleigh School whilst 
her father Anthony is a trumpet player with Orchestra 
Victoria. So by the age of 4 she was learning to play the 
piano and has now taken up the trumpet as well. 
Jordyn practices with the band once a month, meeting 
with fellow musicians who come from all over Victoria, 
aged from 10 to 22. Her whole life is not taken over 
by music as she is an enthusiastic member of Somers 
Primary School’s basketball team that competes on 
Saturdays and she’s also not too bad on a skateboard.
At the moment 22 of the 40 members have committed 
to the trip and the other members are hopeful that 
public donations will help support their own efforts and 
enable them also to go travelling, performing in some 
of the world’s most prestigious venues and receiving 
tuition from internationally acclaimed artists. Jordyn is 
hoping that most of the members will be able to go. 

Donations can be made at any Bendigo Bank or online and 
they are tax deductable.

A life of music for Jordyn
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Smart meters for Somers
As you read this ‘smart meters’ are being 
installed or are about to be installed 
in domestic premises in Somers. The 
previous Labor government mandated 
the replacement of  the existing 
electricity meters at the customers’ 
expense. This move was promoted 
on the basis that the customers would 
be able to monitor their power use 
and see if  they were using electricity 
at a time when it was most expensive. 
What the government failed to point 
out was that this facility would only 
be available if  the customers installed 
additional equipment in their homes at 
their own expense.

The information and functions 
that these meters can provide are 
of  immense value to retailers and 
distribution businesses such as United 
Energy.

Some of  the functions these meters 
can provide are: 

• remote meter reading so (human) 
meter readers are no longer required; 

• remote       connection           and 
disconnection of  supply to customers; 

• accurate determination of  which 
customers are affected by supply 
interruptions.

As these meters collect electricity 
consumption data in 30-minute blocks, 
the retailers can use this information 
to determine customer-usage patterns. 
This will be invaluable to retailers and 
distribution businesses in determining 
tariffs, to ensure that their energy costs 
are covered.

Customers could well ask why they 
are expected to pay for meters which 
are of  little use to them, but invaluable 
to the businesses. Woolworths and 
Coles do not charge directly for the 
introduction of  new cash registers 
to improve the efficiency of  their 
organisations. 

Customers cannot refuse to have 
the meters installed and it could be 
that the installers observe some faults 
in your installation. If  so, you should 

discuss this with your Registered 
Electrical Contractor.

I understand that information is 
provided as to how you can read your 
meter and you should avail yourself  of  
this facility.

With the installation of  smart 
meters there is no need to change 
the existing tariff, however there is 
anecdotal evidence that retailers are 
taking this opportunity to offer a tariff  
that is more beneficial to them.

Garth Sullivan (Retired District 
Manager SECV)

This is a smart meter but not necessarily the type that will be attached to your power supply.

Coltan and gorillas

Did you know? Rwanda illegally mines 
coltan in Congo for money (because 
they’re really poor). 

Coltan is used in phones and 
phone chargers. But the way Rwanda 
mines coltan is really bad. They mine 
it by ripping up the habitat of  gorillas 
or killing them or capturing them alive 
and selling them on the black market 
for thousands of  dollars. Right now 
the gorillas are endangered.

I believe we can help the gorillas 
by recycling our mobile phones so 
that the phones go to the zoo. They 
can donate the phones so that they 
can employ rangers to help protect the 
gorillas from becoming extinct.

We could also research and find 
some other resource to use in phones 
instead of  coltan.

Another idea is that we could write 
letters to phone companies asking if  
they could only use legally produced 
coltan.

The number of  gorillas has nearly 
halved because the miners in Congo 
kill them for bush meat. They also 
capture them.

If  we don’t act fast we could lose 

one of  our closest relatives.
When we were at the zoo, on the 

Urban Camp, we learnt all about this. 
We are helping to recycle old mobile 
phones and chargers by sending them 
to the zoo, which gets paid for them, 
then they help protect the gorillas. 
They take the coltan out of  these 
phones and re-use it. If  you want to 
protect the gorillas, you can do this 
too.

Harry Tucker 
Grade 6

Somers Primary School
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Nautilus
on the Web

Don’t forget back issues
of  the Nautilus are

available for viewing
at www.somers-nautilus.org.au

Deafness
Deafness makes it difficult, sometimes almost impossible, to  
communicate. I want to talk with you. I want to listen to you. I want to  
hear what you have to say. In person. On the phone. But these places are  
places of  torment. For you. For me. You are in torment because you have  
something to say to me and it is difficult, almost impossible, to get  
across.    
    Perhaps it is difficult to get the spoken word across at any  
time, but to a deaf  person (and I am deaf) it is doubly, triply, even  
quadruply difficult. For me it is also difficult. I long to hear you and to 
understand. I ask you to repeat what you have already said and still cannot 
understand. Please repeat! Say again! Pardon. What’s that? And many other 
phrases merely serve to indicate my lack of  understanding. I am  
tormented. 
    After a while you stop trying and who can blame you? 
But, we both lose. I lose because I am denied your knowledge and  
understanding, your humour, your wit. You also are denied my contribution  
because how can I contribute if  I don’t hear and understand? 
    For me, the written word has increased in importance because I can write  
and what I write is there and understandable and even spontaneous, from  
my heart and you can reply without having to say it again. 
    Of  course, there is a corollary. I write, not because you can’t hear, not  
because you need me to write, but because I can’t hear your reply. Your  
reply is just noise and not properly intelligible. So in order to  
complete the transaction, I need you to reply and it is a joy to me to  
receive a written communication. Suddenly, I hear you. Suddenly the word is  
heard and understood. Suddenly, I am once again admitted to the  
fellowship of  the human race. 
    After years of  not hearing and understanding, even the less-than-perfect  
means of  communication which the written word offers is almost beyond price. 
    Ah well! What am I to say? Deafness is a loss – a loss which almost defies 
understanding. It really cannot be compensated for. I have hearing aids,  
but they do not equate to normal hearing. Normal hearing is priceless. I  
deeply regret its loss.

Jimmy James

Somers raises over $4000 for Anzac appeal
We’ve become accustomed to seeing her 
smiling face and having a chat with her 
on the Store porch in the lead-up to every 
Anzac Day. This year she collected a record 
sum. Well done Lilian!
Congratulations to the people of  
Somers who raised $4007 buying 
poppies and badges in this year’s Anzac 
appeal! Also thanks again to Somers 
General Store for coffee and a blanket 
when it was very cold and to Sue and 
Greig in the Post Office for putting up 
with me for 14 days. I was very grateful 
to all the people who gave me coffee;

I must admit it was very cold and wet 
(the weather, not the coffee). 

One Somers resident who was in the 
Air Force in the Second World War gave 
a $500 donation. I was overcome and 
didn’t know what to say, which is unusual 
for me! Never before has this happened 
to me in 10 years of  selling poppies and 
Anzac badges. You made my day sir, for 
which I thank you once again. 

Children bought a lot of  badges 
(with their parents’ money, I’m sure).

Thank you one and all.
Lilian Beckerton
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‘Peter’s Ice’ That used to be the cal l by the 
usherettes at the local ‘Grande’ 
or ‘Plaza’ of a Saturday night in 
the suburbs. What we have here 
is a fundra ising event for the 
Mornington Peninsu la Hospice 
Serv ice consist ing of an old-
fashioned cinema night held in the 
Community Centre at the Ron Stone 
Reserve in Somers. 

 Projector operator and Master of  
Ceremonies Barry Merton is shown 
here behind usherette Lois Berg. Barry 
had obtained his short films from 
ACCMI and was surprised to find 
there a documentary which was the 
second film he made in his younger 
days. It came as no surprise to all the 
locals who know Barry that it was on 
steam locomotives.

The evening was greatly enjoyed by 
all attending and was finished off  by a 
substantial supper. The sum of  about 
$1200 was raised for the Hospice 
Service.
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Somers Profiles

Kim and Margaret 
Partos

All of  us have stories and some are more 
out of  the ordinary than others. Kim 
Partos was born in Bratislava which is 
the capital of  Slovakia. He had three 
younger brothers and a sister and his 
father owned a knitting mill. Partos 
is a Hungarian name – his father was 
Hungarian and his mother Slovac – so 
Hungarian and Slovac were spoken in 
the house. Since Bratislava is near the 
Austrian border many of  Kim’s friends 
were Austrian, so he learned to speak 
all three languages.

The 1940s were not an easy time 
for the family. They survived German 
bombing and occupation but they 
could not survive the takeover by 
the Russians. The knitting mill was 
confiscated and the family decided 
it was time to get out, but how? 
The Russians had dropped the Iron 
Curtain and it was extremely difficult 
to leave the country legally. However, 
Kim’s father was a man with useful 
connections and he understood how 
petty officials might appreciate a 
donation or two, so he was able to get 
the family out of  the country ‘legally’.

So it was that in 1949 the whole 
Partos family landed in Perth. But the 

family patriarch soon decided that 
Perth was no place for a new knitting 
mill so they shifted over to Melbourne 
where, as it turned out, Melbourne was 
no place for a knitting mill either. Ever 
resourceful, George Partos turned his 
attention to other ventures: tapestry 
kits, manufacture of  picture-frame 
mouldings and the manufacture of  
reproduction artworks complete with 
visible brush strokes. 

Kim was the only member of  the 
family to arrive in Australia having 
already learned English (although the 
rest of  the family soon caught up), but 
with his secondary education as yet 
incomplete he passed the necessary 
tests for entry to Melbourne High 
School. He completed ‘matric’ and then 
won a Commonwealth scholarship to 
Melbourne University where he gained 
a degree in Chemical Engineering. 

A highly satisfying career followed 
where he rose to the position of  
Plant Engineer with Commonwealth 
Fertilisers and Chemicals. Meanwhile 
the family company Gallery Imports 
was still going strong to the extent that 
all the Partos brothers, including Kim, 
became involved in the business.

So how come we see Kim and 
Margaret Partos stepping out along 
the paths (such as they are), in Somers? 
It all started out on a mountain top; 
Mount Buller to be precise. Kim is a 
keen skier and his eyes met across 
a crowded room those of  another 
skier called Margaret Bulling.  Ever 
chivalrous he carried her skis and in 
good time, he carried her to the altar. 
The couple moved to North Balwyn 
and in short order, Margaret produced 
three children; a girl and two boys. 

In subsequent family visits to 
the mountain Kim and Margaret 
met George and Gill Schwarz. An 
invitation to visit the Schwarzes’ 
holiday house in Somers followed 
and the rest as they say was inevitable. 
Kim and Margaret bought the holiday 
house called Natani in the early ’70s 
and after some years moved into their 
present residence, Farncombe where 

they are now enjoying full retirement. 
During their time in Somers, sailing 

became a Partos family passion, rivalling 
their love of  skiing. The family started 
their sailing in the most usual way with 
a Mirror. They graduated to a ‘125’ and 
ultimately a Hobie Cat which they still 
have. 

Making the most of  the fellowship 
offered by the Somers community, Kim 
and Margaret are active members of  
Somers Combined Probus Club and 
Kim is a long-time member of  the 
Balnarring Men’s Probus Club as well 
and they are both keen Bridge players.

So again, the life and activities in our 
coastal village prove most rewarding and 
it’s fascinating to see from how far and 
wide many of  our people have come.

Barry Merton

Banksia
So rich after rain
Australia soaked from north to south
Paradise for birds

Sir Joseph Banks
Which seasons did he view
Was it golden banksias

Were birds today’s forebears
Did he watch wattle birds
Did he hear unique songs

Their pollen harvesting
So active – harmony of  calls
So different to ‘home’

Was he blessed with vision
Terra Australis – treasure trove
Banksia honours his name

Australia’s greatest stands
Banksias on our Peninsula
Ours to preserve – enjoy

Frank A. Lees

Our Somers seashore blends immaculate 
beaches with forests of  trees – gums, wattles, 
ti-tree and large stands of  banksias. Today 
glorious Autumn with massed yellow 
banksia flowers viewed opposite the Store 
(10 April, 2011).
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Obituary

Sharon Cox

Sharon and her family were residents in 
Somers in the 1950s and she grew up 
in a village where life was less frenetic 
than it can be now. The highlight of  
the social calendar was the annual 
children’s fancy dress night. On one 
occasion Sharon was made up as a 
work of  art – wearing a floppy hat and 
holding a picture frame in such a way 
that she looked like a medieval Dutch 
painting. Her earlier life though was not 
without problems as she was born with 
congenital dislocation of  the hips. So 
started a series of  operations and many 
trips to the Royal Children’s Hospital. 
Sharon was finally able to walk unaided 
at the age of  three.

When her primary education at 
Somers was completed the school 
boasted an attendance of  just 27 pupils. 
Sharon later went to Mornington 
High School. She made the most of  
growing up in Somers, playing netball 
and tennis, whilst also engaging in 
swimming and sailing with its attendant 
social activities. Life in Somers was fun 
for her. After high school she worked 
for a merchant bank and a chemical 
company, establishing a technical 
library in each.

