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Three little Austins

As the story goes, Herbert Austin and 
his chief  designer, Stanley Edge spread 
some paper over Austin’s billiard table 
and designed the Baby Austin. These 
sketches still exist but the suggestion 
that this was a totally original concept 
is not fully true; out the back they had 
a production French Peugeot ‘Bebe’ 
and the similarities between the two 
are not entirely coincidental. The 
thing was, Britain needed a people’s 
car. Only the wealthy could afford real 
cars; the hoi-polloi had to be satisfied 
with motorbike side-car combinations 
or nothing at all. 

By now the Americans were buying 
up their Model T Fords and while the 
British may have been able to buy 
a Ford, there was no way they could 
have managed to register it because 
the recurrent taxes were calculated 
on horsepower and at 18 horsepower, 
the Ford was ruled out. So with seven 
horsepower the limit, we had the birth 
of  the Baby Austin ‘Chummy’. And 
chummy they were. Once you squeezed 
four bodies inside, you became close 
chums whether you liked it or not. The 
release of  these dear little cars in 1922 
began an extraordinary production run 
of  17 years. The outward appearance 

In the picture, left to right, we have the Mertons’ Big 7 tourer with Australian body by James 
Flood, an imported Big 7 saloon and on the lright, local identity Graham Logan with his dinky 
little Austin 7 sports car. So over the years Austin 7s were produced in huge quantities and 
there are thousands of  them around still. They were a people’s car then and they are a people’s 
car still. They’re a very affordable vintage car, easy to work on and parts are plentiful and cheap 
through the Austin 7 clubs. 

changed little by little over the years 
but the basic mechanical layout never 
changed. In 1938 and for one year 
only Austin produced a slightly larger 
version of  the Austin 7 called the Big 
7, and two of  these cars are shown in 
our picture. There is an Austin Big 7 
register in Leicestershire UK and it’s 
run by a very nice man, Robin Taylor. 
On a recent visit to Australia Robin and 

his wife were driven down to Somers 
in a Big 7 saloon and we all had a great 
lunch at the Somers Store.  

As a footnote: Austin Big 7s were 
never released in the UK as tourers and 
for our English visitors, a ride in our 
open tourer was a great novelty. Robin 
wanted to take it home with him!

BARRY MERTON
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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

Our purpose

Somers Paper Nautilus aims to connect all the groups and 
individuals of  Somers and to help reinforce a sense of  
community and belonging by giving them an avenue of  
expression through:

•	 News relevant to Somers and the surrounding area as 
well as items of  general interest.

•	 Stories and examples of  local creative endeavour.

•	 Letters.
The Paper Nautilus will not become involved in party 

politics nor take sides on any issue.  However, we encourage 
readers to feel free to express their opinions on matters that 
concern them and the Somers community.

The volunteer editorial committee will have the final 
decision of  the paper’s content and reserves the right to 
edit or omit any item on legal grounds or because of  space.  

Views expressed in the Nautilus are not necessarily shared 
by the editorial committee but are those of  the authors.

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

Ringtail possums
Ringtail possums feed at night, eating leaves, flowers and 
fruits of  both native and exotic garden plants.

They may rest during the night in several dreys – round 
nests built of  sticks and leaves that have been built in high 
tree forks or hollows – and they tend to return to their main 
drey as dawn approaches.

But the little pottery ringtail possum on the South Sea 
Foreshore must be suffering from insomnia as it will greet 
you from its coconut-husk drey any time of  the day or night.

Take a look but please do not take it. Leave it for others 
to enjoy.

ROSEMARY BIRNEY
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Vandalism of CFA sign
It is sad to think that the CFA Fire Danger Rating Sign was 
vandalised here in Somers when the perpetrators sought 
to alter the setting by bending the pointer. That we have a 
sign there for the general benefit of  residents one would 
think would be enough reason not to be a ‘smart alec’.
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Dear people of Somers, 
My name is Anne and for a considerable 
time I have worked as a volunteer on 
the Somers Foreshore. The land on 
the foreshore is partly managed by the 
Mornington Shire and DSE. I have 
worked with both organisations and 
have loved returning this beautiful land 
to its original state. Presently I work 
as a volunteer with the Mornington 
Shire, alongside Rosemary Birney, who 
like me, originally lived in Somers, 
and Marie Claire who is our trained 
contractor. 

I now live in Hastings and Rosemary 
lives in Montrose but both of  us travel each 
week to Somers to continue the restoration 
of  the land. I am almost 76 years of  age 
and whilst I am reasonably fit a time will 
come soon when I can no longer continue 
this work. Rosemary, who is also ageing, 
makes a great effort to attend each week 
and we all spend most of  the day working 
for the Somers community.

We love it but our days are numbered 
and we need to find Somers residents who 
are willing to continue the work. We are 
happy to train you and all we require is 
an hour or so each week from people 
who are passionate about Somers and 
its environment. Many residents pass us 
each day on their way to the beach and 
comment on how pleased they are to see 
the improvements we’ve made. 

Amazing plants have been discovered 
which we thought had long disappeared. 
Not all our finds have been revealed yet; 
they are under wraps until they reach an 
appropriate height so they cannot be 
removed clandestinely.

So, people of  Somers, we need your 
help. We work on Somers Foreshore every 
Friday from about 9 a.m. This activity takes 
place at Williams Point, off  Tasman Rd. 
We also attend every second Sunday of  the 
month on an area at the bottom of  South 
Sea Rd. We would love your commitment 
to revegetating Somers. You can come for 
a short while or a few hours. Every minute 
of  your time matters.

Thank you,
Anne Doran

FROGS in      
Garden Square

The Friends of  Garden Square 
(FROGS), a group that was active 
in the early 2000s, has been 
re-established after Mornington 
Peninsula Shire Council proposed to 
undertake various works to ‘improve’ 
the area.

Garden Square is in the original 
Palm Beach estate close to Somers 
General Store and the Boulevard.

The reformed FROGS include 
people living in the vicinity of  
Garden Square as well as a number of  
permanent residents who live farther 
afield and holiday-house owners 
who have fond memories of  Garden 
Square. 

In  September  2012 MPSC 
contractors demolished the wire 
fencing around the Garden Square 
tennis court. This followed a request 
by local residents that one section of  
the fence, which had been damaged 
by a falling tree branch, be removed 
or replaced. The removal of  the entire 
fence rather than its repair caused 
much concern among local residents 
and users of  the court.

Counc i l  ha s  subsequen t l y 
canvassed the views of   Palm Beach 
Estate residents, via a questionnaire, 
about its proposal to revamp Garden 
Square with picnic tables, an all-metal 
table-tennis table – now in place – and 
other works such as basketball hoops, 
swings, fitness equipment, a tennis 
hit-up wall and garden beds. 

The questionnaire did not ask 
residents whether they would like 
the court to remain. Yet a number 
of  residents noted in their responses 
that they would like the court to be 
retained. 

Council says it is concerned by 
the condition of  the court, however, 
FROGS notes that the court continues 
to be used regularly by many locals.

The new FROGS committee is 

headed by Sally Holdsworth, President, 
who lives on the edge of  Garden 
Square. The committee has already 
established contact with the SRA and 
had its first meeting with the local 
member of  council, Frank Martin, as 
well as Fiona Colquhoun, recreational 
planner with the Mornington Peninsula 
Shire.

Sally said that while FROGS had 
no objection to much of  Council’s 
plan to redevelop Garden Square, the 
sticking point was the future of  the 
remaining asphalt tennis court after 
the removal of  the fence. 

The point made by FROGS was 
that it was not calling for money 
to be spent on the court; it simply 
wanted the court left as is and did not 
otherwise object to Council’s plans to 
landscape and enhance some facilities 
at the Square.

“We are most concerned that 
Garden Square is not over-developed 
and we strongly believe the tennis 
court, a valuable and well-used 
community asset, should be preserved. 
Many in the community have voiced 
concerns at the possible removal of  
the court,” Sally said.

For many Somers residents and 
holidaymakers Garden Square is a 
peaceful, natural haven and an original 
part of  old Somers – a heritage square 
from the 1920s. It is a place for birds, 
koalas, petanque and the joys of  
parents and grandparents teaching 
very young children about tennis on 
the casual court, which is available for 
anyone to use at any time. 

Sally also said that FROGS had 
indicated to the Council that it would 
be willing to establish a Committee of  
Management to ensure community 
involvement in all future plans for 
the area.

If  you would like to join FROGS, 
find out more about the works 
proposed, or simply voice your 
thoughts on the plans for Garden 
Square, you are invited to contact 
FROGS at sally.holdsworth@me.com.

TONY DUBOUDIN
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The koalas’ friend 
wins recognition

A Somers resident helped to obtain 
an OAM in the Australia Day honours 
for her friend and animal carer Jennie 
Bryant, who lives in Tyabb.

L e s l e y  L e w i s  w r o t e  t h e 
recommendation to the Honours 
Secretariat at Government House in 
Canberra outlining Jennie’s tireless work 
over more than 30 years helping wildlife.

An outspoken and straightforward 
advocate for wildlife, Jennie has been 
working for injured and sick animals 
since the 1970s and with her late husband 
Joseph established a Koala Rescue and 
Rehabilitation Hospital in Tyabb in 2000 
on her 4.5 hectare property in Tyabb.

Her work with koalas, many 
people believe, has been instrumental 
in maintaining the population on the 
Mornington Peninsula.

“I am fortunate in that my partner 
James supports what I do,” Jennie said.

She does not confine herself  to caring 
for koalas but also takes in possums, 
kangaroos and birds. In addition she 
also has her own pets which include two 
toy poodles, two sheep, nine miniature 
ponies and two cats – quite a menagerie.

When I visited her at her property 
she was caring for a couple of  injured 
swans and some tortoise that were 
enjoying the special pond she has built. 
There are a number of  cages for injured 
birds on the property, some the size of  
small rooms.

Jennie, 59, has become a sort of  
clearing house for a large part of  the 
Peninsula as she takes in injured animals 
from Red Hill, Arthurs Seat, Dromana, 
Rye and Rosebud.

I get the feeling that Jennie’s first love 
are koalas and she is concerned that the 
population on this side of  the Peninsula, 
and around her area in particular, is 
falling dramatically due mainly to human 
encroachment on their territory.