She met Kalvin Cox in 1969 and 
they married in 1973, with their son 
Barclay born the following year. At 
this time they lived in Alphington but 
saved hard to buy land in Somers and 
built their home here in 1979. 

Living close to Banksia Square, 
Sharon became aware of  efforts 
being made to turn the native bush 
into a formal park. With memories 
of  wallabies and other native animals 
living there when she was younger, 
she rallied support and managed to 
keep the square as a home for native 
birds and animals and that set her on 
the path as an environmental activist, 
joining both the Somers Residents 
Association (the original incarnation) 
and the Foreshore Committee. 

The association fought to keep 
Somers in its natural state and 
encouraged residents to learn to live 
in harmony with the environment. 
With Sharon as secretary, the then 
SRA did much to keep inappropriate 
development out by lobbying the 
council to apply the necessary zoning 
regulations. During this period she also 
became the treasurer of  the Western 
Port Protection Council. 

The early 80s saw her working with 
Ray Stone in his real-estate office but 
this was interrupted by the birth of  
daughter Izobel in 1987. Sharon later 
took up work in Hastings supporting 
homeless youth and then as a financial 
counsellor and always enjoyed working 
with some of  the most disadvantaged 
members of  the community. The 
strong social-justice focus of  the 
agency meant she was involved in such 
community issues as the fight to save 
the Frankston–Stony Point rail service 
and the attempted closure of  Somers 
Primary School. 

In 2000 Sharon was appointed 
by the state government to an 
advisory committee for the Minister 
for Transport and remained a 
member until ill-health curtailed her 
involvement. During her time on the 
committee she was selected as part of  
a group that went to France to study 

light-rail transport. The time spent in 
Paris was an unforgettable memory for 
her. 

An interest shared with Kalvin was 
the New Zealand mare they bought in 
1999 and named Kalashine Star which 
went on to win seven races including 
one at Flemington – certainly another 
exciting time in her life.

In 2008 Sharon became aware of  
the cancer that eventually took her life 
in March this year. At all times she 
maintained a positive outlook and did 
all she could to lessen the burden on 
Kalvin. In Sharon we had a person who 
believed in working for the community 
but was not given the opportunity to 
continue as she would have longed 
to do. 

Rod Nuske
                                                                                                                          
                                                                                             

 Jamie Mackie  
27 September 1924 ~ 21April 2011

It is not difficult to write about Jamie as 
he lived a life that extended to 86 years 
which included excitement (particularly 
his wartime experiences), academic 
pursuits, travel, a love of  art, a family 
of  four children and a purpose in 
his life to educate Australians about 
Indonesia. 
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Following his retirement in 1989 
he became Professor Emeritus and 
a Visiting Fellow in the Indonesia 
Project at the ANU. From 1996 to 
2000 he was Visiting Lecturer and later 
Visiting Professor at the Melbourne 
University Business School. 

To his children, Jamie was an 
affectionate father who was quite often 
away, but always understanding of  their 
needs, never laid down the law in an 
authoritarian way and always respected 
their decisions. His son David spoke of  
the several times he accompanied his 
father in Italy wandering the Tuscan 
hills and very recently walking across 
Rome from the Capitoline Hill to 
Vincoli just to see Michelangelo’s 
statue of  Moses. Remarkably at age 
85, he visited the Architecture Biennale 
in Venice with David.

Jamie spent his last years in 
Somers where he connected to the 
local community and was close to 
his children and also found time to 
continue the work that was central 
to his life. 

The respect held for him was shown 
by the large attendance of  friends and 
associates at his Memorial Service in 
Trinity Chapel. His children Colin, 
David, Sam and Kate spoke warmly 
of  their father.

James Mackie has been described 
as a bright, well-educated, idealistic, 
imaginative, irreverent and down-to-
earth maverick, who cared passionately 
for Australia and for its relationship 
with Indonesia. 

We have lost a fine Australian with 
his passing.  

He was born in Kandy, Ceylon (Sri 
Lanka) where his father was a plantation 
manager. He spent his primary school 
years in northern Victoria before 
attending as a border, with his brother 
Bill, at Geelong Grammar under the 
tutelage of  the likes of  J.D. Darling 
and Manning Clark. As editor of  the 
school magazine, he questioned in 
an editorial whether the graduates 
of  the school were doing enough for 
Australian society during the war to 
justify the privileges enjoyed by public 
schools. He was not popular within 
the school for this statement but was 
well supported by headmaster James 
Darling. In his final year he was a 
prefect and one of  the junior borders 
whose homework he supervised was 
Rupert Murdoch. Manning Clark 
remembered him as a young man with 
the industry and drive to later become 
a world authority on Indonesia.

Jamie joined the navy and served 
onboard HMAS Warramunga from 
1943 to 1946 and as a gunner saw 
action during McArthur’s island-
hopping stratagem with the ship 
being subject to ‘kamikaze’ attacks 
off  the Philippines while the ship was 
providing gunnery support for the 
American landings at Leyte Gulf.

During the Japanese surrender 
ceremony the ship with Jamie onboard 
formed part of  the destroyer screen 
around the allied fleet.

During his active service he 
took his university entrance exam, 
engendered by the years in the Pacific 
that had sparked a lifelong interest 
with South-East Asia. Post war he 
roomed at Trinity College and topped 
the Honours list while completing 
a Bachelor of  Arts at Melbourne 
University. 

He was described by his friends 
as being quietly spoken and a gentle 
young man, but at the same time he 
represented Melbourne in intervarsity 
boxing contests. In 1951 he journeyed 
to Oxford to gain a further Bachelor 
of  Arts (Hons). He joined the Labour 
Club there where he again met up 

with Rupert Murdoch. During his 
time there he explored England and 
Europe. After seeing the cathedral at 
Chartres he wrote: “It may not make 
you believe in God, but it certainly 
makes you believe in Man.”

Back in Australia he became part 
of  the first waves of  Australians to 
work in Indonesia during the 1950s 
under the Colombo Plan. Now a 
leading authority, Jamie was involved in 
teaching and learning about Indonesia 
at Melbourne University, the Monash 
Centre of  Southeast Studies and 
the Australian National University’s 
School of  Pacific and Asian Studies. 

In this period back in Melbourne 
he found time to marry his first wife, 
Maggie. His friend Ken Inglis, ANU 
Professor Emeritus of  History, recalls 
that when he visited the Mackies in 
Jakarta in 1958, he was struck by the 
range of  Jamie’s Indonesian friends 
and acquaintances and by his rapport 
with politicians, bureaucrats, scholars 
and students.  

With the economist Ken Rivett in 
1960, he founded a group committed 
to working for the end of  the White 
Australia Policy. The last immigration 
minister during the time of  Sir Robert 
Menzies was Hubert Opperman (who 
incidentally had a house here in wartime 
Somers) who wrote to Jamie in later 
life, setting down his own appreciation 
for what the group had enabled the 
government to do. In 1976 he was 
elected a Fellow of  the Academy of  
Social Sciences in Australia.

He built a holiday house in Somers 
in 1983 and with his children joined 
the yacht club. With a Mirror dinghy to 
sail, they endured the vagaries of  the 
weather during that period which led 
to a capsize with the Mackies somehow 
ending up on the beach at Balnarring, 
thereby earning a distinction given to 
few members of  the club.

A prolific writer, he produced 
many books on Indonesia and a great 
number of  academic papers as well 
as writing regularly for Australian and 
Asian newspapers.

  
The world needs dreamers 
and the world needs doers. 
But above all, the world 
needs dreamers who do. 

Sarah Ban Breathnach
Simple Abundance: a Daybook of  

Comfort and Joy
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The Windward Mark

Yacht Club finishes 
on a high
Somers Yacht Club completed a 
highly successful season with the 
Alan Saunders Trophy Series over the 
Easter extra-long weekend. 

A total of  50 boats took part in the 
series with only three races completed 
as the final race was abandoned 
because of  failing winds.

Ferocious tides played havoc with 
the fleet, especially when the wind died 
out. This series is the only one where 
the entire fleet races for one set of  
trophies.

Rear Commodore Jeremy Pearse 
took the Alan Sanders Trophy and 
Veteran Cats with three bullets. Mal 
Otto with a mixed crew was second 
and won the Veteran Monos. Nick 
Wood-Freeman and Chelsea Haynes 
took out the Commodore’s Cup, the 
handicap event. 

Working Bee
After the racing it was down to hard 
work with a working bee on Sunday 
1 May with 23 out of  25 tasks listed 
for the day completed by 11am, which 
goes to show that with 60 volunteers 
much can be achieved.

State titles
Somers sailors were also well 
represented in a number of  state titles 
earlier in the year and gained some 
success.

Paper Tigers
The club hosted the Paper Tiger State 
Championships over the Labour Day 
weekend which saw 26 contestants 
leave the beach on the Saturday.

It was either a feast or a famine as 
far as the wind was concerned. On 
the first day there was one race in the 
morning in very light conditions and 
the second race in the afternoon never 

started despite waiting on the water for 
more than two hours for the elusive 
wind to arrive.

On Sunday things were better 
but only marginally, with the first 
race completed in good order. In 
the afternoon it was a different story 
with winds up to 25 knots forcing the 
shortening of  the race to two legs with 
several boats going over.

On Monday it was back to light 
wind although the two back-to-back 
races were completed. Both were 
shortened by race officer Tim Rintoul.

The finishing order of  the Somers 
contingent was: Malcolm 16th, Carly 
17th, Steph 18th, Adam 20th, with Carly 
taking out the ladies’ and 1st C-grade 
prize, Adam the juniors’, Malcolm 3rd 
Grand Masters’ and Steph 2nd grade C.

Mosquitoes
Four sailors representing the Somers 
Yacht Club attended the 2011 Mosquito 
state titles, held in Paynesville at the 
Gippsland Lakes Yacht Club. They 
were Rear Commodore Jeremy Pearse, 
Matt Stone, Andrew Jamieson and 
Peter Foulsum.

Will Alexander from Westernport 
Yacht Club also participated, making 
a total of  five Westernport Bay sailors 
in the cat-rigged division of  18 yachts. 

The weekend forecast was for light 
to medium winds generally ranging 
from 5 to 15 knots with 15 to 20 knots 
on Sunday afternoon. Unfortunately 
the wind didn’t arrive in any stable 
condition and the sea breeze struggled 
against northerly winds for most of  
the weekend. There were reports from 
Melbourne of  strong northerly winds 
but we learnt from the locals that the 
Great Divide generally stopped the 
northerly winds from reaching the 
Gippsland Lakes.   

Two races were scheduled for 
Saturday afternoon and were run as 
planned. There were a few points in the 
race where trapezing was possible but 
generally the race was spent moving 
around on the trampoline trying to 
minimise wetted area by fly hulls. 

Andrew Jamieson was the second 
Somers yacht to the top mark in the 
first race which was an outstanding 
performance and gave us all a fright. 
Matt Stone was placed 3rd in the 
second race of  the afternoon.

Two races were scheduled for 
Sunday morning but with a lack of  
any consistent breeze all morning 
racing was postponed and eventually 
cancelled. Two Sunday afternoon 
races were scheduled and ran as 
planned.  Again the conditions were 
light and variable. Matt Stone won the 
first afternoon race with an impressive 
performance.

Hobies
Somers had five Hobie 16s involved 
in the state titles at Anglesea over the 
Labour Day weekend.

    Conditions were frustrating with 
a very light breeze and calm seas on 
the Saturday. On Sunday the wind 
was still light but by mid morning the 
Hobie flag was raised on the beach and 
the boats headed out for a start in very 
light breeze. By the end of  our last leg 
the wind was building strongly and the 
seas were also. 

The second race was around 
20–25 knots, gusting up to 30 knots 
which made everyone work hard and 
many boats performed spectacular 
Hobie cartwheels, with people flying 
through the air. The racing for the 
rest of  the day was abandoned and 
people were happy to hang around 
and chat. 

On Monday the Hobie flag went 
up on the beach at 9:30 with a steady 
5 knots to start the first race for the 
day. The wind was kind and increased 
to a steady 15 knots by the end of  
the fourth back-to-back race. It was a 
great social time, to catch up and learn 
a heap more about sailing.

With a good show of  boats from 
Somers Yacht Club, the Hobie sailors 
hope to keep building the fleet and 
sharing their knowledge with fellow 
sailors. 

Tony Duboudin
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Two given life 
(membership)
Park Shiel and Gary Macmillan were 
made life members of  Somers Tennis 
Club at the AGM on 3 April.

Club president Graeme Wilson 
said: “Life membership is awarded to 
members who over a significant period 
of  time have shown great dedication 
and commitment to the development 
and success of  the club.”

He said the last member to be given 
this honour was Richard Carr in 2003.

Graeme said Park joined the club in 
1988 and played in teams competition 
from 1988 to 2003.

“He served on the committee 
from 1989 and as secretary from 
1999 to 2007. One of  the highlights 
of  Park’s time as secretary was seeing 
the establishment of  court three after 
many years of  negotiations with firstly 
Hastings then Mornington Peninsula 
shire councils,” Graeme said.