“There are too many people. In a 
decade there may be none (koalas) left 

Wednesday 16 January saw an inspection 
of  the finished work on a refurbished 
seawall at Merricks Creek by the 
Federal Minister for Environment 
and Climate Change, Ryan Smith. 
The 75-metre stone seawall, funded 
by the Commonwealth government, 
cost $400,000. It replaced a wooden 
structure that was failing , so the 
Department of  Sustainability and 
Environment as part of  the Protecting 
our Bays program, recommended its 
replacement. In the photograph are SRA 
President Kingsley Culley, Member 
for Hastings Neale Burgess, Ross 
Millen and Brian Evans of  the Somers 
Foreshore Committee, and seated is the 
Minister, Ryan Smith. 

Completed sea wall

Merricks-Coolart 
Catchment Landcare 
welcomes new 
members

The Merricks-Coolart Catchment 
Landcare group, originally started in 
the 1980s but lapsed in the late ’90s, 
re-formed in August 2012. It is now 
going strong with 30 members and 
an exciting program of  activities and 

projects. The group welcomes new 
members – please contact the Secretary, 
Michele Sabto (onedaydoris@yahoo.
com.au) if  you are interested in joining 
us. Prospective members who would 
like to know more about the group are 
also welcome to attend an upcoming 
general meeting. The group’s aims are 
to protect the diversity and extent of  
natural ecosystems and species in the 
catchment and to protect and improve 
the quality of  water in the catchment’s 
waterways.

MICHELE SABTO
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Jennie with a young kookaburra which, when well enough, will be released back to where the 
parent birds are.

Jennie has a close association with FOLKLAW who were so pleased her work with sick and 
injured wildlife has been recognised that they organised a barbeque in her honour.
At the barbeque in her honour, with Jennie are President of  FOLKLAW, Phil Birchall, 
Lesley Lewis who made the submission for Jennie’s OAM, and hosts Karin and Peter Cooper. 

around here,” Jennie said.
Funding to keep the koala hospital 

and the rescue service going comes 
partly from Jennie herself, public 
donations and the Brigitte Bardot 
Foundation, the organisation founded 
by the animal rights activist and French 
screen legend of  the 1950s and ’60s of  
the same name.

Support is also provided by members 
of  FOLKLAW, a group dedicated to the 
care of  koalas and their habitat.

In her submission to the Honours 
Secretariat, Lesley Lewis highlighted 
the enormous effort Jennie puts into 
her work.

“Often a distressed person will 
phone Jennie seeking aid and she has 
always responded immediately by 
collecting the koala/wildlife and taking 
it back to her shelter for treatment and 
rehabilitation,” Lesley wrote.

She also pointed out the 24-hour-a-
day/365-days-a-year dedication required 
to care for wildlife and the difficulty of  
obtaining the right sort of  gum leaves 
with which to feed her recovering koalas. 

“The diet of  koalas is extremely 
specific and Jennie has had to drive all 
around the Mornington Peninsula to 
collect the types of  gum leaves they eat,” 

Lesley wrote.
Jennie Bryant is a totally dedicated 

person who does not begrudge a 
moment of  her time when it comes to 
saving animals.

“It’s all about alleviating their pain 
and distress. And when you set them 
free to where they came from, that’s the 
best bit of  all,” she said.
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Australia Day 
Award for Bruce 
McCallum

The Mornington Peninsula Shire 
proclaimed Bruce their 2013 Citizen 
of  the Year for his contribution 
and dedication to the community. 
Ever since his permanent residence 
in Somers he applied himself  to 
community affairs by becoming a 

member of  the Somers Fire Brigade, 
being elected to an officer’s position 
and eventually taking the responsibility 
of  captain for a period of  10 years. At 
the same time Bruce did sterling work 
on the Foreshore Committee for 17 
years, including being chairman for 
eight years.

During the era of  the Kennett 
reforms, Bruce was president of  Somers 
School Council and together with other 
council members fought successfully to 
retain the school.

His working life of  37 years was 
spent at Woodleigh School in the 
senior campus where he was involved 
in positions such as Director of  
Enrolments.

For recreation Bruce sailed at Somers 
Yacht Club, where he was also secretary 
for a number of  years. 

Now retired, as a responsibility 
of  the award he is looking forward 
to attending, in the next 12 months, 
citizenship ceremonies and speaking 
to our new citizens about the rewards 
of  volunteering in our society. Also, 
perhaps there will be more time for 
him to give to his position as a Justice 
of  the Peace.

Certainly Bruce is a worthy winner 
of  this award.

ROD NUSKE

Alan Rae       
awarded OAM for 
community service

Alan’s connection with Somers began 
in 1958 when he met his future wife 
Robin, whose family had purchased a 
property in Parklands Avenue in 1948. 
He began sailing a Mirror which was 
launched from the beach. In 1972 he 
joined Somers Yacht Club where their 
children, Felicity, Fiona, Jeremy and 
Kirsty enjoyed social aspects of  the 
club including some racing. Both Alan 
and Robin were keen windsurfers. 
After Robin’s death in 1997, he met 

Jadzia in 2002 and they married in 
2008.

His secondary education was 
at Melbourne High after which he 
qualified at RMIT with an Associate 
Diploma in Civil Engineering. Alan 
then embarked on his career, firstly with 
the MMBW before spending a year in 
Wales on major steel works. Returning 
to Melbourne he took employment 
with Leighton Contractors and was 
responsible for estimating in Victoria, 
Tasmania and South Australia. In1978, 
Alan commenced a practise as a 
private consulting engineer and is now 
recognised as a leading authority in the 
preparation of  cost plans for major 
infrastructure projects. He consults to 
contractors such as Thiess, consulting 
engineers GHD, and VicRoads for 
the state government. Local projects 
included Eastlink and Penlink. 

Alan was an elder of  St Martin’s 
Uniting Church in Beaumaris and was 
involved with the younger families of  
the congregation. During this period 
he was also a member of  Beaumaris 
North School Council arranging the 
erection of  an adventure playground 
at the school. He also served on the 
committee of  the Beaumaris Sea Scouts, 
being responsible for the reconstruction 
of  a jetty that had been removed by a 
very substantial storm.

He became a charter member of  
the Rotary Club of  Sandringham and 
has been President twice and initiated 
the Rotary Citizenship Awards in both 
primary and secondary schools. Alan 
started the Point to Point Swim, a 
1600-metre swim involving the Rotary 
Club and the Hampton Life Saving 
Club. He also arranged for a tram 
shelter in Sandringham using donated 
materials and construction by local 
trade apprentices. The shelter displayed 
a history of  horse trams operating 
between Brighton and Beaumaris in the 
1890s and the electric trams which they 
replaced in the early 1900s.

In the 1980s and ’90s Alan and Robin 
hosted Rotary Youth Exchange students 
from Japan, Sweden, Denmark, Belgium 



7

Jill Duboudin at the Red Cross stall serving coffee to visiting fellow 
Somers residents, Anne Woodward and Sally Holdsworth.Open garden at ‘Thurulgoona’

and the USA.
Between 2000 and 2002, Alan co-

ordinated an aid project, the building of  
a library for the Ben Hur Community 
near the Kalahari Desert in Namibia. 
He raised $15,000 from the Rotary 
Club, Rotarians and friends which was 
matched by The Rotary Foundation. 
These in turn were matched by AusAid. 
This finally meant that there was $70,000 
to spend on the project. The building 
was constructed by Oxfam Canada 
at a cost of  $20,000 with the balance 
being spent on library equipment, books 
and a computer. The Rotary Club of  
Windhoek (capital of  Namibia) assisted. 

The community  comprises 

four ethnic communities, Hereros, 
Tswanas, Damaras and Bushmen and 
was established under Apartheid. The 
population of  2400, where literacy is 52% 
(Bushmen 23%) make use of  the library. 
The library is used by both a school and 
the community. Families commute for a 
distance of  up to 20 km, usually walking 
but some use donkey carts. Children 
from outlying areas are accommodated 
at a communally operated hostel. Beds 
often accommodate three or four 
children. There is a composite fee of  20 
cents per term which some struggle to 
afford. He made three visits to Namibia 
for the project, usually on his return trips 
from Cross Country ski races in Europe.

I think it is quite obvious that 
Alan has made, and is still making a 
remarkable voluntary contribution to 
many communities and the awarding of  
an OAM to him for Community Services 
is well justified.

ROD NUSKE

The beautiful gardens of  Malcolm and Tamie Frasers' property  'Thurulgoona', Merricks.
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Tennis club’s    
‘new’ courts

Somers has two ‘new’ tennis courts 
– well almost new. Somers Tennis 
Club has recently completed a total 
resurfacing of  the two hard courts at 
the club.

They have been resurfaced in 
Rebound-Ace HSA cushioned hard 
court – a similar surface to that used at 
the National Tennis Centre on which 
the Australian Open is played.

The resurfacing process, which took 
two weeks, involved grinding back and 
sanding the old surface of  the courts, 
which had deteriorated over 25 years of  
their life, before covering them with a 
compound which fills, seals and forms 
a water barrier and is also an adhesive 
for the rubberised matting which is then 
laid over the entire playing surface.

This was then followed by two filler 
coats before the final four surface coats 
were applied for the final finish.

This surface has a similar hard-court 
bounce and is much kinder on players’ 

knees and hips.
Somers Tennis Club president 

Graeme Wilson said the new surface 
would last for decades and give players 
a true bounce as well as removing the 
cracks and unevenness of  the old surface 
which had reached the stage that it could 
have constituted a danger to players.

 “The resurfaced courts will be a 
great boon for the club and will provide 
an even better environment for up and 
coming young players as well as older 
members to play on.”

The club has applied through the 
Mornington Peninsula Shire to the State 
Government for a grant to cover some 
of  the costs of  resurfacing and is waiting 
to hear if  it has been successful. If  it 
fails to secure a grant then the club will 
borrow the balance of  the cost. The 
club has raised more than $20,000 to 
go towards to cost of  the resurfacing.

While the work was in progress 
the club had to relocate its home 
competition matches to neighbouring 
clubs.

With more than 120 members, 
Somers Tennis Club is one of  the most 
successful clubs in the area, having 
grown its membership significantly over 
the past six years and is still expanding.

TONY DUBOUDIN
   

 The rubberised mat in place ready to be spread and glued to the newly prepared surface.

Getting toward the end of  the resurfacing 
project, President of  Somers Tennis Club 
Graeme Wilson in discussion with one of  
the hard-working contractors.