“He also, after long and tedious 
communications, convinced the 
Australian Sports Foundation to 
support our cause and allow us to 
receive tax-free donations as part of  
the funding for court three.

“Gary joined the club in 1988, 
and played in teams competition until 
2003. He served on the committee 
from 1989, serving as treasurer from 
2001 until 2005.

“He was also involved with junior 
selection, was convenor of  the fund-
raising committee and was vice 
president for a number of  years.

“Park’s and Gary’s service to the 
club has been outstanding,” Graeme 
said.

Left to right: Gary MacMillan, Park Shiel and club president Graeme Wilson.

This photo appeared in the Melbourne 
newspaper The Sun in April 1961. 

These five young athletes, Peter and Ian 
Hibbert, Rodney Fitzgerald, Terry Roberts 
and Garry Wallis were the main driving 
force behind the 30 pupils of  Somers 
School winning the Championship Shield 
at the Eastern Peninsula School Sports 
held at Hastings. Peter also was declared 

the under-12 Champion. In 1966 he began 
playing as a rover with Hastings Football 
Club and continued playing until 1988 at 
age 39, at which point he was playing in the 
back pocket. With the current trend of  the 
game, positioning of  players in set positions 
such as the back pocket just doesn’t occur 
and Peter feels that this loss of  structure has 
taken away a lot of  enjoyment for spectators. 
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Holiday tennis clinic

Somers Tennis Club’s coach Geoff  
Summers held a clinic for budding 
local players on Monday 18 April.

There was a good turnout with 10 
children together with some regulars 
and players attending for the first 
time who enjoyed plenty of  hitting 
and playing some fun games while 
receiving tips on how to improve their 
game.

Geoff  Summers was also grateful 
for the help of  Tiahn Summers in her 
first experience at coaching.

After the tennis clinic a round 
robin doubles tournament was held 
on Tuesday 19 April. With numbers 
being a little fewer than usual and a 
variety of  standards, a ‘change partner’ 
format was used. This gave the players 
the chance to play with everyone else 
in their group on the day and provided 
a lot more matches. 

It was terrific to see the great 
spirit in which everyone played and 
encouraged other players. It was great 
to see the improvement throughout 
the day which some players showed, 
particularly players in the ‘Rafa’ 
group. Another very pleasing sight 
was six players who had travelled 
from Dromana Tennis Club to play. 
Six-year-old twins, Zahra and Stami 
Arthur amazed everyone with their 
level of  skill for their age and size.

Somers tennis players win at Yarrawonga
Somers Tennis Club junior and senior 
players enjoyed great success at the 
Yarrawonga Easter tennis tournament 
winning four events and being runners-
up in another four.

The Somers families involved this 
year were: Kerry, Rod, Taylah and 
Jackson Hannah, Glenn, Bindi, Blake 
and Jevvan Mealey, Chris, Noelene, 
Jake and Lara Hannah, Peter, Rose, 
Kate and Andrew Wilson, Graeme 
Wilson, Leanne, Ron and Jacob 
Gniel (the club’s good friends from 
Balnarring Tennis Club).

Chris and Rod Hannah won the 
A-grade men’s doubles while the boys 
under-11 singles title went to Jackson 
Hannah who beat Balnarring Tennis 
Club’s Jacob Gniel in the final.

This tournament attracts more than 
1000 players from Victoria and NSW. 
It was played over four days on the 
club’s 23 grass courts and four plexi-
pave courts. An additional 20 courts 
were created on the excellent oval. 
Players compete in open, A, B and 
C-graded singles, doubles and mixed 
doubles, junior events from under-11 
to under-17 and seniors over 55. 

In most events first-round losers 
make up a consolation event so 
everyone had a lot of  tennis.

Club president Graeme Wilson 
said that the weather was great, cool 
mornings and evenings with sunny 
days around 20 degrees. A pleasant 
end to the day was sitting around the 
campfire talking about what we should 

have done, while the kids cooked 
marshmallows on sticks.

For a small group we were well 
represented at the presentations.

The winners and runners-up 
were:

Seniors:
A-grade men’s doubles won by 

Chris and Rod Hannah
A-grade mixed doubles – runners-

up Rod and Kerry Hannah
B-grade ladies’ doubles – runners-

up Bindi Mealey and Kerry Hannah
B-grade mixed doubles – runners-

up Ron and Leanne Gniel
Juniors:
Boys under-11 
Singles won by Jackson Hannah 

and runner-up Jacob Gniel
Doubles won by Jacob Gniel and 

Jackson Hannah
Under-11 mixed doubles
Won by Jacob Gniel and Alex 

Eulke, runners-up Olivia Bradley and 
Jackson Hannah

Consolation event 
Runners-up Blake Mealey and 

Andrew Wilson

Results: 
Roger Section: Winners: Morgan 

Santas & Caden Adams (tied)
Rafa Section: Winner: Stami 

Arthur; runner-up: Luke Gianchino
Wednesday was singles day with 10 

players divided into two sections. The 
standard of  play was fantastic. The 
younger players gained some great 
match experience while the matches in 
the older group seemed to go on for 

ever as there were a lot of  long rallies 
and close games.  

Results were close with Flinders 
Section being decided by one game and 
Kooyong section having two games 
separating five players for runner-up.

Results: 
Kooyong Section: Winner: Tiahn 

Summers; runner-up: Mitchell Tucker
Flinders Section: Winner: Keisha 

Summers; runner-up: Stami Arthur



12

On your bike and on 
your path!
Somers and its surrounds have a network 
of  first-class bicycle paths.

Built at great expense by the Shire, 
using our rates, they are a shining 
example to other local authorities of  
how to make an area bike-friendly. The 
paths separate vehicles and cyclists 
making roads safer for both cars and 
bikes.

So why, oh why does the Lycra-clad 
brigade refuse to use them? 

It is, I believe, because there is a 
two-tier bicycle culture rather like the 
divide that separates Mercedes, Audi, 
BMW and Jaguar drivers from lesser 
mortals who travel in Holdens and 
Fords.

Bike paths appear to be considered 
down-market by the so called ‘serious’ 
cyclists who, I suspect, judge a fellow 
cyclist’s ability by the cut of  his Lycra 
and the cost of  the bike rather than his 
ability as a pedaller.

These people would not be seen 
dead on a bicycle path with all the 
plebs on their K-Mart mountain 
bikes wearing shorts and T-shirts and 
actually enjoying themselves.

And if  you are a serious member 
of  the Lycra brigade you must never 
look as if  you are enjoying the cycling 
experience: a grim face, teeth gritted 
and a sweaty brow are de rigueur.

The ‘serious’ cyclists, or what 
Bicycle Victoria calls high-intensity 
riders, therefore clog up the roads, risk 

death and injury all because they won’t 
use the bike paths provided.

Anyone who has driven down 
South Beach Road on a weekend and 
encountered cyclists using the road 
instead of  the cycle path will know 
what I mean about the dangers. It is 
even worse when the serious cyclists 
gather en masse – they tend to bunch 
while riding two abreast oblivious of  
the other road users. 

Bicycle Victoria, a non-profit 
organisation that exists to promote 
cycling, while encouraging cyclists to 
use bike paths where available, points 
out that riders are not obliged to use 
the paths, only bicycle lanes painted on 
roads.

It maintains that the high-intensity 
cyclists will always prefer to use the 
road because they travel at speeds 
up to 60 km/h and are afraid of  
pedestrians with dogs, joggers and 
walkers on bicycle paths that are 
usually designated for shared use.

For mere mortals like myself  who 
go for the occasional ride, we are 
designated as low-intensity cyclists 
and the bike paths are designed for 
us, according to Bicycle Victoria. 
Somehow I feel put down by this 
categorising of  people even if  in my 
case low intensity certainly describes 
my pedalling efforts.

I certainly prefer to use bike paths 
where available for safety and I would 
have thought that the odd pedestrian 
with a dog constituted much less of  a 
danger to even high-intensity cyclists 
than a two-tonne four-wheel-drive 
vehicle, particularly as most of  the 
roads in this area have gravel edges 
which can easily send any cyclist, high- 
or low-intensity, into a serious skid.

Maybe it’s time to start a campaign 
to force cyclists to use bicycle paths 
where provided, after all what is the 
point of  building them if  they are not 
used?

Tony Duboudin

Editorial note: Members of  the ‘Lycra 
brigade’ are welcome to reply to this 
article.

Plinth on how to 
handle encounters 
with the plod
There is an old saying that goes: ‘Rules 
are for the obedience of  fools and the 
guidance of  the wise’, but don’t try 
saying that to a policeman writing out 
a speeding fine. Plinth tried a slightly 
modified version on a policeman once 
and the policeman was not amused.

It’s a great pity but Plinth was 
booked for trundling along Stony Point 
Road with a trailer in tow at about seven 
kilometres above the limit (what harm 
could that possibly do?) and yet we can 
all travel along the roads in Somers at 
any speed we like. Forget the fact that 
the narrow tarmacs are mostly shared 
by families, dogs and cyclists; speeders 
can have us ducking for our lives and 
ne’er a copper in sight.

One night the Plinths were 
returning from the other side of  the 
Peninsula. It was raining hard and 
rounding a bend they came upon what 
appeared to be a hold-up of  some kind. 
With the windscreen wipers sloshing 
back and forth they could see flashing 
red and blue lights. Then suddenly a 
rude voice rang out: “Stop the car, 
stop the car! What do you think you’re 
doing? Back up!” 

Plinth was highly offended by the 
policeman’s tone so he wound down 
the window and delivered a speech 
which went something like this: 
“Excuse me constable. If  I’m not 
mistaken, we’re both equal citizens of  
this country so what makes you think 
you have the right to speak to me like 
that?”

There was a soggy silence then the 
constable said: “Sorry! I thought you 
had the window up.” 

“Phew!” said Mrs Plinth. “You were 
lucky he didn’t book you for being 
pompous,” which brings us to the 
greatest antidote known for avoiding 
speeding fines. 

A police siren chimes out and you 
see a police car in the mirror with 
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flashing lights bearing down. You pull 
over and helpfully wave him past – you 
have a wan hope that he might be in 
pursuit of  another law breaker – but 
no; he pulls in behind you and you 
know you’re in trouble. Now if  you 
are a male driver and you have your 
wife or partner sitting beside you, have 
the following diatribe rehearsed.

Wife or partner (by now the 
policeman’s face is framed in the 
window): “Oh Plinth, you fool, you 
idiot! Look what you’ve done. Why 
do you think I nag you about your 
terrible driving, You’ll kill us all one 
day. Now our whole household budget 
is in ruins. Hundreds of  dollars down 
the drain and for what?”

By now the policeman is getting 

empathetic feelings towards the driver 
and he interjects: “But madam, I’ve 
checked his records and he hasn’t had 
an infringement for 20 years.”

The wife or partner should now 
recommence her admonishments and 
if  she is really theatrical the policeman 
will retreat saying: “Ok, I’ll let you off  
with a warning this time.”  Then he 
should return to his car, bent over with 
compassion for the driver. Warning: 
The wife or partner is advised not go 
too far and get physical, punching and 
so on; she might end up being charged 
with assault. 

Footnote: The best thing is to stick 
to the speed limit. But why are modern 
cars so fast?!

Barrington Plinth

Can this be true?
Sometimes quite interesting items turn up 
on the internet via email and perhaps this is 
one of  them. I cannot vouch for the accuracy 
of  all these statements about life in 15th 

Century England, but maybe life today isn’t 
all that bad after all!  Rod Nuske

•   Most people got married in June 
because they took their yearly bath in 
May, but still smelled pretty good by June. 
However, they were starting to smell, so 
brides carried a bouquet of  flowers to 
hide the body odour. Hence today’s custom 
of  carrying a bouquet when getting married. 
•   Baths consisted of  a big tub filled 
with hot water. The man of  the house 
had the privilege of  the nice clean 
water, followed by all the sons and 
other men, the women, the children 
and last of  all the babies. By then the 
water was so dirty you could actually 
lose someone in it. Hence the saying: 
Don’t throw the baby out with the bath water.  
•  Houses had thatched roofs – 
thick straw piled high with no wood 
underneath. It was a good place for 
animals to get warm, so cats, dogs and 
other small animals (mice, bugs) lived 
in the roof. When it rained it became 
slippery and sometimes the animals 

would slip and fall off  the roof. Hence 
the saying: It’s raining cats and dogs. 
•   There was nothing to stop things 
from falling into the house. This posed 
a real problem in the bedroom where 
bugs and other droppings could mess 
up your nice clean bed. Hence, a bed 
with big posts and a sheet hung over the 
top afforded some protection. That’s 
how canopy beds came into existence: 
a four-poster bed.
•    The floor was dirt. Only the wealthy 
had something other than dirt. Hence 
the saying: dirt poor. 
•   The wealthy had slate floors that 
would get slippery in the winter when 
wet, so they spread thresh (straw) on 
the floor to help keep their footing. 
As the winter wore on, they added 
more thresh until, when you opened 
the door, it would all start slipping 
outside. A piece of  wood was placed in 
the entrance. Hence the word: threshold. 
•   In those old days, they cooked in 
the kitchen with a big kettle that always 
hung over the fire. Every day they lit 
the fire and added things to the pot. 
They ate mostly vegetables and did 
not get much meat. They would eat 
the stew for dinner, leaving leftovers 
in the pot to get cold overnight and 
then start again the next day. Sometimes 

stew had food in it that had been 
there for quite a while, hence the 
rhyme: Peas porridge hot, peas porridge 
cold, peas porridge in the pot nine days old.  
• Sometimes they could obtain pork, 
which made them feel quite special. 
When visitors came, they would hang 
up their bacon to show off. It was a 
sign of  wealth that a man could bring 
home the bacon.  
• They would cut off  a little to share 
with guests and would all sit around 
and chew the fat. 
•   Those with money had plates made 
of  pewter. Food with a high acid content 
caused some of  the lead to leach into 
the food, causing a lead-poisoning 
death. This happened most often with 
tomatoes, so for the next 400 years or 
so tomatoes were considered poisonous.  
•   Bread was divided according to status. 
Workers got the burnt bottom of  the 
loaf, the family got the middle and 
guests got the top, hence: the upper crust.
•   Lead cups were used to drink ale 
or whisky. The combination would 
sometimes knock the imbibers out for 
a couple of  days, so someone walking 
along the road would take them for 
dead and prepare them for burial. They 
were laid out on the kitchen table for 
a couple of  days and the family would 
gather around and eat and drink and 
wait and see if  they would wake up. 
Hence the custom: holding a wake. 
•   England is old and small and the 
local folks started running out of  places 
to bury people. So they would dig up 
coffins and take the bones to a bone-
house and re-use the grave. When 
re-opening these coffins, one out of  
25 coffins was found to have scratch 
marks on the inside and they realised 
they had been burying people alive. So 
they would tie a string on the wrist of  
the corpse, lead it through the coffin 
and up through the ground and tie 
it to a bell. Someone would have to 
sit out in the graveyard all night (the 
graveyard shift) to listen for the bell. 
Thus, someone could be saved by the 
bell or was considered a dead ringer.  
    Whoever said history was boring?
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Jeremy’s grandfather

Brigadier General William Grant CMG, 
DSO and bar, Order of  the Nile.

The glimpse of a photograph of a 
distinguished-looking army officer in 
the den/office of local resident Jeremy 
Grant recently took my interest as the 
opportunity for an article for the Paper 
Nautilus. The story of his grandfather 
initially surprised me, but in retrospect 
perhaps not. 

In Jeremy’s working life he was 
always destined to be at a desk as 
an accountant or auditor, but come 
the weekend and in control(?) of  his 
dinghy racing craft with wife Jean as 
crew, there was obviously another 
Jeremy who had inherited some of  
the fire of  his grandfather, Brigadier 
General William Grant, CMG, DSO 
and bar.

As Commanding Officer of  the 
4th Light Horse Brigade, Brigadier 
General Grant led the famous sunset 
charge of  the brigade on Beersheba 
in Palestine against an entrenched 
Turkish Army in October 1917. This 
is considered to be one of  the greatest 
victories in Australian military history. 
Amid heavy fire, the surprise attack 
succeeded in capturing the water wells 
vital to troop movement through the 
Middle East.

Born in 1870 in Stawel l and 
educated at Brighton Grammar and 
Ormond College he graduated with 
a Bachelor of Civil Engineering. He 
then worked on railway construction 
in NSW until on his father’s death 
he became a pastoralist, purchasing 
a property on the Darling Downs in 
Queensland. (I see now that is how 
our intrepid Jeremy came from Qld.)

He was commissioned as a 
Lieutenant in the Queensland Mounted 
Infantry and eventually joined the 
First Australian Imperial Force in 
1915 and fought on foot in Gallipoli.

As Lieutenant Colonel he was 
given charge of his regiment which 
was reformed in Egypt. 

In one incident he led a column 
across a trackless desert in dense fog 
and somehow William, who apparently 
had a phenomenal sense of position 
and direction (surely Jeremy is not a 
blood relative), managed to bring his 
force at daybreak directly in front of 
the Turkish position. For his part in 
the Sinai and Palestine campaigns he 
was awarded the DSO and received 
the Egyptian Order of the Nile.

In the attack at Beersheba he 
initially rode in the lead but dropped 
back so that he could control their 
subsequent movements. For his part in 
the successful attack he was awarded 
a bar to his DSO.

In his final campaign William, with 
only half his brigade available captured 
the town of Semakh in a moonlight 
attack with drawn swords. The light 
horsemen had to fight the mainly 
German defenders from building to 
building, but finally won through. 

For his services he was made 
a Companion of St Michael and St 
George in 1919. Post war he returned 
to his property which he sold in 1931 
and went on to purchase another in 
1934. He died of a heart attack in 1939 
before the outbreak of the Second 
World War.

I wonder how many other photos 
there are in homes in Somers that also 
may have intriguing stories attached 
to them.

  Rod Nuske

Brigadier General William Grant’s 
Egyptian Order of  the Nile.

Somers a ‘literacy 
village’
Somers has been included in a 
Westernport region of  ‘literacy villages’ 
being created across the Mornington 
Peninsula and Frankston.

This program aims to improve 
literacy among young people from 
birth to 18.

This excellent program should be 
extended to age 18 and over drivers for 
a remedial reading and comprehension 
course for those unable to read and 
obey Local Traffic Only signs on 
Alexandra Avenue.

Additionally it could be further 
extended to the dogs on Somers 
beach who cannot read the notices 
prohibiting their presence.

Personally I think we will have 
more success with the latter than the 
former.

Barry Butcher
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A gathering of Nuttings in Somers

’Twas Sunday 10 April when over 40 
members of  the Nutting clan spanning 
three generations gathered at Rod and 
Shirley’s Somers residence for a social 
occasion that usually only comes 
about in families when there is a 
bereavement. The ages stretched from 
92-year-old Phyllis to 6-year-old Harry 
who is a student at Somers Primary 
School. A special guest was Rod’s 
cousin Brenda Stone who managed 
to travel down from Sydney despite 
medical problems. (For newcomers to 
Somers it should be mentioned that 

Brenda was very active in the Somers 
community from 1949 supporting 
her late husband Ray in the Store and 
being to the fore in both school and 
kindergarten committees as well as all 
the social activities of  the town.)

Rod was able to reminisce with 
brother Chester and his cousins 
Brenda, June, Betty, Lois, Phyllis, 
Peter and Molly. There was mostly 
harmony until the subject of  ‘climate 
change’ was brought up! But peace and 
harmony was restored with talk of  the 
family history which has been traced 

back to a Thomas Nutting, born in 
1538 in Worcestershire, England.

Cousin Lois and husband John had 
come down from NSW for another 
gathering but Rod was delighted to 
see them for the first time in 40 years. 
Shirley and Rod are fortunate that 
their children Amanda and Lisa have 
weekend homes in Somers whilst 
Diana lives here with her two boys 
attending the primary school. 

The building of  a Mirror dinghy by 
Rod (a former Sea Scout) in 1969 and 
subsequent visits to many of  the yacht 
clubs on Port Phillip and Westernport 
Bays led Rod and Shirley to Somers 
and to a weekend residence and finally 
in 1989 a permanent home. 

Rod sailed with his daughters with 
a fair deal of  success (as did Amanda 
later in her own boat) and became 
Commodore of  the club in seasons 
1983–85.  

Shirley with the other non-sailing 
wives sat on the beach doing craftwork 
and they had the idea of  exhibiting 
their work (which was certainly of  a 
high standard). This led to the forming 
of  the Somers Craft and Country 
Guild which is still active (watch out 
for their next exhibition). 

Rod Nuske

Sand cliffs near the 
creek mouth
The ever-changing shoreline has 
produced these sand cliffs down near 
the outlet of  Merricks Creek. Back in 
the 1960s the creek tended to follow 
its old course parallel to the shoreline 
until it met the sea, past where the 
Store is now. When beach erosion 
started it reached into the creek bed 
and came within metres of  the houses 
along The Promenade. To save the 
homes, Ports and Harbours redirected 
the creek mouth straight out to sea, 
creating a delta at the creek mouth 
and possibly accentuating the lack of  
renourishment of  the beach below 
the Store by redirecting sand further 

out to sea. So where the creek once 
flowed, sand dunes built up and it 
is these that are now being eroded, 
providing somewhat dramatic vertical 

cliffs which are just the thing for 
spirited young children like Georgia 
Wood-Freeman and her friend Eloise 
Morris to jump from.  
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Butterfly Colouring In

         TURTLE HOP SCOTCH 
1. Draw a Turtle with chalk as shown. Then draw the 
head and 4 feet and also a tail. Feet and tail are safe 
areas.
2. Draw a circle in the middle, which will be referred 
to as HOME. Now, make 10 spaces in the outside 
shell, with #1 starting next to the head. 
3. To Start, the first player stands on the Turtle Head. 
Player must hop, on one foot, landing in each space 
(from 1 to 10) and then can land on the Home space 
with two feet. Player now hops back from 10 to 1 and 
onto the Turtle head to exit the game. 
4. If player hops all the way without stepping on a 
line, then that player gets to claim a space and write 
their name in that space. No other player can land on 
that space for the rest of the game. 
5. Successive players can also use the Turtle legs and 
tail as safe spaces and stepping on those lines does 
not count. 
6. Players continue taking turns, skipping over the 
claimed spaces. Play continues until no one is able to 
reach Home. 
Whoever earns the most spaces is the Winner. 
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POTATO  
PEOPLE
CRAFT

MEXICAN FAJITAS 
You will need: 
4 tortilla wraps  
60g grated cheddar cheese 
For the Salsa: 
2 diced tomatoes 
2 finely sliced spring onions 
2 tsp lemon juice 
1 tsp olive oil 
1 tbsp chopped coriander 
For the filling: 
400g cooked chicken 
Mixed lettuce leaves 
Sour cream (optional) 
Method: 
1.   To make the salsa, simply mix the       
ingredients together in a bowl.   
2.    Warm wraps in the microwave, following  
manufacturer’s instructions.   
3.   Fill wraps with cooked strips of chicken,  
lettuce, sour cream, salsa and grated cheese.  
4.    Roll up and eat! 

Materials Need: 

2 large potatoes, cut the end 
off one so it will sit flat on 
the bench 
assortment of craft material:  
wire, beads, feathers, wool, 
foam shapes, pom poms, bits 
of scrap fabric, bits of old 
wrapping paper, goggle eyes, 
toothpicks, PVA glue

Method: Choose your potatoes, one will be the head, the other will be the body. Cut the end off 
the body so that it sits flat on the bench. Join the head and body together with toothpicks, you will 
need anywhere between 2 and 4 depending on the size of your potatoes.  Use the wire to make arms 
and legs. To avoid sharp ends, roll a bead onto each end. Pliers come in handy here to roll the wire 
over.  Use feathers or wool to make hair.  Use your imagination to make clothes for your potato 
people.  For example cut bits of scrap fabric or recycled wrapping paper to make hats, dresses or 
pants.  Glue on goggle eyes and pom pom noses on the ‘face’ potato.

Invisible Ink with Lemon Juice  
What you'll need: Half a lemon, Water, Spoon, Bowl, Cotton bud, White paper, 
Lamp or other light bulb 
Instructions: Squeeze some lemon juice into the bowl and add a few drops of 
water. Mix the water and lemon juice with the spoon. Dip the cotton bud into the 
mixture and write a message onto the white paper.  Wait for the juice to dry so it 
becomes completely invisible. When you are ready to read your secret message or show it to some-
one else, heat the paper by holding it close to a light bulb.
What's happening?
Lemon juice is an organic substance that oxidizes and turns brown when heated. Diluting the lemon 
juice in water makes it very hard to notice when you apply it to the paper, no one will be aware of 
its presence until it is heated and the secret message is revealed. Other substances which work in 
the same way include orange juice, honey, milk, onion juice, vinegar and wine.



18

Local residents’ 
lucky escapes 

Long-time resident John Bryant, who 
can often be seen cycling around 
Somers, was on a fine day in late 
March happily using the cycle track 
to go shopping at Balnarring Village. 
John had just passed the small bridge 
about 10 metres beyond the old 
entrance to Coolart when he felt 
something drop onto his back and 
then fall to the ground. 

Somewhat surprised and expecting 
to see a branch on the ground, he 
was alarmed to see a very active and 
healthy black snake wriggling its way 
towards him. John realised it would 
be a wise move to continue on to 
Balnarring and leave the surprised 
tree-climbing snake to its own devices, 
hoping it did not in future embark on 
any more attempts to bush-whack 
other Balnarring-bound cyclists. 

The black snake is common on 
the eastern seaboard of  Australia and 
although its venom is not as toxic 
as that of  many other indigenous 
snakes, if  one drops onto your back 
I doubt you would spend too much 
time worrying about its toxicity levels.