   ITProfessor    
  

Business and Home 
fixed ADSL & wireless 3G 

data & networks. 
PC Maintenance. 

  

Websites. Shops. Email. 
Development. Hosting. Support. 

Domain & SEO Management. 
  

Business Systems Analysis. 
Project Management. 

  

Contact Matthew Taylor to discuss 
your needs in plain English 

or bits & bytes. 
  

support@itprofessor.com.au 
Phone Message  03 9024 2524 

ITProfessor Pty Ltd - Box 424 Somers 
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Cruising to New 
Caledonia

It all began with a mad idea back in 
September. My two sons enjoy each 
other’s company but don’t organise time 
together. What could I do to promote 
family relationships? Granddaughter 
Aleah and I had a wonderful trip for a 
wedding in New York last May. Coming 
home we had thoroughly enjoyed our 
coach tour in the Canadian Rockies 
and the Inside Passage cruise in Alaska. 
Perhaps a family cruise? Family was 
delighted, then the questions: cost, 
could I afford it, my expectations, their 
annual leave times and which cruise? 
We agreed on a week cruising to New 
Caledonia from Sydney from 7 January. 

Gathering at Tullamarine was 
exciting, especially for the children. Aleah 
was a seasoned traveller but the others 
were ready for discoveries. I delighted 
in the wonder shown by the youngest 
two. Hudson, 4, had flown before but 
for Annessa at 2 it was all new. Qantas 
flight to Sydney then Maxi taxi to the ship 
and we checked in, all very formal as we 
were ‘leaving the country’. Each of  us 
had a Sea Pass card which opened our 
cabin and served as billing card on board 
and passport for shore days. We found 
our cabins, lunched in the informal 
cafeteria then went ashore to meet a 
friend who had come from Newcastle 
with her daughter and grandchildren 
to see us off. Helen, Ann and I had 
worked together in PNG 40 years ago 
and adopted each other. Our families 
had fun meeting and adopting each 
other. We shared happy memories over 
a cuppa and a walk around Circular Quay. 
Helen had significantly helped us care 
for our newborn David in PNG in his 
first month of  life.

Rhapsody of  the Seas took 2450 
passengers to New Caledonia including 
us nine. Sailing was delayed from 6pm 
to after 9pm due to ‘administrative 
problems’. We joked that he hadn’t paid 
his grocery bill. Our first two days were 

at sea, water everywhere; how big is the 
Pacific! I saluted those early seafarers 
who ventured far. Annessa was most 
impressed with ‘ocean’. We swam in the 
shipboard pools, enjoyed some shipboard 
entertainment, sat around chatting, found 
new friends and enjoyed our lovely 
cabins. Cruise companies like to ‘upsell’ 
everything; a cabin is called a Stateroom. 
They also have novel ways of  selling more 
and you can charge it all to your very 
convenient Sea Pass. Sad it doesn’t work 
at home; it has lost its magic! 

The ship is a floating city with cabins 
on Decks 2, 3, 5, 7, 8. Deck 9 has two 
swimming pools, gym, cafeteria, coffee 
& cakes, and a rock-climbing wall. 
Deck 10 has four Kids Club areas plus 
a mezzanine walking track. Decks 4, 5, 
6 have facilities such as theatres, main 
dining room, specialty restaurants, dance 
hall, shops, photo gallery, art auction, 
casino, bars. Three groups of  lifts or 
‘elevators’ are mid-ships, fore and aft. 
Mid-ships has five lifts together, two with 
glass facing the tall Atrium. Everywhere 
is beautifully decorated, lots of  glitz or 
‘bling’. The staff  spoil the guests every 
chance they get. Deck 1 has the staff  
quarters, a medical centre and other 
facilities. The big diesels are below there 
with enough power for a small city. It 
amazes me that the ship doesn’t roll more 
with only eight metres below water line 
to the keel and with so much structure 
(10 decks) above the water line.

On our third morning we saw land 
on the distant horizon, then tiny islands 
and finally Noumea harbour. Noumea is 
a small city of  260,000 people, French 
speaking and a mixture of  original 
Melanesian people and Europeans. Some 
parts looked good but it was easy to find 
squalor. I guess money is spent only on 
essentials. I found reminders of  PNG, 
particularly Lae in the late 1960s. Adrian 
saw the French influence particularly in 
architecture. Adrian was delighted that 
his French from 20 years ago was still 
in good shape. A French Province, the 
currency is the Pacific Franc, tied to the 
Euro. We asked about the independence 
vote in 2014 and learnt that about 70% 

want an ongoing province relationship 
with France. They see the independence 
problems of  Fiji and Vanuatu, prefer 
the stability of  Europe and enjoy being 
citizens of  the EU. We took a guided 
tour of  Noumea then chose different 
things to do: explore the market, walk 
around town, went to the beach, had 
lunch beside the water. I tried to visit 
the museum but had run out of  Francs 
and they refused A$. I had used A$ at 
markets and shops which sell to tourists. 
I even bought coffee for a mixed 
A$1.50+F200. Official places are not 
tuned to tourists and only accept Francs. 
100 Francs is roughly $1. I went back 
to the ship to get some change, back 
ashore to find my family waiting at the 
bus terminal – they had left the beach. 
As the tour lady said, I had a typical 
Noumea day, OK in parts with some 
frustrations. Even the ink stamp (my 
bus ticket) on my arm had sweated off  
in the humidity. That tour lady told me 
they were searching for better ink! 

New Caledonia supplies 25% of  
the world’s nickel needs from an island 
500km by 60km. Half  the workforce are 
in nickel mining and treatment. 

After a hard day ‘touristing’, dinner 
was well earned. We had ‘our table’ always 
for dinner in the main dining room all 
together. Our table waiters, Marilyn and 
Anthony from the Philippines, were 
excellent. The food was so good and 
we ate too much, it’s too easy to gain 
weight. With the cruise and Christmas 
I added 3kg! We could also book at 
specialty restaurants, or eat casually in 
the cafeteria-style dining room or the 
take-away bar beside the pool. 

Overnight we moved on to Isle of  
Pines, our second shore day. We were 
up early for breakfast and went ashore 
before the rush. This was my birthday 
and our waiters celebrated it with a 
muffin and one candle. How sweet! I 
guess my family organised that. The 
ship had anchored and let down four 
lifeboats which each hold 120 passengers 
to ferry us ashore. Deck 1 has several 
large fold-down doors which become 
boarding platforms just above water 
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level. We could step easily into our boat 
for transfer to the shore jetty. A party of  
dancers welcomed us ashore plus the 
ship’s photographers and son Adrian, 
our photographer. 

Locals greeted us on Isle of  Pines 
at market stalls with the usual trinkets 
and clothing as we walked to a pretty 
cove. We settled on a shaded beach 
with beautiful sand and coral fragments. 
Offshore was a coral outcrop some 15 
metres tall, perhaps the result of  slow 
uplift which occurs here. Swimming was 
good. Snorkels and goggles gave us good 
views of  the abundant small fish. Our 
kids began excavating and built a large 
sand castle. The adults explored to find 
a restaurant, a guest house and sellers 
of  local food. 

Produce included coconuts and 
the local stew of  fish, chicken, sweet 
potato, pawpaw and greens in a woven 
palm-leaf  container, all cooked in an 
earth oven. Also cakes, crepes, coconut 
fritters, banana fritters and fruit platters. 
I was impressed with how clean these 
vendors kept things and brought Susie 
back at lunchtime to select food. She was 
instantly accepted to hold their toddler 
while mother served us with food. Susie 
and mother became good friends and we 
brought Adrian along later to converse 
better in French. We had a lovely day 
on Isle of  Pines. At dinner Susie was 
encouraging me to finish my main 
course! A team of  waiters had arrived 
with a chocolate cake inscribed ‘Happy 
Birthday, Grandpa’. They surrounded us 
and sang Happy Birthday. Lovely people! 
Chocolate cake all round and half  left 
over so I asked Marilyn if  she could share 
it with staff. My day was excellent!

Along the way I nominated some 
extra Grandpa responsibilities. Aleah, 
Darien and I shared a cabin and we asked 
for Annessa and Hudson to stay with 
us to give parents a ‘child-free’ evening 
of  shipboard entertainment. Maybe the 
kids enjoyed their evening as much as 
their parents. It certainly was fun to sit 
with them while Darien did a fine job 
of  reading stories such as ‘The Wonky 
Donkey’ and ‘Hugless Douglas’. There 

were more stories but I forget titles.
I also attended a talk on ‘Aging 

Gracefully’, expecting to hear about 
keeping the brain active with suitable 
study. No, no, no, it was all about 
smoothing wrinkles with this or that 
treatment. Six ladies and two guys, 
silly fellas, but I did have a good chat 
to Pam, a community radio announcer 
from Brisbane who also teaches U3A. 
We agreed that wrinkles added dignity 
to our age so why erase them! I also 
met several young people who happily 
included me in their chat as we shared 
a hot tub at the Solarium pool. Matt a 
butcher from Servicetown SA, Nick a 
Foxtel engineer from Sydney and others.

Leaving Isle of  Pines we set course 
for Sydney, passing between two islands 
with high cliffs. It looked like a large 
caldera now invaded by the ocean. I must 
research the geology. Isle of  Pines had 
pumice mixed in the sand and coral. The 
pumice floated so could have come a 
long way or from a nearby volcano. 

Late on our second day at sea my 
mobile phone found Telstra signal and I 
could SMS – how spoilt we are! Monday 
morning 5am, back in Sydney Harbour 
with its beautiful bays and points, home 
again! Maxi Taxi again and Qantas 
whizzed us to Tullamarine and we were 
really home.

My family talks about this trip. 
Hudson has been telling all his preschool 
friends about it. I wish I was a ‘fly on 
the wall’! Annessa remembers and talked 
animatedly with Fiona at Flight Centre 
recently. Great to share this experience 
with family, so much rich stuff  to do. 
Seeing how we interacted, chatted and 
shared is rich stuff  for me. I loved that 
my family adults had time to share. I 
loved that my grandkids could enjoy time 
with uncle and aunt, to be comfortable 
together. I know Aleah had good fun 
with a group of  teenagers. I loved time 
with each of  them and with all of  them. 
Would I do it again? Sure would! Where 
to next time? More shore days say my 
boys! Maybe family holidays onshore, 
perhaps Byron Bay!