For Bart Bartholomew though, 
his involvement with the local non-
indigenous insect world turned out to 
be near fatal! 

On 27 March, being a dutiful 
citizen Bart set off  from home on 
The Boulevard to the ‘hundred steps’ 
to walk his dog Molly on the officially 
designated leash-free beach area. On 
his way along Western Park Road he 
was attacked by a swarm of  European 
wasps. Bart has Anaphylaxis (in 
his case a severe allergy to bee and 
wasp stings) and that morning he 
was unfortunately not carrying his 
antidote Epipen.

He managed to get to the beach 
and explained his plight to a lady 
there but as neither of  them had 
a mobile phone with them, Bart’s 

Iyengar Yoga
Beginner classes with Frances Willems.

(Certified Iyengar Yoga teacher)

RW Stone Pavilion, Camphill Rd., Somers.  

Tuesday     6.45-8.15 pm 

Thursday 9.15-10.45 am

For further info and bookings contact: 
Frances Willems • 0419 333642 
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saviour dashed off  up the steps 
to obtain her phone to ring for an 
ambulance. By the time she returned 
Bart was in no condition to be able to 
tell her his phone number and thereby 
obtain his antidote, but our unknown 
resident thought to look on the tag 
on Molly’s collar. A call to Bart’s wife 
Anne resulted in the Epipen being 
delivered and administered with 
alacrity. In the meantime two medical 
doctors chanced by, although there 
was little more they could do until 
the ambulance arrived. This took a 
further half  hour and adrenalin was 
administered intravenously. It was 
then decided to air-lift the patient to 
Melbourne.  

After landing at the Alfred, Bart 
was rushed to Emergency and it 
wasn’t until late afternoon that he was 
stabilised. Recovery was swift and 
he was discharged late on Monday 
morning. The following weekend 
Bart and Anne took off  for a holiday 
in India and I feel sure the Epipen 
was part of  their luggage.

Rod Nuske

Bart in good health and full cry as auctioneer 
at the Somers School Art Fest.

From Charters Towers to Coolart

On the evening of  30 April 1878, my 
paternal great-grandfather, Thomas 
Christian, an eighth shareholder in 
the Charters Towers Day Dawn Gold 
Mine, loaded the shot holes, struck 
a Lucifer match to light the fuse and 
vacated the exit tunnel.

He was unaware that the shot had 
dislodged a massively rich vein of  
gold-bearing ore.

Other partners were on duty the 
following morning and seeing the gold 
conspired to hide the find from one of  
the ‘silent backers’, Mr Robert Russell, 
who had mentioned that he was 
interested in selling out. A bitter court 
case ensued.* My great-grandfather 
testified that other shareholders had 
conspired to hide the treasure and to 
obtain more shares. He said that these 
men “were damned thieves and if  they 
had done him out of  the claim, as they 
had done the plaintiff, he would have 
shot them”. Despite this, the silent 
backer plaintiff  lost his case. 

Thomas Christian, still in his early 
30s, sold out of  the partnership, moved 
to Melbourne with his wife and three 
young daughters, built a large house 
in Caulfield, had three more children 
and died of  pleurisy at the tender 
age of  40. One of  his daughters, 
Grace (my grandmother) married 
Henry Casselli Richards, who became 
Emeritus Professor of  Geology at the 
University of  Queensland. Another 
daughter, Gertrude, married Thomas 
Luxton of  McEwans Ltd and lived at 
the family home Coolart from the early 
1930s until her death. The Coolart 
homestead was sold to the Victorian 
Government in the 1970s.

My father Jack Christian Richards 
worked all his working life for BHP. He 
was very fond of  his Uncle Tom and 
Aunt Gert Luxton so after we moved 
to Melbourne from Newcastle in 1951, 
Coolart was a favourite place to visit. 
As many people recall, the property in 
those days occupied most of  the land 

bounded by Balnarring Beach, Sandy 
Point, and Lord Somers Roads, apart 
from the camps at Somers. The access 
to the homestead was along what is 
now called Luxton Drive. My brother 
Alan and I spent vacations working on 
the property in the mid ’50s dipping 
sheep and dare I confess it, shooting 
Ringtail Possums, unwanted in their 
marvellous exotic garden. 

Another recollection I have is that 
Dad’s Uncle Tom, who was a friend 
of  naturalist Crosby Morrison, had 
some caged breeding pairs of  the 
grazing Cape Barren Geese (Cereopsis 
novaehollandiae), which elsewhere had 
been considered a pest by some of  the 
farming community.** They had been 
hunted and eaten since George Bass 
first saw them on islands of  Victoria 
in 1797. They are now fully protected.

Roger Richards

Refs:  * T. Matthews: Gold, Graves 
and Gallows (Central Queensland 
University Press, 2002).
        ** R. Schodde and S. Tidemann: 
Complete Book of  Australian Birds 
(Readers Digest, 1993).
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French Society for the 
Promotion of Aboriginal Culture

Regular contributor John Martyn recently found time to put together a history of  the above-
named society, which he founded and which sadly no longer exists.

In 1978, I spent six months as a 
member of  the University of  Toulouse-
le-Mirail in Southern France, when 
invited to join his staff  by its President, 
Bartolomé Bennassar. Besides giving 
some lectures in its English and Latin 
departments, I met Professor Michel 
Lorblanchet at the nearby centre for 
prehistory at Peche Merle, where the 
rock-art is similar to that in northern 
Australia. In both cases, a major 
concern was the difficulty in preserving 
this priceless legacy. 

When back in Melbourne, I had 
talks with Eve Fesl, director of  the 
Aboriginal Research Centre at Monash 
University and we decided to create 
a society to assist Aboriginal rangers 
to acquire expertise in rock-art 
preservation. Professor Lorblanchet, 
who spoke good English, was willing 
to take on two Aborigines each 
year for three to four months to 
join the French students working at 
Peche Merle. We agreed to arrange 
an inaugural congress to launch the 
SFPCAA (Société Française pour la 
Promotion de la Culture des Aborigènes 
Australiens) in a charming town near 
Toulouse, Perpignan. Working with 
a friend there, Doctor Fabregas, I 
booked the town’s Congress Hall 
(Palais des Congrès) for 26–29 June, 1980.  
    Publicity in France was hard to 
arrange by proxy, and some contacts 
were unable to come, but there 
were eight Australian and 12 French 
participants, joined by over 30 local 
residents, who attended the lectures 
and films while many more viewed 
the exhibition of  Aboriginal artefacts 
and the slide-show and films, with 
music from Arnhem Land. These had 
all been purchased or borrowed and 
brought over by me. The Congress Hall 
provided ideal display facilities, with 

suitable rooms and technical services. 
Reports on the congress appeared 

in the local press and in Melbourne’s 
Age newspaper and an article on Cliff  
Coulthard appeared in the Australian 
Women’s Weekly (7 September, 1982).

The program started with a 
reception provided by the Mayor of  
Perpignan, arranged by Dr Fabregas. 
On the 27th, Michel Lorblanchet gave 
a public lecture on Aboriginal Rock 
Paintings and Karel Kupka gave one 
on Bark Paintings; both were well 
illustrated. The films Mick and the Moon 
and Walbiri Fire Ceremony were then 
shown. Then seminars were held on 
Aboriginals in Literature, led by Xavier 
Pons (Toulouse University) and on 
Aboriginal Languages, led by Eve Fesl. 
On the 28th, participants visited the 
museum and excavations at Tautavel, 
guided by its director, Mr Abelanet, 
who later gave a public lecture on 
local rock carvings, comparing their 
symbolism with that of  Aboriginal art. 
On the 29th, Peter Randolf  lectured 
on the Conservation of  Rock Art in 
Western Australia and I gave a paper 
with slides on Photogrammetry and the 
Recording of  Rock Art, especially art 
high up on overhanging rocks.

The congress ended with a business 
meeting, when all present agreed that 
the SFPCAA be formed from 1 July, 
1980. It was to be non-political, its 
main object being the development 
of  a cultural and educational exchange 
system between scholars in France and 
the Australian Aborigines. 

Fortunately the government 
provided funds for Aborigines to 
study overseas. The Society’s patron 
was to be the Australian ambassador to 
France, Paul Carpenter and its president 
Professor Godelier, France’s leading 
anthropologist; its secretaries, Eve Fesl 

and Michel Lorblanchet and treasurers, 
John Martyn and Enzo Virili. A draft 
constitution was accepted. 

Initially there was an urgent need 
for Aborigines to acquire expertise 
through overseas courses, especially 
for rock-art preservation, for use 
in art-rich areas like the Flinders 
Ranges, Kakadu National Park and 
National Parks of  NSW. A follow-up 
conference was agreed to, in the newly 
built museum at Peche-Merle, near 
Cabrerets, where Lorblanchet was the 
new director. The meeting ended with 
a vote of  thanks to the organisers of  
a successful conference. 

Once back in Melbourne, I 
joined with Eve Fesl in Canberra 
in interviewing a dozen Aboriginal 
applicants and two were selected: Cliff  
Coultard, a custodian from the Flinders 
Ranges and Jeanette Carrol, a recorder 
of  women’s sites in New South Wales. 
They were soon on their way to Peche 
Merle and quickly acquired fluency in 
French and learned modern techniques 
for controlling damage to rock-art. 

After three months they ended their 
stay and came by train to Paris, where 
I had managed to book a room for 
an hour in the Centre Pompidou (with 
its plumbing outside), almost in the 
middle of  the city, with Godelier’s help. 

The room was very nearly full 
as Cliff  and Jeanette came in and 
Cliff  spoke first, explaining with his 
slides his own ‘dreamtime’ and the 
symbolism of  his people’s rock-art. 
Unfortunately he spoke for 40 minutes. 
Soon after Jeanette had taken over, she 
appeared far more impressive, with 
more interesting slides. In the dim 
light, I suddenly noticed that she was 
nearly 15 minutes past the hour and 
then spotted students sitting on all the 
steps and standing behind me. I spoke 
to an older man nearby, who told me 
in French: “Keep quiet. This talk is far 
more interesting than anything I could 
tell my students.” 

At the end of  the two hours the 
lights came on and the enlarged 
audience of  anthropology students 
clapped for nearly 10 minutes. The 
area around the Centre Pompidou is a 
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pedestrian precinct and we found 
a small restaurant nearby, where 
its ‘madam’ cooked us a delicious 
dinner. There were eight of  us, three 
Aborigines, four Frenchmen, one the 
director of  the Musée de l’Homme and 
myself. 

As we were leaving, a young 
Aborigine joined us and gave us a very 
important bit of  news – the winner of  
the football grand final in Melbourne! 
It cost me the price of  a bottle of  
champagne, as I was a keen supporter 
of  the Blues.

The follow-up conference was to 
be held in the Cabrerets Museum, 
from 10 to 15 September, 1983. The 
Aboriginal Overseas Study Awards 
Scheme ensured the funds needed 
for the next Aborigines to work in 
France, before the 1983 conference. 
Lorblanchet was happy to take on three 
of  them as students this time. 

When Eve Fesl advertised the 
course, 40 Aborigines from tribal 
and non-tribal areas of  Australia 
applied to take part. The Society 
would finance students’ training and 
accommodation, but airfares would 
rely on governmental support. By then 
there were about 50 members of  the 
Association, but they did not include 
a benevolent millionaire. 

Before the conference, the 
Chancellor of  Melbourne University, 
Sir Richard Eggleston, who had 
supported the SFPCAA and planned 
to visit southern France in March 

1982, contacted Eve Fesl and me. He 
expected to be in Tautavel on Friday 
19 March with his wife and the very 
cooperative Professor Lorblanchet met 
them that morning and showed them 
around Peche Merle and other sites, for 
which the Chancellor was very grateful.

In September 1983 the second 
conference was duly held, after the 
Aboriginal rangers had had over two 
months’ training under Lorblanchet, 
who had also showed them around 
similar sites in the Midi. He and Enzo 
Virili arranged the accommodation 
and a very full program and over 60 
attended. 

After a lengthy tour of  the new 
museum, talks and films began. I had 
borrowed a copy of  Geoff  Bardon’s 
brilliant film, A Calendar of  Dreamings 
made in 1976, based on 44 paintings by 
Aboriginal artists from Papunya, which 
was well received. I gave a talk on 
Narrative Technique and Initiation in 
Xavier Herbert’s Poor Fellow My Country. 

New members joined the 
Association, but a change of  
government in Australia that year 
proved disastrous, as one of  the 
first savings by the new treasurer, 
John Howard, was the axing of  the 
Aboriginal Overseas Study Awards 
Scheme and without their return air 
fares there was no way the rangers 
could continue to study in France 
the latest techniques in rock-art 
preservation.

John R.C. Martyn

Someone with a sense of  humour or perhaps 
consideration for those who wait for the bus 
placed this old but elegant cane chair at a 
Boulevard stop. It did last for about a week 
before another someone either claimed it for 
their sun-room or sent it off  to a cane-chair 
retirement home. 

PENINSULA                 
HOSPICE SERVICE
Supporting the terminally ill 

to stay in their homes.