KEVIN CLOSE

Lord Somers Camp and Power House host 
a weekend twice a year at Somers to provide 
entertainment for children suffering a progressive 
illness, and to give their parents and/or carers, 
time free from the care of  their children. It 
provides the opportunity for them to take a 
walk along the beach, sit and read the papers 
or just ‘chill out’ for the weekend. Volunteers 
from LSC& PH staff  the camp and even 
pay for the privilege. Additional entertainment 
is provided by such groups as the Dandenong 
Harley Owners Group and the CFA. This 
weekend of  help has been operating since 
1989. In this photo a Harley owner is about to 
provide a very special, safe but exciting ride for 
a VSK (Very Special Kid).

REMEDIAL MASSAGE 
THERAPIST
Robin Mason
CRIB POINT
Ph: 0409 308 027
http://rmmassage.com
Rmmassage on Facebook
AAMT member, Health Fund 
Receipts

Very Special Kids
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www.justshoreline.com.au

 

 

High Tech Dentistry with Good Old Fashioned Care 
Ph: 5983 5348 

 

 

 

 

Dental Trauma Fridge Cheat Sheet: 
 
Broken Tooth 

1. Apply pressure on any bleeding 
2. Find broken fragment and place in milk/saliva 
3. Contact dentist 

 
Loose Tooth 

1. Apply pressure on any bleeding 
2. Gently push tooth back into position 
3. Check no interference on biting 
4. Contact dentist 

 
Tooth Completely Knocked Out 

1. Pick tooth up by crown only 
2. Suck on tooth to remove dirt 
3. Put tooth root (pointy part) back into socket 
4. Contact dentist 

OR 
1. Put tooth into milk/saliva 
2. Contact dentist  (as soon as possible) 

 

‘A room with a view’ was a charming melody by Noel Coward in 
1928 and surely must apply to this prunus tree-house in Somers where 
Charlotte and Hughie are so happy with their upstairs play-house. 
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Welcome to Kingston, Jamaica

Having just flown into Kingston 
Jamaica, our first objective was to find 
what local transport was available from 
the airport into the city. It seemed 
that the vast majority of  people (both 
locals and tourists) opted for the quick 
and easy method of  just grabbing a 
taxi. Glenice and I knew from past 
experiences in other cities that more 
often than not there is a cheaper option 
available. We found it ($12 versus 
$35), so off  we bused into the heart 
of  Kingston, where the buses parked 
in bays diagonally between two roads, 
allowing for easy access in and out of  
the area, as opposed to taxis that would 
drop you a little further away from this 
epicentre. Having retrieved our packs 
from the bus, I started to move across 
an empty bay next to ours, only to be 
greeted by the sound of  screeching 
tyres that were attached to a car whose 
driver had also seen the empty bay, 
and was very keen on using the easy 
access to the road for purposes vastly 
different to ours – we had just arrived, 
while he and his buddies were very 
keen to depart. He, through blind luck 
rather than good management, missed 
transforming me into a bonnet emblem 
by about a metre (it was very doubtful 
that he could have stopped even if  

he had wanted to – which he didn’t!). 
Obviously we were a little shocked 
by this and as we looked back in the 
direction that the rampant chariot had 
come from, the situation became a little 
clearer. There were four members of  
the Royal Jamaican Constabulary in 
chase, the leading two with guns drawn, 
chasing the now long-gone vehicle, 
yelling commands and instructions as 
they did so. Many of  the locals in the 
immediate area were nonplussed to say 
the least, but others just seemed to take 
it in their stride and continued their 
activities as if  this was nothing out of  
the ordinary. We decided very quickly 
that we would now catch a taxi to the 
bus terminal that services the whole 
island, and headed off  to Ocho Rios in 
the north as soon as possible.

Having said all that, I firmly believe 
we were in the wrong place at the wrong 
time, which can happen anywhere in the 
world. Apart from this minor (nearly 
major) setback, the rest of  Jamaica was 
lovely and very enjoyable, even though 
the tourism aspect was a little over the top 
at times, and too many of  the younger 
locals saw themselves as reincarnations 
of  Bob Marley!

RICHARD CARR

When our children 
fly the coop
I have noticed a phenomenon among 
friends (including myself) that relates 
to a mother’s reaction to the last of  
her children leaving home. It does not 
appear to matter whether you work 
full time or are a mum at home, this 
moment is a re-defining point in your 
life.

For mothers, our children are a high 
priority in day-to-day life over many years. 
We all manage this in different ways and at 
different levels of  involvement but being 
responsible for their welfare and daily 
management is part of  our definition 
of  who we are, whether we consciously 
realise this or not. So when the last child 
leaves it is a defining moment. Of  course 
we are delighted that all that hard work 
has paid off  and our children can go out 
into the world and be independent, but 
where does that leave us?

It seems to me that our reaction 
often sneaks up on us as we think how 
good it is to have more freedom to 
do as we wish but don’t recognise that 
something significant has changed and 
we may actually have a sense of  loss 
which is undefined. The result is that we 
can feel unsettled, not quite sure what 
our purpose is now. Observing others 
I note a sense of  purposelessness and a 
searching around for something to fill that 
void: a new hobby; a significant change 
in employment; a new interest?

Summertime at Somers only makes 
this worse as all those activities that 
revolved around children and living at 
the beach are now not happening.

I am not sure if  there is anything that 
can be done about it but perhaps it helps 
to understand that this is a significant 
moment and therefore be aware of  the 
reason for our sense of  being a bit ‘at 
sea’. It also helps to know that we are 
not alone in these feelings and perhaps 
it is helpful to talk to friends and family.

Once recognised, hopefully we can 
all come to terms with the change and 
readjust our lifestyle to suit. 

MARGARET TILLEARDThe home of  Bob Marley, photographed by Richard Carr.
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Our old friend

When we take our daily walks, we often 
notice things changing, or something 
missing. Sometimes we notice we 
haven’t seen someone for a while. And 
we wonder what has happened. It will be 
this way for some who know Goldsmith 
Street. My old red kelpie, Rascal, has 
died. I know she had friends, people who 
regularly walk that way and would say 
“Hi Red Dog” or to their partner “Gee, 
Brown Dog’s getting on” or “G’day 
mate” or even “Bad dog, go home”.  

That dog was our friend and protector 
for 15 years. The kids that giggled and 
played with the fluffy brown pup, when 
a tennis ball outsized her head, grew to be 
young adults, driving cars, moving away, 
and moving back again.

We had walked to Somers Primary 
School almost every day for seven or eight 
years and if  we tied her up at the gate to 
go into the yard, she would yelp every 
single time to see her family walking away. 
She still did this on our very last trip away, 
when, two days before she died, I left her 
at camp to walk to the toilet block. The 
weak bark of  an old dog turned to shrill 
yelping that could be heard hundreds of  
metres away. In the last few days of  her life, 
she swam in the Goulburn River, sniffed 
around an old church at Caveat, lay in the 
main street of  Yea watching people stroll 
by, explored the bush raising clouds of  
butterflies as she did and watched the sun 
set on distant hills. Wouldn’t we all like to 
go doing what we love?

Rascal was a fearful dog, making her 
appear a bit unsociable as she sought to 
establish her role before things invaded 
her personal space. She was selective in 
her acceptance of  people and animals but 
if  she let you in to her circle you were one 
of  the good ones and she loved you. We 
loved that dog with all her faults as she 
loved us with all our faults.  We had great 
times together, formed lovely memories 
and she made us smile every day – qualities 
a human would be proud to have.

We will miss Rascal in our home and 
our hearts and our lives, but to those who 
avoided the top end of  Goldsmith Street, 
please know that you can pass by safely 
again now!

DELINE SKINNER, Feb. 2013

The historic property of  Coolart in January was again the venue for an art exhibition 
organised by Without Pier Gallery. Studying the work ‘Chapel Street’ by Craig Penny are 
Florence Lee, Barbara Schwartz and her friend Elaine Wood, who were also greatly impressed 
with many of  the paintings and glassware on display.  

This family group was quite intrigued by this work by Bill Linford in the style of  John 
Brack, who is considered the Master of  Urban Irony.
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South Sea Bushland Reserve      
transformed by volunteers

Residents of  Somers who have ventured 
down to the beach through the South 
Sea Bushland Reserve lately will have 
noticed that there’s been a stunning 
transformation in the landscape. An 
area that for years was smothered in 
pest plants like blackberry and cape ivy 
has been cleared, breathing new life 
into the area. 

Friends of  South Sea Foreshore 
Bushland Reserve volunteers have been 
hard at work clearing out pest plants 
and planting native species in their 
place. Where possible local seeds have 
been used together with plants sourced 
from local native nurseries, to ensure 
that species planted are indigenous to 
the local area. 

The clearing has allowed native 
plants to regenerate alongside the new 
plantings. Manna Gums, Bursaria, 
Coastal Raspberry and Coastal Banksia, 
together with grasses and sedges like 
Wallaby Grass and Spear Grass are 
among the native species now flourishing 
in the Reserve. 

Since the first plantings, topsoil that 
was previously almost non-existent on 
the sloping land is building up, thanks 
mostly to the native grasses. That bodes 
well for future regeneration.

The Project got underway just over 
two years ago with support from the 
Shire of  Mornington Peninsula and 
slowly but surely, with the efforts of  
the Friends Group, the landscape is 
returning to its natural beauty. Volunteer 
Rosemary Birney says: “We started 
small, not taking on too much at a time, 
expanding gradually and that has worked 
well”.

The job is not over yet. There’s more 
to be cleared and future planting to be 
done. If  you would like to be involved as 
a volunteer transforming this beautiful 
coastal bushland reserve, please contact 
Rosemary Birney, phone 0405 754 772 
or email rosemary.birney@bigpond.com 
or just go along to help at a working bee 

on the second Sunday of  the month.
The Project is supported by the 

Port Phillip and Westernport CMA 
through funding from the Australian 
Government’s Caring for Our Country.

ILONA FENNER 
Project Communication Officer 

Port Phillip and Westernport CMA 
email: Ilona.fenner@ppwcma.vic.gov.au

Off  the Williams Point Track before work done by South Sea Bushland Reserve volunteers.

Off  the Williams Point Track after work done by South Sea Bushland Reserve volunteers.

Some puns            
from the internet

Those who jump off  a bridge in 
Paris are in Seine.
Practise safe eating – always use 
condiments.
A hangover is the wrath of  
grapes.
When two egotists meet, it’s an I 
for an I.
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The wooden 
suitcase
This story was originally written by Jacob (Jay) 
Nagl for his 12 adult grandchildren and was 
more recently read to the Men’s Probus Club 
in Balnarring. Paper Nautilus readers may 
recall another piece by Jay published on page 
24 in last year’s March issue. That story 
talked about a horse-drawn ride with his 
grandfather, when they delivered a wagonload 
of  watermelons to market way back in 1940. 
The happy episode was set in Ruma, his 
childhood hometown, in the final year of  the 
Kingdom of  Yugoslavia. The Kingdom itself  
was a creation of  the Treaty of  Versailles 
following the demise of  his grandfather’s 
much-loved Austro-Hungarian Empire, not 
long before.

Today’s bittersweet events happened just 
four years later and focus on his father. He was 
a carpenter whose contractual work kept him 
away from home a lot. They’re still in the same 
home, but the town is now in the death throes 
of  the short-lived, Axis-created ‘Independent’ 
State of  Croatia where a communist-inspired 
takeover is imminent.

ROD NUSKE

They were overwhelmed by the 
terrifying predicament facing their 
family and the whole town in the 
next two weeks, and underneath that 
numbing load, the pair struggled to 
say something, anything, to connect 

in a meaningful way. But no, both 
were again tongue-tied or emotionally 
stunted and could not break through. 
Not because they didn’t care for 
each other, they did, but because the 
12-year-old boy and his father had 
been apart for most of  the boy’s life 
and neither knew what to say or do to 
break the impasse. 

It had been this way whenever they 
were by themselves. Never a cuddle or 
ride on his back or kicking a ball. Even 
little treats after long absences were not 
part of  his make-up. Not surprisingly 
the hurt of  their long estrangement was 
swelling.

Still, and thankfully, by the end 

of  this particular day the balloon of  
hurtful silences would be punctured in 
an unexpected way where talking was 
not needed. The single, perhaps singular, 
bonding moment became their bedrock. 
It made the looming calamity more 
bearable in the little time left to them. 

The pair was of  course, my father 
and me, and the particular day was 
Saturday, 16 September, way back in 
1944. The heated and hurtful talking 
and life-changing decisions made at the 
previous day’s family get-together in our 
big room were haunting both of  us, no 
doubt at different levels. 

The big room is dominated by the 
door-height square brick oven. It was 
our home’s main heat source in winter 
and doubled as bread and general baking 
oven throughout the year. On its flat 
top there was enough room to make 
a bed in midwinter. Backless benches 
around the two sides, which faced into 
the room, could easily seat three or four 
on each side. Sitting on those benches 
in wintertime, with your back against 
the warm bricks, remains a cherished 
memory. Your mind was full of  wonder 
by looking through the window at falling 
snowflakes – some seemingly as big as 
your hand, or long icicles hanging off  
the edge of  the snow-capped roof, or 

The home in Ruma.
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marveling at the flowers miraculously 
frosted on the inside of  double-sashed 
windows. For me, the dead silence of  
it all was another astonishing sensation.

Yesterday though, on that fateful 
autumn Friday, there were no icicles or 
frost flowers, in fact the oven wasn’t 
even lit, but the two benches around 
it and the benches either side of  the 
long table and several footstools were all 
taken up by uncles and aunts and cousins 
and grandparents and mum and dad. 
My 3-year-old sister Fran and I were on 
the floor in the corner next to the oven, 
sternly told to be quiet or go outside if  
we couldn’t do that. 

Earlier that week, on Wednesday, 
Town Criers heralded that:

“Three goods trains will be made 
available early next week to Volksdeutsche 
families who wish to abandon home and 
property and evacuate to Germany. Only 
minimal personal effects and basic food 
for a two- or three-week journey will be 
allowed. Families must register promptly 
at Wehrmacht HQ on Main St and be 
ready to embark within two hours of  
further notice.”

When he registered the names of  our 
family members who would evacuate, 
granddad was warned that evacuation 
trains were likely to encounter many 
delays on route. They were restricted 
to night travel and even then had low 
priority – military traffic of  personnel 
and supply trains had absolute priority 
and regular scheduled civil trains also 
had higher priority. Additionally there 
was a high probability that we would 
encounter some local ‘terrorist’ action 
or aerial attacks by Russian fighter planes 
on route. 

Our overarching concern at home 
was that fearful things might or might 
not happen to our family, indeed the 
whole town of  8000 or so souls, because 
of  our folk’s German ethnicity and 
because many households, including 
ours, were also farmland owners. Both 
characteristics were known anathemas 
to an imminent, communist-inspired 
regime. Beyond that, there was a far-
from-unanimous but firm family 

decision to separate. The four wives and 
all the children would be evacuated to 
our ‘Fatherland’ of  eight generations 
before. The men would stay behind 
to look after the family’s four town 
properties, a multitude of  farm and 
domestic animals in each household 
plus the outlying farmland – and face 
whatever eventuated. 

So today, Saturday morning, dad and 
I stood pensively at the workbench in the 
stable. Mitzy and Bruno were munching 
away on their daily ration of  grain fodder 
in their nosebags. The familiar stable 
smells and sounds were usually calming, 
but that morning they were in jarring 
contrast with our inner turmoil.

After a while I sat on one of  the 
stools, unseeing eyes fixed on the brick-
paved floor; I was scared witless with 
no one to talk to. The grown-ups were 
at loggerheads and preoccupied with 
a myriad of  things. I was also acutely 
self-conscious because I could not stop 
the tears. At first it was a whimper, but 
it soon turned into fitful and loud sobs. 
Dad turned around from the workbench, 
crouched in front of  me to wipe my 
dripping nose. His surprising show 
of  care made it worse, and I literally 
howled in despair. Finally he picked me 
up bodily, hugged and trapped me on 
his lap.

It was then that I became aware 
that he too was wracked by muffled 
sobs. The thought flashed that our 
estrangement might be hurting him 
too. This new notion finally broke the 
impasse, trumping all inhibitions; and so 
the whole sorry saga morphed into an 
intense bonding moment, which remains 
engraved in my head and in my heart 
to this day.

We stayed in that comforting huddle 
for what seemed a long time but was 
probably only a minute or so, when 
granddad walked in. He looked at both 
of  us in utter disbelief  and said with 
all the emphasis he could muster: “Ihr 
möchtet doch nicht, dass die Frauen 
Euch so sehen. Gerade jetzt sollten sie 
uns als Männer betrachten. Also, hört 
auf  mit dem Unsinn und packt richtig 

an.” – “You would not want the women 
to see you like this. Right now they need 
to see us as men. So stop this nonsense 
and start doing things.” That said, he 
stormed back out. His outburst forced 
a sneezed chuckle out of  each of  us. In 
my case, it resulted in a spectacular snot 
bubble, forcing more chuckles, which 
somehow restored composure a bit.

We stood up; dad pondered for a 
moment then said: “Wir müssen sofort 
einen soliden Koffer herstellen. Der 
wird unbedingt benötigt auf  der langen 
Bahnreise in vollgepackten Viehwagen.” 
– “First off, we must build a sturdy 
suitcase – you will need that on the 
long rail journey in a crowded livestock 
wagon.” His stance and tone left no 
doubt that my help was expected and 
needed. Then he went to the woodshed 
to check the bits of  timber we had. 
Meanwhile I rushed to remove Mitzi’s 
and Bruno’s empty nosebags to hang 
them on the usual peg next to the heavily 
loaded rack of  harness gear. 

Dad (or Tati, as I used to call him), 
worked steadily to smooth and cut the 
selected boards to size then carefully 
marked all the ends to craft matching 
dovetails. That part took the longest. 
When we glued and assembled the 
pieces, they fitted tightly and true. A 
top and bottom were then fashioned and 
nailed in place. Finally a sandpaper rub 
and fitting of  hinges, a locking device 
and a handle, finished the job. 

All the while he talked calmly about 
what he expected to happen, and what 
he and I needed to do in the next few 
days, and why he was going to stay at 
home with granddad and his brothers 
instead of  going on the train with 
mum and me, and what he expected 
me to look out for and do on the train. 
Nothing overly big was said, but the 
trusting tenor and the fact that we were 
having the conversation, was, for me, 
the essence of  the morning. 

I began to accept that granddad’s 
outburst (“Gerade jetzt sollten sie uns 
als Männer betrachten”), was meant for 
me too, and now dad’s explanations and 
expectations left no doubt; they were 
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counting on me. You can imagine the 
uplifting boyhood images which rushed 
through my head; the fabled ‘Siegfried’ 
heroics, the ‘Take a Letter to Garcia’ 
saga and so on. These images and new 
expectations flooded and converged in 
my head and dislodged earlier feelings 
of  terror and inadequacy.

That evening, the wooden suitcase 
was carefully packed with enameled 
tin plates and mugs, a clock, some 
cutlery, salt, pepper, sugar etc. and 
two thin pouches of  documents and 
photographs. It was then loaded on the 
wagon along with two very large hessian 
bags – one filled with spare clothes and 
the other with bedding. Out of  the 
cellar, a barrel of  pre-cooked chicken 
and pork pieces preserved in schmaltz/
lard, and another smaller barrel filled 
with sauerkraut and lastly a flagon of  
fresh water was added. In this way the 
horse-drawn rig was made ready for a 
quick exodus when the call came.

The dreaded further notice came all 
too soon when Town Criers announced 

that the first train with 41 livestock 
wagons would be at the rail siding by 
6 a.m. Tuesday morning. Mitzy and 
Bruno duly delivered Mum and Oma 
and my toddler sister Fran and me along 
with our meager chattels, just before 
7 a.m. By my count, we climbed into 
the ninth wagon, which was still empty. 
Dad lifted our things to floor level and 
I stowed them on the right, next to the 
sliding door. Oma promptly claimed the 
suitcase as her sitting perch. Farewells 
were brief  because of  the milling crowd 
and frisky horses along the train and the 
growing queue of  drays at the gate with 
seemingly hundreds of  other families 
waiting their turn to climb aboard. 

By dusk, when the train finally 
chugged out of  the station, another 
seven families with their own meager 
effects had been shoehorned into ‘our’ 
wagon. There was barely enough room 
for everyone to sit, let alone lay down to 
sleep. It was an ill omen of  the ordeal 
ahead. I will not attempt to describe 
the horrific journey here. Doing so 

deserves a narrative of  its own, which 
I am loath to try. Suffice to say, many did 
not survive the three-week nightmare. 