VOLUNTEERS 
NEEDED

Western Port Friends of  Hospice is a 
small fundraising group who 

raise funds to support
Peninsula Hospice Service, 

a local palliative care organization that 
supports the terminally ill to remain in 

their own homes.
This dedicated and cheerful group 

is in need of  new members who are 
willing to give a little of  their time to 

help organize some fundraising events.

To find out more please phone:
Joan Joyce on 5931 3266 or 

0409 859 863 or
Email JoanJoyce1@me.com or visit 

www.peninsulahospice.com.au
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A Yagi on my roof!

“You need a Yagi aerial,” the man at 
BigPond said. 

“A Yagi? Sounds like one of  those 
mythical Himalayan creatures that are 
supposed to leave large footprints 
in the snow but have never been 
photographed,” I responded.

Tired laugh. “No it’s an omni-
directional aerial that goes on your 
roof.”

Frankly by this stage I didn’t care 
what it was called so long as it solved 
the appalling wireless broadband 
reception I had been getting, not to 
mention the frustration of  dealing 
with BigPond.

As it turns out the Yagi is the 
answer to poor broadband reception 
which afflicts quite a few people in 
some areas of  the village.

Hearing about the Yagi aerial came 
at the end of  nearly two years of  trying 
to make my wireless broadband work 
effectively and numerous calls to 
BigPond support.

As well as calls to BigPond I had 
also called in a private computer whiz 
who tried everything to make things 

work with the original aerial provided. 
These included moving it about the 
room placing it high then lower and 
so on.

My wireless broadband experience 
was not an enriching one. In fact it was 
one of  great stress and frustration.

The frustration came right at the 
start, after I had signed up for wireless 
broadband having been told I was in 
an area where ADSL was unavailable, 
when I received the wrong modem. I 
rang BigPond to be told exactly what 
was needed. 

“Just mail the old one back to us 
and we’ll send you the correct one by 
return,” the friendly BigPond support 
person said. “I’ll put in an order for 
the one you want.”

Wrong. What came back was 
another version of  the one I had 
returned. This happened five (yes 
five) times. It became a joke at the post 
office when I arrived to give Sue yet 
another pre-paid package for BigPond.

Eventually by some miracle the 
correct modem arrived but with a 
little black, 12cm-long aerial which was 
virtually useless. Back to BigPond to 
be told I needed something different, 
a high-gain aerial.

This duly arrived first time 

(obviously the people who dispatch 
things for BigPond had got tired of  
receiving packages from Somers).

The new aerial worked some of  
the time but drop-outs were frequent 
– anything up to 20 times a day, often 
requiring the computer to be rebooted 
– and seemed to get worse over time. 
The best reception I could get was two 
bars and emails would often get to 90 
per cent ‘sent’ only to fail because they 
had timed out.

After a particularly trying week I 
again contacted BigPond in Hastings 
who told me what I needed was the 
Yagi aerial and that they would order 
one for me from Brisbane, which is 
apparently the home of  Yagis.

I contacted the Brisbane BigPond 
number to be told, yes an order for a 
Yagi aerial had come through and did 
I want to proceed. When told that it 
would cost me $610 including fitting I 
baulked. No, place that on hold please.

Back to BigPond and an angry 
telephone conversation which resulted 
in all charges being waived and (here 
is the steak-knives equivalent offer), 
they would cut $10 a month from my 
bill. This raises two questions: Had I 
been paying too much in the first place 
and how can you make up charges as 
you go?

I have to report that the Yagi fitter 
arrived on the due date and time, 
fitted the aerial and lined it up with 
the appropriate Telstra mobile tower in 
a most efficient manner. The result is 
that I now get five-bar reception, few 
drop-outs and emails go through at 
what I consider the right speed.

Was it worth it? Well as BigPond 
is the only show in town one does 
not have any other option than to 
persevere and wear them down before 
they wear you down. 

The one point worth making is that 
BigPond and Telstra are fighting for 
market share and are anxious not to 
lose customers, which is about the only 
thing the poor consumer has on his 
or her side.

Tony Duboudin
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Dame Nellie Melba with the Sea Cadet Corp outside the Flinders Naval Depot Drill Hall. 
(Photo from Doug Churcher of  Hastings, courtesy of  Balnarring Historical Society.)

the FND. Val had to be quietened or 
removed before Melba would continue 
the concert. Now widowed Val Stevens 
lives in a Bittern retirement village.

An aspiring singer, Frances Queale 
of  Merricks North was taken along by 
her parents. She remembered that “of  
course she was past her best, but she was 
given a rousing welcome by all present, 
and it proved a memorable occasion”. 
Frances went on with a singing career 

and was a finalist in the Sun Aria Awards. 
She sang in concerts with conductors 
such as Sir Bernard Heinze.

There were other connections of  
Melba with the Mornington Peninsula 
as it is believed that when looking for 
a country property she visited and 
considered Coolart, but obviously 
went elsewhere. Also she was a frequent 
visitor to the property of  Beleura in 
Mornington.

Dame Nellie Melba 
at Cerberus
It is 150 years since Helen Porter 
Mitchell was born on 19 May 1861. 
This young child went on to become 
Dame Nellie Melba, who at the time 
was acknowledged as the world’s greatest 
opera soprano and who sang with 
luminaries such as the great Caruso. 
On 22 February 1927, in the twilight 
of  her career, she gave a concert in 
the Drill Hall at Flinders Naval Depot 
(HMAS Cerberus). As the public was 
invited too, the hall was packed with 
2000 spectators. A Guard of  Honour 
of  boys from the Cerberus Sea Cadet 
Corp was paraded at the entrance to the 
hall. The concert was broadcast by 3LO 
(now 774), but unfortunately some of  
the items were marred by a crying baby 
and interference from the telegraph line 
to Tasmania which passed nearby. The 
baby was seven-week-old Val, whose 
father was Leading Writer Norwood at 

Val Stevens (the crying baby at the Melba 
concert) at home in the Bittern Retirement 
Village reading a story written by her 
father Ted Norwood regarding the HMAS 
Morseby which as an anti-submarine ship, 
sank a Japanese submarine in Bass Strait 
during the Second World War.

Cartoon from the era of  the crying baby incident drawn by Somers resident the late Harry 
Harlow.
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The Day Out

This story was written by local resident 
Betty Broadbent after an eventful trip to 
the city. It’s an excellent example of  the fact 
that everybody has a story to tell, so all you 
readers, get writing and send us your stories!

The old lady awoke with a start. Light 
was just gleaming through the curtains 
and a glance at her watch told her it 
was already 6 o’clock. Time to get 
up, she thought, the early train won’t 
wait for us. They had booked in to a 
musical recital in town, far from their 
seaside home, which had its start at 
11am. Afterwards they had arranged to 
visit their daughter and grandchildren for 
dinner – a real occasion nowadays, what 
with their increasing old age making 
driving a problem, coupled with the 
recent decline in public transport. It was 
great to live in a ‘seaside paradise’ but 
now many townspeople were discovering 
that fact and were crowding into the 
ever-decreasing space, thus putting great 
pressure on the available services.

On this special day, the old lady 
urged her arthritic bones out of  bed 
and hurried as fast as her aging legs 
would allow to put on the kettle and 
prepare a wake-up cup of  tea for her 
sleeping husband.   

They arrived at the station in plenty 
of  time to catch the first train only 
to find the train tracks were being 
serviced, all trains had been cancelled 
and their journey would continue on 
buses. Whilst waiting for the bus, the 
old lady spied emerging from a station 
wagon a family consisting of  a mother, 
two lovely young girls and a baby.   The 
young girls evidently doted on the baby 
and willingly helped their mother to 
arrange the multitude of  baby toys and 
her pram ready to await the bus. Soon 
another mother with a baby boy in 
a pram joined the queue, which was 
getting longer and longer by the minute.  

The bus arrived and the elderly 
couple was swept up by the onrush of  
passengers, just managing to find seats 
side by side close to the two families they 
had noticed in the queue. It was a great 
pleasure to them to see the two girls 

vying with each other to entertain their 
baby sister but they couldn’t help feeling 
concerned about the comfort of  the 
little boy sitting in his pram contentedly 
sucking on his dummy but who was 
continually in danger of  having his face 
battered by the bags of  the incoming 
passengers still trying to find standing 
space.    

The last passenger squeezed on and 
the bus leapt forward, wreaking havoc 
among those standing and causing them 
to yell out: “What do you think we are 
– animals? We’re not, we’re HUMAN 
BEINGS!” At the same time, the baby 
girl started screaming at the top of  her 
very efficient lungs, evidently because 
she wanted a certain toy which her sisters 
were desperately trying to find and the 
little boy lost his dummy and joined in 
the general hubbub with great gusto. His 
mother, in an effort to shut him 
up, unleashed him from his pram and 
tried to comfort him on her lap which 
sent him into contortions and even more 
hysterics. Over the commotion came the 
driver’s voice asking if  anyone wanted 
to alight at the next stop. “YES, YES!” 
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came the reply, which elicited from the 
driver a raucous: “Then why don’t you 
press the red button? Nobody else is 
going to do it for you!” The answer 
came fast and furious: “WE DID, WE 
DID – IT DIDN’T WORK!”

The old couple staggered out at 
the end of  the journey, glad to have 
survived the ordeal and hurried on 
foot to the recital studio, reaching it 
just in time to take the last two empty 
chairs. By this time they were almost too 
exhausted to appreciate the beautiful 
music of  Schubert! However, music 
has its own healing properties and after 
the concert they made their way via 
two trams and a 10-minute footslog 
to their daughter’s place, where they 
were suitably spoiled and amazed at 
the way their grandchildren seemed to 
be twice as tall as they were on their 
last visit.

All good things come to an end and it 
seemed hardly two minutes since arriving 
that they were on the tram again, making 
their way to the train station. Trains were 
still out of  action and they joined the 
bus queue with sinking hearts.   

Once again, the bus was crammed 
to the limit and the two old people 
were only able to find seats right on 
the edge and opposite each other. One 
good thing, the old lady thought – there 
were no screaming babies! 

However, it was not long before she 
was faced with a worse annoyance. The 
bus was sending the man standing next 
to her on a wild dance which would 
have been almost bearable if  he hadn’t 
been mildly drunk and carrying a loaded 
backpack. At one stage the backpack 
landed quite heavily on the old lady’s 
head, at which she remonstrated with 
him quite volubly. In his defence he 
was truly apologetic, but did nothing to 
remedy the situation and the backpack 
remained a menace until he was at last 
persuaded by his friends to put it on the 
floor. He and his friends were carrying 
on an animated conversation all this 
time and he had some raucous music 
playing loudly on his i-pod which he had 
allowed to droop practically in the old 

Time to behead your 
angry panthers

Once again the angry panthers are 
in breeding mode. Agapanthus (a lily 
native to South Africa) looks lovely 
with its blue or white flowers, but 
unfortunately it is an environmental 
weed and so cutting off  the seed heads 
is a necessary annual task. This prevents 
their spreading into precious remnant 
bushland on roadsides and in reserves, 
not to mention the gardens of  those 
who prefer to grow indigenous plants 
as habitat for native wildlife. 

So if  you are one of  the many 
people who have them in your garden, 
please take the time to remove the 
heads and dispose of  them safely so 
that they don’t spread.

lady’s ear. It was too much for her and 
she requested her husband to change 
seats. This seemed to wake the fellow 
up to the fact that he was being a bit 
of  a menace.   

“Oi apologoize me darlin’,” said he, 
bending over the old lady and nearly 
suffocating her with a gust of  beery 
breath. “What koind of  music do you 
loike?” 

“Not that kind,” said she, “and not 
right in my ear!” 

“Do you loike Oirish?” he asked 
and immediately changed the music to 
an Irish jig. “Oi’m from London,” he 
said. “Me mum and dad were Oirish. 
They migrated to England and Oi was 
born in London and living in Kilburn.”  

“What a coincidence,” said the old 
lady, “I was born in London and lived 
in Kilburn.”    

After that, the whole bus was almost 
dancing the Irish jig in the aisle and the 
journey ended with everybody wishing 
everybody else a happy evening and 
good night.

Betty Broadbent

Eurospeak

The European Commission has 
announced an agreement whereby 
English will be the official language 
of  the European Union rather 
than German, which was the other 
possibility. 

As part of  the negotiations, the 
British Government conceded that 
English spelling had some room for 
improvement and has accepted a five-
year phase-in plan that would become 
known as ‘Euro-English’. 

In the first year, ‘s’ will replace the 
soft ‘c’. Sertainly, this will make the 
sivil servants jump with joy. The hard 
‘c’ will be dropped in favour of  ‘k’. 
This should klear up konfusion and 
keyboards kan have one less letter.

There will be growing publik 
enthusiasm in the sekond year when 
the troublesome ‘ph’ will be replaced 
with ‘f ’. This will make words like 
fotograf  20% shorter. 

In the third year, publik akseptanse 
of  the new spelling kan be expekted 
to reach the stage where more 
komplikated changes are possible. 