We didn’t know it then, but it was 
the last time we saw and spoke with my 
father. He was then 37 and I was 12.
                                                                                                                                         
After mum died in Hobart in 1992, my 
Dutch-born brother-in-law retrieved 
the battered box from her place, and, 
unaware of  its history, stored it under 
his own nearby house where it stayed 
out of  sight for 18 years. When he 
died, it was there in that cobweb-
filled, airless, under-floor space that 
I rediscovered the wooden suitcase 
and eventually brought it to our own 
home in Somers. Now, smooth-sanded 
again and varnished on the outside, it 
sits alongside Rita’s armchair as her 
sewing and knitting box and personal 
side table. As the only tangible link to 
my father and those horrific days, the 
wooden suitcase is now elevated as a 
family heirloom in our home. 

JACOB (JAY) NAGL
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The Merton Papers

Aunty Frances and 
Aunty Gertrude

Most people of  a certain age (and 
there are plenty of  us in Somers), 
will recall a childhood where there 
were droves of  free-range children 
about; there were parents, uncles and 
aunts, cousins and various others but 
standing out and rather apart were 
the elderly maiden aunts. There were 
usually about two to each family and 
they could be good babysitters and 
handy helpers around the house.

However, the Merton household 
was rather swamped with maiden 
aunts. Old Father Merton (who we 
shall call Eric, because it was his 
name), had heaps of  sisters. There 
were stepsisters, Lee, Quee and Alice 
and sisters Nance, Billy, Cath, Jean and 
Ann, and none of  them was married. 
(I think two of  them married later 
in life.) So you had this household 
bursting with galumphing, bumping, 
cheering single women. It was all too 
much for Eric; both he and his brother 
Thomas (named after a distant relative 
who made a name for himself  in the 
Catholic Church), took refuge in a 
sleep-out in the back yard and had 
their food carried in on a tray. Thomas 
married Iris and moved to the top of  
the Blue Mountains and Eric married 
Gwendoline and went to live in a brand 
new house on Sydney’s north shore, 
part-financed by two maiden aunts 
from Gwendoline’s side of  the family.

Aunty Frances and Aunty Gertrude 
could not be ignored in the household; 
for one thing they were owed and for 
another, they were a spectacle to be 
wondered at, especially out on the 
street. Both were over six feet tall but 
not necessarily alike. Aunty Frances 
had a thin face, glowering eyes and a 
tiny mouth which she tried to expand 
visually by letting her lipstick wander 
afield. Her upper body was heavily 

clothed in layers of  fabric and she 
always had a fox wrapped around her 
neck with its beady eyes staring out. 
Her curly hair was well bonneted and 
because she believed she had good legs 
(she didn’t), she wore short skirts. The 
overall appearance was so like images 
we see of  Henry VIII, it was uncanny. 
Just how her thin legs could support 
the upper mass would have been a 
mystery, even to the science of  physics.

Just to diverge a little. The Aunts 
were serious voyagers to the (then) 
mysterious Orient. They travelled 
by steamer and visited ports, bought 
things, lots of  things, stayed at Raffles 
and even claimed to have met Somerset 
Maugham and his secretary.

Aunty Frances took all this in 
her stride but Aunty Gertrude felt 
that a certain amount of  advertising 
was necessary. After all, what was 
the point travelling the world if  this 
fact was not apparent on the street 
or anywhere else for that matter? So 
coming along the paths in Chatswood, 
with Frances tottering on her stick 
legs, Aunty Gertrude would be rocking 
along (she had bad hips), looking like 
a giant Geisha. She had silks draped 
around from neck to foot, something 
wrapped around her head and the 
whole edifice was hung with jewels, 
baubles and various souvenirs from 
the Orient. Even her umbrella, which 
she always carried, was dripping with 
trinkets. In fact I swear if  she ever 
flipped it open, bits would have gone 
flying everywhere. 

Needless to say, visits by the Aunts 
were dreaded by the youngest Merton. 
You had to endure being kissed. Aunty 
Frances was OK but Aunty Gertrude’s 
kisses were more of  a smothering. 
She had a large, square face, watery 
eyes and a big mouth with full lips. 
Her false teeth with their black gums 
seemed much oversized and she had 
great trouble closing her mouth over 
them; they kept popping back into 
view. They must have been a bit loose 
because whenever she laughed her 
arm shot up and with two fingers she 

appeared to be holding them in. So 
as if  having this visage bearing down 
on you, with the bleary eyes and the 
leering teeth wasn’t bad enough, she 
had a large mole just above the side 
of  her mouth and protruding from 
it were a cluster of  prongs, a bit like 
the cat’s whiskers we used to have 
on our crystal sets. To a small boy 
the prospect was one of  first being 
stabbed and then eaten.

Anyway, in the end the youngest 
Merton got his own back, albeit 
unconsciously. The Aunts were on a 
visit. They were taking tea with their 
little fingers sticking up in the air 
when the boy, who had been in the 
bath, trotted into the lounge room 
and threw himself  on to the hearth 
rug in front of  the coke-fired Essi 
stove. He proceeded to languish there, 
displaying his jewels for all to see. 

Gwendoline reflected later that 
the Aunts had probably never seen 
the male appendage in the flesh (as it 
were) and that was why they seemed 
to go into shock. Gertrude’s arm shot 
up to stop her teeth flying out then 
both fell into a spasm of  nervous 
laughter. The little Merton can still 
hear their laughter and even that was 
unusual. Frances had a high-pitched 
delivery which went like hi-hi-hi-hi and 
Gertrude was a basso-profundo hoof-
hoof-hoof-hoof  and they either hi’d 
and hoof ’d in concert or they got out 
of  synch and went hi-hoof-hi-hoof.

So what happened to all our maiden 
aunts? Perhaps relationships are more 
flexible and shorter; marriages tend to 
be shorter as well. Men and women 
have serial jobs and in fact serial 
everything. Being a single woman or 
man is a choice we make and it’s rare 
to see people labelled the way they 
were. If  you prefer the company of  
your own sex, that’s OK too (but still 
not as easy as being hetero).

Still, I miss Aunty Frances and 
Aunty Gertrude and I will certainly 
never forget them. Ah me! They don’t 
make aunts like that any more.

BARRY MERTON
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A weekend around Somers with Dad

Before moving to the Peninsula 15 
years ago to take up a winery-marketing 
position, I worked for a Melbourne-
based PR and events agency. Among 
our clients were the Spice Girls who 
bustled into town on a national tour to 
launch the infamous SpiceWorld movie. 
The then Premier of  Victoria, Jeff  
Kennett badgered me for an audience 
with the girls, even suggesting to fly 
them via helicopter to Anglesea so 
they could play golf  (with a mob of  
kangaroos in the gallery). I loved that 
job – social, hectic and completely 
crazy. After 10 years of  pop princesses, 
auteur directors and movie stars I 
was considered an expert at devising 
itineraries for people requiring non-
stop attention, loads of  excitement, 
colour and movement.  

More than a decade later, I’m living 
near beautiful Somers beach and at 
home with three kids, while my wife’s 
away conferencing all weekend. Given 
my background, you’d reckon I’d be able 
to knock out an itinerary to keep the kids 
entertained. But this is a tricky gig given 
that the eldest is a bookish 13-year-old 
who does all sorts of  crafty stuff  while 
glued to Facebook and the youngest 
is a 3-year-old who likes to ‘rock out’ 
watching YouTube bands like Linkin 
Park, the Chili Peppers and San Cisco. 
He’s never heard of  Posh, Ginger or 
Baby nor cares for their pop tunes. His 
anthem should be: “I’ll tell you what 
I want, what I really, really want – a 
microphone, a guitar and a 200-watt 
Marshall Pig amplifier!” 

6am Saturday morning. Enter bleary-
eyed Dad up for breakfast with kids 
moving so fast the kitchen has morphed 
into the Hadron collider. Paddy (aged 
5) almost discovers the Higgs boson as 
he shovels muesli onto his overflowing 
spoon. A funny thought crosses my 
brain: It’s actually not bad being the only 
parent – I can fly the espresso machine 
solo and enjoy a bottomless cup of  
coffee. Obviously delusional, the third 

café latte kicks in and we’re out the door, 
the car’s packed for a non-stop weekend 
of  fun and folly with Dad.

We begin with a short drive to the 
Balnarring Spring Festival and whoopee, 
they’ve got something for everyone! 
There’s face painting, wine tasting, a 
jumping castle and a fashion parade. 
The kids are all over it, first getting their 
face painted at Ritchies, climbing on the 
bright red fire truck and then jumping 
into the castle, as Dad jumps into a 
sensational sausage with onions and 
bread courtesy of  the Balnarring CFA. 
“Why is this sausage so incredibly tasty?” 
I query, and happily tuck into another; 
yum. Now to sample some local wines 
and I’m soon chatting with ‘Macca’ 
from Willow Creek who has the entire 
range from the cellar door on tasting. 
Thirteen-year-old Ella ventures over to 
watch the Ruby Finch fashion parade. 
Local fashionistas (well they’re in fashion 
and they’re sisters) Melissa and Mandy 
run Ruby Finch and have organised the 
Balnarring Spring Fashion Parade. The 
day showcases their very cool range of  
summer chic with inspiration drawn 
from the beach.

Adding glamour to the crowd is 
Australian actor Kerry Armstrong 
walking out of  That Little Shop, the 
fashion boutique next door. Also, 
legendary singer/songwriter James 
Reyne is seen ducking in and out of  Two 
Sams Café with freshly made coffees in 
hand. The stars are out in Balnarring and 
it’s so bright we all wear shades.

When the clan is finally back in 
the car, the conversation turns to the 
afternoon’s activities. Our next stop is 
the Enchanted Maze in Main Ridge. 
The Maze is about the closest the 
Peninsula gets to a theme park with 
eight incredible mazes, bush walks, a 
sculpture park, ornamental lake, water 
dragon, giant grass slides and a scary 
oriental 3-D maze – all simply amazeing! 
We arrive and after lunch on a shaded 
picnic table near the lake, the kids are 

let loose on the place. The highlight is 
definitely the grass slide that the boys 
go down, I’d say, 20 times. Immersed 
in soft rubber tubes, the steep winding 
track with curved sides causes squeals 
of  delight, especially from fun-loving 
Dougal (aged 3). A young ‘skater-dude’ 
attendant joins in the fun and squirts the 
boys with a bit of  hose-water as they 
fly past causing spontaneous outbursts 
of  hooting and hollering that fill the 
air. “That was awesome, Dad!” says a 
smitten Paddy. We finally reach home 
at dusk for an early dinner, story, then 
bed and a promise – tomorrow is going 
to be better.

After almost 30 years, my passion 
for surfing remains undiminished 
and the kids have also succumbed to 
the euphoria of  the sport. So when I 
discovered that local surf-shop owners 
and surf-community gurus, Paul and Phil 
Trigger are organising a giant Single Fin 
Retro Festival in the camping ground at 
Point Leo, I was in a lather of  excitement 
and the family were in the car at 9am on 
Sunday morning, bright eyed and bushy 
tailed to be there. 

For the surfer, the Mornington 
Peninsula coastline provides adrenalin-
pumping fun with unpredictable, 
sometimes profound experiences. Over 
the years there have been a hell of  a 
lot of  waves shredded along this coast 
and thousands of  surfboards have been 
underfoot for the journey. The Festival 
was an opportunity to see a vast array 
of  the early single fins, twin fins and 
thrusters that have evolved since the 
1950s. It was also a chance to check out 
old groovy skateboards, vintage cars and 
swap some surf  memorabilia. Our family 
joined a crowd of  over 1000 people, all 
there to be treated to a massive display 
of  awesome surfboards in market-style 
stalls. I met up with Jackson Lee, still in 
a cosmic tube-ride and beaming over 
winning First Prize and $5000 for his 
film Toast, a classic little surf  flick that 
blew them away at the Peninsula Short 
Film Festival. As a filmmaker, Lee has 
real old-school talent. He grew up just 
up the road and for most of  his teenage 
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years worked as a casual at the Trigger 
Brothers’ Point Leo surf  shop. He’s a 
solid surfer, with a neat style that grabs 
the eye. After attending Rosebud High 
School he completed a media arts 
degree at Deakin University. To see his 
awesome 5-minute film, go to: www.
peninsulashortfilmfestival.com.au 

Wandering past some of  the stalls, 
there are a few pretty emotional scenes 
as old surfers are reacquainted with their 
old sticks. I almost drool and then weep 
over a ’70s Nat Young single-fin pintail 
similar to one I learnt to surf  on as a kid 
on Phillip Island. Whatever happened to 
that board?  I gave up searching, but I’d 
do anything to get it back. Phil Trigger 
deserves an Order of  Australia for 
services to the surfing community for 
organising this whole event and believes 
it was possibly the greatest collection of  
vintage and historical surf  memorabilia 
ever compiled in Victoria. No arguments 

from us – it was an absolute stoke of  
a day and great fun that the kids and 
adults just loved!

Our weekend finishes with a quiet 
night at home with hot chocolates all 
round. The only upwelling is when my 
wife walks in the door, back home at 
last to be met by gleeful hoots from 
everyone including our two Labradors 
whose tails wag so furiously, they almost 
take out Dougal’s eye. On reflection it 
was a pretty full-on 24 hours, certainly 
not typical of  every weekend our family 
enjoys on the Peninsula but a great taste 
of  what you may encounter when you 
get out and explore this fabulous region, 
either as a visitor or a lucky local.

ARTHUR O’BRYAN

(Arthur runs a consultancy from home and 
looks after two preschoolers while his two 
older kids attend secondary school and his 
wife works full time.) 

The naughty little 
devil!

On a recent visit to Bicheno in 
Tasmania (where we had hoped it 
would be less hot than Melbourne!) 
we went to see Natureworld, home 
to 40-plus Tasmanian devils and still 
growing.

There were quite a number of  
visitors leaning over the dividing fence, 
enjoying the keeper’s explanation of  
how their project to save the Tasmanian 
Devil is progressing and watching the 
antics of  several of  these endearing little 
creatures. 

One of  the visitors was so engrossed 
he allowed his camera to dangle over the 
fence and in a trice one of  the devils, 
thinking it was a choice piece of  meat 
being offered, leapt up and clamped his 
strong little jaws on it. 

There was the visitor with an 
unwanted living pendant hanging from 
his neck, and there was the devil, not 
going to relinquish his luscious-looking 
titbit until he had tasted it. 

The keeper rushed to the aid of  the 
unfortunate visitor, but was unable to 
persuade her charge to let go until he 
had crushed the camera and tasted for 
himself  that it was inedible. 
     It was a salutary lesson for us all.

BETTY BROADBENT

Photo by Henry Broadbent. 
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Africa, the            
in-between bits
Part 2

Somers residents Simon and Madeleine 
Boadle have had another adventure in their 
MG, driving through the non-tourist areas of  
Africa. In this issue Simon continues their 
story.

In Zambia we were booked to spend 
one night at the very famous but 
isolated Kapishya Hot Springs Lodge. 
It was a long day on the road and our 
alternator warning light was telling us 
that things were not quite right under 
the bonnet. It was also Madeleine’s 
birthday so we were keen to get to 
a gin and tonic before the sun went 
down. At this stage the fine dust had 
found a thousand ways to get into 
the car so we had totally given up on 
keeping the interior nice.  Imagine 
Maddy’s surprise when we were 
greeted at the end of  a long day by our 
host Mark Harvey asking: “So who is 
the birthday girl?” Our three sons had 
tracked her down to one of  the most 
remote parts of  Africa and emailed 
the following message: “After being 
crammed into a 40-year-old sports 
car for weeks Maddy is probably in 
need of  a hot spa and massage. If  
that doesn’t relieve the pain for the 
birthday girl then please numb her 
with booze.” It was a memorable 
night!

Kapishya Hot Spa is a naturally 
occurring spring which feeds into 
a huge pond, making the most 
magnificent outdoor heated spa. With 
steam rising to the tops of  the palm 
trees we lolled about in the water like 
hippos on holidays. 

There is a book titled The Africa 
House that was written about an English 
gentleman named Stewart Gore-Brown 
who spent most of  his time and money 
between the great wars attempting to 
create a lavish lifestyle in a remote 
corner of  Zambia. His daughter and 

son-in-law were murdered by poachers, 
but the massive farm called Shiwa, the 
original mansion and village are still 
operating almost the same way they 
were 100 years ago and still under 
the guidance of  the surviving family. 
One grandson manages the Kapishya 
Springs resort and the other manages 
the farm. After the crew had gone 
to bed, Maddy and I spent a really 
interesting time talking with our 
host Mark Harvey about the future 
of  Africa and the problems it faces. 
Coming from someone who had lived 
through it all gave us a great insight 
into a complex continent and he didn’t 
have too many kind words to say about 
foreign-aid programs as he claimed it 
was producing a new generation of  
native Africans that expect assistance 
rather than earning it.  Sound familiar? 

We were warned about the trigger-
happy Tanzanian police and were very 
careful when driving through villages 
to keep our speeds down. However at 
least half  the cars were booked with 
dodgy radar guns that probably didn’t 
have any batteries. It was no use arguing 
that our Garmins were more accurate at 
measuring car speed; it just came down 
to negotiating a reasonable outcome for 
both parties. My 60,000-shilling fine 
was reduced to 20,000 after I suggested 
that no receipt was necessary. So after 
a handshake and smiles all round I was 
away, having paid about a $10 fine. 

Once you got a fine it was then your 
turn down at the back of  the convoy. 
Nigel Fowler got off  scot free because 
during the banter he discovered the 
policeman followed Chelsea United, so 
he quickly laid claim to being a Chelsea 
lad himself  and got off  the hook.

We drove through Tanzania to Dar 
es Salaam where we caught the ferry 
to Zanzibar and the Spice Islands. 
There was a severe traffic jam going 
into Dar es Salaam and the cars were 
red-lining on the temperature gauges. 
We were stationary right alongside one 
of  the hundreds of  fuel tankers we had 

An ancient giant Boab tree on the Zambia/
Botswana border.

Stretching our legs after another long drive.
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encountered on the roads and to our 
horror a very sketchy looking local ran 
up to the tanker and started opening 
the fuel cocks. We were literally two feet 
away and had visions of  being doused 
in a stream of  petrol and ending our 
holidays in a great fireball. As it turned 
out this guy was a specialist at draining 
the last drops out of  empty tankers into 
a plastic shopping bag. He managed to 
get about a cupful for his efforts, but 
over a day he may have accumulated 50 
cupfuls and that would probably feed 
his family. That’s Africa! 

Maddy and I were only completing 
the Cape Town–Nairobi section of  
the trip. We handed the keys over to 
the car’s co-owners, Ian and Lorraine 
McCleave, in Nairobi for the more 
scary leg of  the trip. The group’s six 
days in Nairobi were spent repairing 
cars, recharging human batteries and 
enjoying the great welcome put on 
by the organisers of  the Concourse 
d’Elegance. This is Africa’s largest auto 
and motorbike gathering. We entered 
our cars and came away with some great 
awards and a few hundred dollars of  
prizemoney which was very quickly 
converted into celebratory drinks. Who 
else was going to win the ‘furthest-
travelled’ category as we had already 
hammered our cars along 8000 km just 
to get there?

Our original plan was to climb 
Kilimanjaro after leaving the group. For 
those who know Maddy, I was the one 
who had to get some serious training 
in if  I was going to keep up. Even after 
nearly wearing out the 100 steps off  
Miramar Road down to the beach in 
Somers, I was still hesitant about the 
big slog to 19,600 ft. It was a group 
of  Ugandan bikies at the Concourse 
welcome dinner that saved the day. 
Fergal the Irishman convinced us that 
our time would be better spent trekking 
in the Simien Mountains close to the 
Ethiopian/Eritrean border – in eight 
frantic hours we had visas organised, 
flights booked, bags packed and guides 
and accommodation arranged. 

A day later we had our luggage 

At the Nairobi Concourse d’Elegance, Africa’s largest auto and motorbike gathering where 
awards and prize money were gathered by our MGs. This local lady, without prompting, took 
up a modelling pose for us to take her photo.