Governments will enkourage 
the removal of  double letters which 
have always ben a deterent to akurate 
speling. 

Also, al wil agre that the horibl 
mes of  the silent ‘e’ in the languag is 
disgrasful and it should go away. 

By the fourth yer people wil be 
reseptiv to steps such as replasing ‘th’ 
with ‘z’ and ‘w’ with ‘v’. 

During ze fifz yer, ze unesesary ‘o’ 
kan be dropd from vords kontaining 
‘ou’ and after ziz fifz yer, ve vil hav a 
reil sensibl riten styl. 

Zer vil be no mor trubl or difikultis 
and evrivun vil find it ezi tu understand 
ech oza. Ze drem of  a united urop vil 
finali kum tru. 

Und after ze fifz yer, ve vil al be 
speking German like zey vunted in ze 
forst plas.
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Creating rich 
relationships
Local resident Anne Kotzman, herself  a 
qualified counselling phychologist, periodically 
sends us articles from Dr Lloyd Thomas on 
life skills. This is her latest valuable offering.
     
Most of  us are not very skilled at creating 
enriching relationships. Many of  us take 
pride in our sense of  independence. 
Some of  us are unaware of  the impact 
our behaviour has on others. We believe 
ourselves to be separate from others. 
We often use our sense of  ‘being 
different’ as a protection against being 
disappointed, hurt or abandoned. We 
believe ‘my needs are different, so I 
don’t belong’ in a group, community 
or network. Sometimes we feel we don’t 
belong even in our own families. 

If  we grew up in frightening, 
hostile or troubled families, we begin 
to withdraw from others in our 
family. We seek emotional safety by 
mentally dividing the human species 
into two different categories – me and 
everybody else. In our minds and in 
our behaviour, we isolate ourselves 
from others. We decide we are special 
and everyone else is different, inferior 
or even dangerous. Herein lies the root 
of  racism. We fear and fail to recognise 
we are of  one species – human. 

Buddha once said: “In separateness 
lies the world’s greatest misery”. 
Theologian Paul Tillich wrote: “Sin 
is separateness”. Therapist Wayne 
Muller writes: “As we close ourselves 
inward, we create a sphere of  safety 
that becomes smaller and smaller until 
it has room enough only for ourselves, 
removed from anything or anyone 
who could ever love us, from anyone 
who would touch, caress, or heal us”. 

When we habitually isolate ourselves 
from others our relationships become 
psychologically bankrupt, empty of  
any kind of  emotional richness. Such 
relationships die and their deaths seem 
to prove to the ‘loner’ that he or she 

is indeed different, separate and alone. 
How can we enrich our 

relationships? First, we need to 
recognise, whether we like it or not, 
we are all interdependent. We are each 
unique individuals, yes. Nevertheless, 
we depend on others for food, shelter, 
transportation, clothing, music, 
entertainment, need-fulfillment, even 
life and breath. Each of  us is woven into 
a delicate fabric of  interdependence. 

After we realise our interconnect-
edness, we need to make what Stephen 
Covey calls ‘emotional deposits’ into 
those relationships. We need to balance 
our relationship accounts by not 
withdrawing more than we deposit. 

Covey, in his book The 7 Habits of  
Highly Effective People, describes five 
types of  emotional deposits and their 
counterparts, emotional withdrawals. 
The first is Kindness v. Unkindness. 
Every act of  kindness is nourishment 
to a relationship. Every unkind act 
is a poison. The second is Keeping 
promises v. Breaking promises. 
Trust is based upon promises kept. 
Relationships break when trust is 
violated through broken promises. 

The third is Honouring expectations 
v. Violating expectations. Healthy 
relationships are based upon mutual 
expectations. We need to respect the 
expectations we have of  ourselves, 
and honour the expectations others 
have of  us. When we violate others’ 
expectations, the relationship becomes 
weakened. 

The fourth emotional deposit is 
Loyalty. Its counterpart is Duplicity. 
Loyalty is exemplified when we speak 
well of  others when they are not 
present. Duplicity (being ‘two-faced’) 
for example, is when we speak well 
of  others when they are present but 
negatively about them when they are 
absent. Friendships thrive with loyalty, 
die with duplicity. 

Covey’s final emotional deposit/
withdrawal to relationships is 
Apologising v. Pride. Recognise we all 
make mistakes. When you or another 
person make mistakes, apologising 

sincerely and forgiving completely 
is a huge emotional deposit. If  we 
are so insecure and pride-full we 
never apologise, we make an equally 
huge emotional withdrawal from the 
relationship. 

I would add one more very 
impor tant emotional  deposit : 
regularly communicating appreciation. 
The opposite of  appreciation is 
criticism. Positive appreciation 
enriches relationships, whereas even 
‘constructive’ criticism makes a large 
withdrawal. If  you want to create an 
emotionally nourishing relationship, 
begin by daily communication of  at 
least five characteristics, behaviours and 
attitudes of  the other person. Keep in 
mind that repetition of  appreciation is 
okay. The more often you genuinely 
express appreciation, the more likely the 
people will believe you ... and believe in 
themselves. 

Daily practice of  making emotional 
deposits in all your relationships will 
make you one emotionally very rich 
person. Your life will become filled 
with emotional health, abundance and 
delight. 

Lloyd J. Thomas Ph.D.
(licenced psychologist, author, speaker 

and life coach)

Liquor licence      
for SGS

A hearing for the granting 
of  a liquor licence to Somers 
General Store & Café was held 
in Frankston on 12 March. 

It is believed that to date 
no decision has been handed 
down.
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Mr Plinth’s visit to 
the wood yard

A play in one act by 
Barrington Plinth

Plinth enters the yard and proceeds to browse 
amongst the racks.
1st Assistant: (From behind.)  Jarfta?
Plinth: Pardon?
1st Assistant: Wojarfta?
Plinth: Wojarfta? Ah, ha! What am 
I after? Well I’m not sure. I’m just 
browsing. I need a duckboard so I’m 
just taking a look through your off-
cuts.
1st Assistant: Bee-utiful.
Plinth: Pardon?
1st Assistant: Yokay then?
Plinth: Yes thank you. (He proceeds to 
scan the bins and finds a suitable piece of  
wood. But now he can’t see the assistant. 
He goes to the main counter and sees the 
assistant. He’s in earnest conversation with 
a colleague and both ignore the presence of  
their customer.)
Plinth: (Getting a little terse.) Excuse 
me!
1st Assistant: (Looks up in his own good 
time.) Yer right are you?
Plinth: I’ll be all right when you serve 
me.
1st Assistant: What can I do for you?
(The telephone on the counter starts ringing.)
Plinth: (Raising his voice above the ringing 
of  the telephone.) Oh my goodness! I 
want to buy this piece of  wood.
1st Assistant: Where did you get it 
from?
Plinth: (Colouring up a bit.) I got it in 
the yard of  course! It’s an off-cut.
(The telephone is distracting so the assistant 
answers it. The other assistant is still 
present, but by now he’s tapping on a 
computer keyboard while looking fixedly at 
the screen.)
Plinth: (Loudly to the first assistant on the 
telephone.) Excuse me! 
1st Assistant: (Cupping telephone.) Hang 
on a tick. I’m talking to a customer.
Plinth: (Fuming.) Well I’m a customer 
too, so put the call on hold and serve 
me. I was first.
Assistant: Hang on!
2nd Assistant: (Looks up from keyboard.) 

Yer right are you?
Plinth: Well I was being served but 
now he’s on the ’phone.
2nd Assistant: (Sitting down to his 
computer.) He won’t be long.
Plinth: (Boiling.) Well does it occur to 
you that you could serve me instead?
2nd Assistant: (Gets back onto his feet. He 
looks sulky. Looking at the wood.) That’s 
an off-cut. What’s the price on it?
Plinth: (Inspecting the wood.) There isn’t 
one.
2nd Assistant: (He comes around and 
takes the wood.) I’ll have to measure it 
up and check the price.
Plinth: (Addressing the retreating 
assistant.) Can’t you guess a price for 
God’s sake!
1st Assistant: (Gets off  the telephone and 
notices the customer.) Yer right are you?
Plinth: No I’m not!  (Under his breath.) 
I don’t believe this! (Then to the assistant.) 
All I want to do is buy a piece of  wood.
1st Assistant: Where is it?
Plinth: Damn and blast! The other 

fellow took it.
1st Assistant: What! Two of  you want 
the same item? There’s plenty more 
wood out there.
Plinth: (He’s had enough.) I want to 
speak to the manager.
1st Assistant: I am the manager.
Plinth: Well I’m off. You can keep 
your damn lump of  wood.
1st Assistant: Please yerself. Inkyou.
Plinth: Inkyou? What is that supposed 
to mean? Are you going to ink me 
now?
1st Assistant: (Recognises a nutter when he 
sees one.) Have a nice day.
Plinth: (It’s the last straw. He departs in a 
rage but collides with the 2nd Assistant coming 
back with the wood.)
2nd Assistant: Here you are sir. (Proffers 
the piece of  wood.) You can have it. It’s an 
off-cut, it’s a second and it’d be bent. 
(The Plinth takes the wood, fingering it in 
a threatening manner.) Have a good one.
Plinth: (Departs in an enormous huff.)

Wedding of Greig & Sue’s daughter

Kim, daughter of  our marvellous 
postmaster and postmistress, was 
married on 22 January at ‘All Smiles 
Sorrento’, nine months after a 
Vegemite-on-toast proposal. Kim and 

Vin Dunstan were married in a cliff-
top Catholic ceremony surrounded 
by 155 of  their closest friends and 
family. Kim wore an ivory strapless 
fishtail gown and her grandmother’s 
pearls (which her mother also wore on 
her own wedding day). Kim had two 
bridesmaids (sisters-in-law) and her 
maid of  honour was her best friend. 
Vin had two groomsmen (brother-
in-law, Dean White and a friend) and 
another good friend was his best man. 
Vin and Kim have seven nieces and 
two nephews and all nine played the 
very important roles of  flower girls 
and page boys. The day was extremely 
special to all who attended, especially 
Greig’s father (Kim’s Pa) whose 
birthday was the same day. With plenty 
of  food, drink and music the wedding 
was a fantastic day and night. Vin and 
Kim honeymooned in Phuket for 10 
days after the wedding. They now live 
in Monbulk and have a connection 
with Somers as they supply the flowers 
at times available from Greig and Sue. 
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Transformation on the foreshore

For twelve months a small band of  
volunteers have been unravelling the 
Cape Ivy, Blackberry, Bridal Creeper and 
other weeds from the Coastal Banksia 
Woodland below the bowl of  South 
Sea Road.

In September 2010 part of  the slope 
was replanted with grasses and other 
ground cover and Kangaroo Apples 
have now colonised the area, original 
grasses have self-seeded and many of  
the original surviving plants are now 
dressed in new greenery.

Once again the weeded ‘holes’ in the 
indigenous vegetation are being planted 
with grasses and a few of  the ‘missing’ 
species are being re-introduced.

Nature abhors a vacuum and bare 
ground will quickly be invaded with 
weed.

The close-planted indigenous species 
will quickly out-compete the weed. They 
work as living mulch as they hold the 
slope and as they help to re-establish a 
healthy, balanced environment that will 
eventually become a sustainable habitat 
for indigenous creatures.

MPSC has been very supportive by 
removing green waste and shortly the 
MPSC Fire Department will be dragging 
up the pile of  cut timber from the 
bottom of  the slope and chipping the 
timber along with the piles at the top 
of  the hill. They will also dispose of  the 

tarps full of  weed.
There is a serious problem with 

a stormwater drain and we wait with 
bated breath to find out what is going 
to happen with it.

Twelve months’ work has changed 
the feathered visitors. One family of  
Magpies are regular visitors with the 
head male holding the honorary title 
of  ‘Foreman’. Blue Wrens, Pardalotes 
and many ‘tiny brown birds’ are now 
using the open grassy woodland to feed 
and the Wattle Birds are shouting their 
intentions of  nesting in the area.

An Echidna, some frogs and lizards 
along with quite a few humans and their 
dogs have given the project their seal 
of  approval.

Work on another site – on the 
western end of  South Sea Foreshore 
Reserve – will start shortly. This second 
area is very steep and volunteers cannot 
undertake work on this area until some 
maintenance tracks are cut in and some 
of  the heavier work has been done and 
some herbicide has been sprayed. The 
Friends have been waiting on funding 
from Coast Care for this area and we 
now gratefully acknowledge that these 
funds will soon be available.

This reserve is a Mornington 
Peninsula Shire Reserve that, because of  
coastal erosion, has become a foreshore 
reserve. It is now officially called ‘South 
Sea Foreshore Reserve’. 

If  you would like to join us to restore 
the coastal vegetation, we work on site 
most Wednesdays and we would love 
to meet you.

We would love you to join ‘The 
Friends of  Somers Foreshore’. As we 
are a ‘hands-on’ group we generally only 
meet for an AGM around May each year. 

Your moral support would certainly 
be greatly appreciated.

Please drop a note into the Somers 
Post Office addressed to:

‘The Friends of  Somers Foreshore’ 
– mail will be collected each Wednesday 
and we will contact you if  you give your 
address or contact phone number.

Rosemary
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Book Review
The Mornington Peninsula is home to 
a magical spinner of  tales.

Her name is Wendy Orr.
Wendy Orr was born in Canada 

and grew up in various places across 
North America and France. 

We are now lucky enough to have 
her living amongst us. I would love to 
meet her and you will want to meet her 
too when you have read her books.

I am sure that both parents and 
grandparents will really enjoy reading 
Wendy’s books – and will want to do 
so before they have to hand them over 
to the children for whom they were 
bought.

The Ark in the Park tells the tale of  
a multi-storey ark, complete with great 
glass sails, run by two ‘older people’ 
who have no immediate family and a 
little girl living in a high-rise building 
with no extended family. The story tells 
a very human story of  what happens 
when they meet.

The story is told lightly and with 
humour. It is truly fun. It does not 

lag nor languish. Your children (5 to 7 
years old) will just love it.

Nim of  Nim’s Island and Nim at Sea 
is the incarnation of  every mid-year 
child’s dream.

Nim’s island is the dream island of  
many, many children. Her adventures 
are only just beyond ‘everyday’ 
probability. She and all the other 
cast members seem to grow out of  a 
wonderfully warm and vivid world that 
must surely really exist ‘somewhere’.

Wendy’s other books include 
Spook’s Shack, Mokie and Bik and for 
teenagers, Peeling the Onion.

Look for them – your children and 
grandchildren will love them and so 
will you.

Rosemary Birney

Interested in contributing 
to Somers foreshore 
without committee 
responsibilities?
The Somers Foreshore Committee 
of  Management would like to engage 
your skills and experience as volunteers 
on working groups to ensure that 
our foreshore provides a sustainable 
environment now and in the future.

You may be interested in:

•	 Maintenance of  the tracks

•	 Monitoring fauna (especially 
birds and dolphins)

•	 The  Somers Foreshore Arts 
Committee

•	 The management of  the 
Merricks/Tulum Creek 
(especially around the creek 
mouth)

•	 Community storage/toilet 
upgrade in the upper car park 
area 

•	 Community working bees

•	 Funding opportunities

•	 Indigenous planting 

•	 Any other aspects of  the 
foreshore

We’d love to hear from you.

Please contact Pam Bannister to 
discuss your interests
Contact details: 5983 1828, Mob. 0417 
156 461 
or email: somers.foreshore.com@
gmail.com

The kookaburra seems more interested in possible morsels forthcoming from the photographer, 
whereas the magpie appears to appreciate this wonderful view from the balcony of  a foreshore 
residence in Somers. Photo by Anne Doran.

Clouds come floating into my 
life, no longer to carry rain or 
usher storm, but to add colour 
to my sunset sky.

Rabindranath Tagore
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announcer wandering around his 
office while delivering the message.

Eventually we were individually 
called up on the Tannoy, to 
‘administration’ (the hub of  
knowledge and power) to receive our 
separate movement orders. Mine took 
me by train to Townsville. I travelled 
without a lot of  comfort seated on the 
floor with two others, since the seats 
and luggage racks had been taken by 
earlier arrivals. I understand that the 
trains in Queensland have been much 
improved, but at that time they were 
pretty primitive and rocked alarmingly. 
(I was told this was because the rails 
were much closer together than those 
in the southern states, as railway lines 
took up space which could be used for 
growing sugar-cane, and therefore for 
making rum – probably just a rumour 
from cold southern states.)

At a staging unit in Townsville, I was 
allotted a bed in a tent which was my 

Whimsical War Story 11

Training is over. It’s fair dinkum from 
now on.  

In charge of  a squad of  three 
(because I held the senior rank of  
acting/unpaid corporal) we ‘entrained’ 
to Sydney. This strange term means 
‘got on a train’ and is a development 
from ‘embark’, which means ‘get on 
a boat’.

Being in a strange city for all of  us, 
I (as ‘leader’) hailed an army vehicle 
which had just unloaded a group of  
soldiers and told the driver that we were 
to report at the RAAF ‘debarkation 
unit’ (another strange term) on the 
other side of  The Bridge. The driver 
had nothing more to do, so agreed to 
deliver us, perhaps because it was on 
his way home.

On  arriving  at  the  gate  of   the 

RAAF unit, we were ‘un-trucked’, 
menaced by an armed airman (who 
looked about 14) armed with a rifle and 
bayonet, then admitted to the area on 
production of  an almost unreadable 
carbon copy of  a travel order which 
had been entrusted to me. 

We were led to a barracks hut, 
where we spent the next five days 
without any orders, arising, eating 
and sleeping when the ‘Tannoy’ (PA 
system) told us to. 

This method of  communication 
needed experience, as the noise (I 
can’t call it ‘sound’) coming from these 
machines could only be translated by 
an experienced ear, being most like 
the output of  a telephone during 
a severe thunderstorm; the effect 
being enhanced presumably by the 
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home for the next week or so. During 
this time my duties included reporting 
to the ‘sick bay’ every morning, then 
being told that no-one needed my 
expert attention, so I could usefully 
‘tidy up’ around the area, which was 
decorated with rocks defining each 
tent-enclosed facility. These rocks were 
painted white, presumably so that they 
could be seen at night.

I painted at least 50 of  them.
We were again injected with serum 

to protect us from some of  the fearful 
pestilences expected in our near 
future, thus acquiring sore arms but 
no noticeable after-effects.

It is a curious fact that when there 
was an ‘injection event’ the troops 
who were most likely to faint and fall 
over were almost invariably the large 
muscular fearless he-men. Fortunately 
I was comparatively puny and craven 
and therefore avoided this outcome, 
through no fault or virtue of  my own.

Eventually I was awoken one 
morning with dozens of  others, before 
dawn, to pack up gear and march to a 
ship which was to take us to a foreign 
land – in this case, Port Moresby.

After several confused nights there, 
a large number of  us were loaded onto 
a DC3 to take us to a northern part 
of  the island. (This rather hairy journey 
is described in War Stories 1, if  you have 
followed the tale for that long.)

At our next stop, I was, with several 
other servicemen, ‘trucked’ to a staging 
camp under canvas, where the beds 
consisted of  three planks supported 
by six-inch high stakes hammered 
into the ground. This was surprisingly 
comfortable, because the stakes were 
arranged so that the outer ones were a 
little higher than the centre one, thus 
ensuring that we didn’t fall out of  bed 
to the bare ground six inches below, 
which anyhow was prevented by the 
mosquito net which enclosed us and 
protected us from flying insects. 

It was very hot, but we were required 
to wear long-sleeved shirts, trousers and 
gaiters, so that we would be protected 
from Anopheles, the dreaded mosquito 

which introduces, into any unwary 
systems, protozoa called plasmodium, 
the cause of  malaria.

For the same reason, we were issued 
with a daily ration of  atebrine tablets 
to ward off  the disease. Due to this 
prophylactic medicine our skins (and 
probably all our organs), for the next 
two years, were an attractive bright 
yellow colour. It must have been at 
least partly effective, because I never 
contracted the disease (plenty of  other 
warm-weather unpleasantnesses, but 
not malaria.)

During this time we made the 
acquaintance of  quite a few of  the 
local inhabitants, because we treated 
them at our medical aid tent. They were 
delightful folk and very friendly, with 
unbelievably frizzy hair and glowingly 
brown skins. Most wore grass skirts, even 
the ladies, although the latter had started 
wearing an upper garment, presumably 
to avoid diverting the attention of  the 
troops from their duties. 

We were intrigued by their red teeth, 
caused, as we found, because they 
enjoyed chewing ‘betel nuts’ (which 
are actually betel leaves wrapped 
around areca nuts). They carried the 
nuts and leaves with them in a net 
attached around the waist, together 
with a long-necked gourd containing 
lime, which they dug into with a long 
thin stick and transferred the lime to 
their mouths. The lime apparently 
enhances the betel, presumably by 
releasing whatever goodies are in the 
chewed juices.

After this quiet time (no aerial 
activity just then) we were bidden 
to an aircraft which took us to yet 
another island for a few comparatively 
inactive weeks, then to another, further 
west, where we stayed long enough to 
regard it as home. All this travel was 
at low altitudes, mainly over the sea, 
and thankfully far from intimidating 
mountains.

There’s no end to the enjoyment 
of  travel in tropical lands – and its 
surprises.

‘Tex’

Leaf blowers and 
drains
For those people who like to keep 
their gardens as clear of  fallen leaves 
and grass clippings as possible, leaf  
blowers are obviously a boon, although 
to the hapless neighbours who have to 
put up with their interminable noise 
they’re a source of  great irritation. 
Noise and air pollution by garden tools 
is on the increase and so is the blood 
pressure of  many people.

However there is another reason 
why leaf  blowers are a problem. In 
their desire for complete tidiness, 
many gardeners have taken to blowing 
grass clippings and leaves into the 
gutter; which means that when it 
rains all this vegetation goes into the 
drains, creating possible blockages and 
subsequent flooding in the event of  
very heavy rainfall.

Of  course even if  it doesn’t block 
the drains and continues on its way 
the vegetation, plus any poisons and 
fertilisers used by the gardener, ends 
up in the sea. This in turn can lead to 
the growth of  algae. 

Whichever way you look at it, 
blowing your garden rubbish onto 
the road and into the gutter is not a 
very good idea. Far better to collect it 
in a pile and start a compost heap and 
use it to fertilise the garden instead of  
using chemicals bought in the shop, 
thereby creating a healthier garden and 
saving you money as well.

Or an even more radical idea: leave 
the leaves on the ground to break 
down and feed the soil and give you a 
healthier lawn without using chemical 
fertilisers. After all, soil is created from 
broken-down vegetation.

You may have noticed lately that 
Mother Nature is a powerful force and 
she’ll win in the end. Why not learn 
to live with her instead of  fighting an 
endless and unwinnable war with her? 
It’ll give you more time to enjoy her 
natural assets and you may even relax.

Louise Craig
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The Gizmo  had a cap that 
was cracked. It was her daughter’s and very sophisticated 
and spares could not be got. 
    There isn’t much that’s worse than one’s child’s scorn, 
or trashing something useful that apart from a part has 
some use left in it, or having to give into complexity when 
we’re born to improvise, adapt and overcome. “No, no, 
araldite would not be best for this type of  plastic, rather 
isocyanate, SupaGlue, is best” was how ownership of  
the damsel’s distress got transferred – her partner having 
dismissed it as a waste of  time, a lost cause to the triumph 
of  planned obsolescence. 

The cap was washed and washed again and the crud 
that lives in tiny cracks scraped out but not to disturb or 
alter the surfaces that needed to perfectly realign to effect 
a worthy repair. A peg clamp on a drink coaster could 
be set up to neatly hold the cap for the glue to set. This 
would take a day longer than the advertised 10 seconds 
to fully cure. Not too much mess was made applying the 
SupaGlue. Only one bit of  finger got stuck to its fingernail 
as here the glue did only take 10 seconds to cure. The job 
was done.

The fixed gizmo bits were to be left at her front door 
should no one be home, which she wasn’t, so they were. 
At the Store a week later she had got her mail and was 
waiting to take away coffee. A call from our grumpy group 
wondered as to the efficacy of  the repair. Well, she didn’t 
have the bits and wondered where they were, had the job 
been done? Sure had, and left at her front door. Been 
there once before to watch some footy and admire the 
garden –“double storey, right-hand carport, Cape Coddy 
colours, at the end of  the Court?”. “Yes to most of  that 
but to the middle of  the street” led to realisation of  a 
wrong front door drop negating all prior good intention 
of  neighbourly assistance. After ‘coffee’ will chase it up 
but wrote her address as ‘the faintest pencil recalls better 
than the best memory’.

Quite a few problems of  import were solved with many 
laughs at that morning coffee session which stretched to 
three coffees. Not that any remember the details now 
but it’s the ‘vibe’ that counts. Then up to the top end of  
Somers, to the end of  the court, to the front door where 
there were no bits sitting where they’d been left, to knock. 
At the door surprisingly came Roy, sometime member of  
our Monday Grumpies coffee clatch. 

Relief  at his having said gizmo bits was matched by his 
relief  at now having an explanation for stuff  at his door. 
He’d guessed the plumber had dropped them off  as part 
of  Roy’s pending fancy gizmo tap fix. And yes a cup of  tea 
would be appreciated, and another, to hear of  his woofer 
saved from the puppy farm, and get cuttings of  a curious 
ground cover with a bright red intricate flower.

Thence to the middle of  the next street up, another front 
door, to another clatch in progress so another coffee, a piece 
of  rich fruit slice, chats with the neighbour on progress with 
his build, observations at the fencer’s workmanship, the 
growth of  the garden although nearly winter, and The Gizmo 
was back together, in its rightful place. 

Perhaps there are better things to do than run around all 
over Somers, then, maybe not.

                                             Tedd Warden