Out and under, repairing broken rear springs in Zambia.

strapped onto the back of  ‘Faisal’ the 
donkey and we set off  trekking through 
cornfields with local villagers and goats, 
donkeys, cattle and mules. It was like 
walking into biblical times with not a 
western face to be seen for days. We 
stayed in thatched tukuls and ate with 
the village chiefs every night. It wasn’t 
a place for sleepwalkers as the tukuls 
were perched literally 20 ft away from 
the cliff  edges. The views were straight 

from National Geographic – absolutely 
stunning as we were looking down onto 
the soaring eagles and the myriad green 
and yellow crops ready for harvest. 
Faisal turned out to be a handful as 
on three occasions he decided he’d had 
enough and attempted a freedom sprint 
back to his village. Our bags still reek 
of  Faisal. 

We could not believe the quality and 
variety of  crops that are grown in the 
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Now this must be the ultimate in the way of  a long drop toilet in the Simien Mountains!

How innocent he looks but ‘Faisal’ had his own ideas about being a pack animal.

highlands. The soil is rich; they get good 
rains and plenty of  sun. Because of  the 
terrain everything is done by hand and 
there is no mechanisation to be seen 
which is proof  that a well-organised 
village is as good as any Massey 
Ferguson. Everyone plays their part 
and even the young children spend the 
hours before and after school hurling 
abuse and rocks at the Galeda monkeys 
that attempt to scale the escarpment 
in sorties to steal handfuls of  crop. 
It is common for children as young 
as 4 to accompany their older siblings 
who watch over the goats and cattle 
during the day. There are no fences 
and boundaries are marked with piles 
of  stones, but somehow the animals get 
to know which is their pasture and get 
whacked with sticks and whips if  they 
graze on the neighbours’ plot. 

After the trek we spent another 
great day walking through the historic 
monolithic churches of  Lalibela. These 
are full-size structures hewn from solid 
rock and are still used daily by devout 
locals. It was live and living ancient 
history dating back to the very early 
beginnings of  Christianity when King 
Lalibela decided to create his own 
Jerusalem in an attempt to prevent his 
people from making pilgrimages to the 
holy lands. The churches he built are 
so important that UNESCO has listed 

A room with a view for sure, but just don’t go sleep-walking when staying in one of  these 
thatched ‘tukul’ buildings in the Simeon Mountains, Ethiopia.
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Madeleine and the ‘Africa House’ in Zambia.

An Ethiopian restaurant designed by a local architect and owned and run by Susan, an 
eccentric lady from Scotland, who fell in love with the country and its people, and wanted to 
inspire the locals with what could be achieved in their country beside being the food bowl of  
Africa and one of  the two countries on the continent that has never been colonised.

them as world historic sites. 
Tourism in Ethiopia is growing 

rapidly and the hotels are beginning 
to fill with Europeans looking for a 
stunning and unique experience. The 
capital Addis Ababa is a mixture of  
new, old, hopeful and hopelessly poor. 
Reminders of  the 10-year border war 
with Eritrea are everywhere with old 
soldiers hobbling around the streets 
using sticks as crude crutches, their 
limbs mutilated by land mines. The 
younger generation now view the war 
as being totally futile as the borders 
are still unchanged and they see co-
operation with neighbours as the only 
way forward. 

First impressions of  Africa are 
that the whole continent seems to be 
in a state of  perpetual crisis –  blacks 
versus whites, hunger and food aid, 
the life of  a truck driver is daily 
crisis, endangered game are in crisis, 
farmers in crisis, shortage of  work, 
fires out of  control, etc. This state of  
continual imbalance seemed to make 
more sense the further we drove and 
experienced more countries. Africa is 
obviously in a state of  flux with age-
old tribal differences and remaining 
tension between blacks and whites 
still simmering under the surface; but 
the future can only be bright given 
the abundance of  minerals and arable 
land. The only major handbrake to 
their prosperity is the out-of-control 
population growth. Countries will have 
to double their GDPs just to keep up 
with the increased number of  mouths 
to feed. 

It is very easy to see how people 
become hooked on Africa and return 
year after year.   

It was always going to be an 
adventure and it was going to come 
with a few mechanical and personal 
risks. Together those ingredients made 
it a trip of  a lifetime and one of  the 
most exciting times we have ever had. 
When a car broke down, assistance was 
always offered and when we celebrated 
arriving at our destination in one piece 
it always ended up with whatever wine 

was available, hoots of  laughter and 
fun. 

At the time of  writing, the 11 
original starters made it through to 
Cairo only to be faced with a closed 
border into Libya. Two cars were 
shipped back to Australia from Egypt 
and the remaining nine including our 

MGBGT pressed on through Turkey, 
Europe and ultimately England, the 
home of  MGs. 

There is loose talk of  a South 
American adventure in 2015, but that 
seems too far off  to contemplate . . .  

SIMON BOADLE                                                                                                            
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Duck feathers

The windows in the house looked 
down a hundred yards across the 
paddock to the dam. The dam was 
about three acres in size depending 
on rainfall. On the other side of  the 
dam the land rose a hundred yards 
then dropped away sixty yards to the 
boundary fence. On the other side of  
the fence was an unmade road. There 
were two islands in the dam, each with 
a large willow in the middle. Lush 
water reed surrounded both islands. 
The dam abounded with wildlife: 
trout, red-fin, eels, a colony of  native 
water rats, tortoise and the odd snake. 
Birds: swan, spoonbill, crane, ibis, dab 
chick, egret, the list goes on. The most 
numerous species were ducks: chestnut 
teal, teal, black duck, and of  course, 
wood duck. (You will see wood ducks 
wandering around the roads in Somers. 
Big fat lovely grey ducks. Plenty of  
meat and good eating – I tried it once.) 
But apart from the fish and eel in the 
dam the rest was a wildlife sanctuary 
and we took great pride in that.

Rod was a very successful local 
businessman. I was, to a certain extent, 
quite fascinated by Rod, considering he 
was involved in our lives. Everything 
about him was perfect. His house 
was hidden by an immense perfect 
garden. He dressed to perfection, his 
presentation was perfect. One item Rod 
was quite passionate about was his car, a 
brand new Ford LTD, and like them or 
not this thing was – you guessed it. Rod’s 
other passion was hunting. World-wide, 
everywhere, anything, and apparently he 
was quite good at it. I can verify that.

I was also fascinated with Rod’s 
speech. I deduced it was only in my 
proximity that the man spoke the 
way he did. I would get close to him 
in the supermarket to see if  he spoke 
differently to other people. I became 
somewhat of  a linguistic expert (or so 
I thought). I would try to engage him in 
conversation. Example: “Good morning 
Rod, nice day.” Reply: “Gnumpleof,” not 

spoken, sort of  grumbled.
I would then go away to use my 

scientific mind to unravel the word. 
Situation, polite, must be a polite reply. 
How many vowels, how many letters in 
the word, and so on. In my first attempt 
at “good morning” I deduced he replied 
“pancakes”. Mmmm.

What there was about Rod that 
annoyed us was this: he shot our ducks. 
Legally but illegally. This was how it 
went: he would drive down the private 
road, get out of  the car and fire a shot 
into the air. This would put the ducks up 
in fright. They would circle and nearly 
always fly down the road to the waiting 
Rod. Legal, but annoying. Illegal because 
he did it on Sundays. Not every, but at 
just on 10 a.m. on Sunday. We didn’t 
want to ‘dob’ him. We were prepared to 
wait for destiny or karma to intervene. 

In those days you could shoot any 
gun, any time in the country, but not on 
Sundays. A mate of  mine who lived in 
the town wanted to borrow my prized 
under-and-over shotgun to blast a wasp 
nest out of  a tree in his back yard; no 
problems. I went along to observe this 
bizarre act. Locked safely in the car I 
watched him miss the nest and blow 
off  the branch the thing was nestled 
in to have it explode at his feet. I don’t 
know where he was heading when I last 
saw him but it wasn’t going to take him 
long to get there, travelling at the speed 
he was.

One Sunday morning I was driving 
back from the shops when I noticed 
Rod turning in to the private road for 
his duck hunt. I thought this would be 
a good moment to have a nice chat to 
the man about the goings on. By the 
time I pulled up behind Rod and got 
out of  the car he had already fired his 
first. To him I didn’t exist. I could hear 
the ducks talking to each other as they 
rose from behind the trees into a gentle 
northerly breeze. By the time they came 
into sight they’d levelled out and had 
begun a gentle turn to the right, on 
to Rod and their sad demise. As they 
lined up down the road I found myself  
mesmerised by the master.

Rod raised the shotgun to his 
shoulder and to the novice aimed at no 
particular point in the sky. He pulled the 
trigger, the lead duck flew into the shot 
and went limp. His forward momentum 
and downward trajectory would land 
him at Rod’s feet. Rod fired the second 
shot. The second duck didn’t go limp, 
he yawed to the right, dipped to the left, 
rolled over onto his back.

Dead, he took up his downward 
fall. Rod and I watched him. The only 
person that could have prevented what 
was about to happen was Rod. But the 
master hadn’t reloaded. That beautiful 
wood duck martyr whistled in over our 
heads and went smok, straight through 
the front windscreen of  Rod’s perfect 
Ford LTD. All I had to do was turn my 
head to the right and look down into 
the mess. The interior was artistically 
smothered in duck liquids, trillions of  
little glass diamonds, duck parts and 
feathers. Wafting gently around inside 
was a lovely feather-down mist. I got in 
the car and drove away before I burst 
into tears laughing. There was no way 
I was going to enter into any sort of  
dialogue with a demented, armed man. 
Rod said only one word. Situation, 
disaster. Word type, bad language; four 
letters in the word; one vowel – ‘u’ I 
think; last letter the eleventh in the 
alphabet. Our day had arrived. Rod 
never hunted our ducks again.

In the car on the short drive home 
my fertile delighted mind conjured up 
the scene at Rod’s house later that day: 
He opens the front door, the wife calls 
out “What’s for dinner my little popsy?” 
“Shredded duck my dearly beloved,” 
cries Rod.

LINDSAY PULLIN
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The SRA Open Day in January was held at the Community Hall in the Ron Stone Reserve 
and was well attended by local residents who met up with representatives from the Shire, CFA, 
Hastings police, Foreshore Committee, Neighbourhood Watch and of  course the SRA. This 
group in earnest conversation included John Rogasch, Captain of  the Somers Fire Brigade, 
Doug Dyall, representing the Shire, Kingsley Culley, President of  the SRA, and Denise 
Kempster representing both the SRA and Neighbourhood Watch.

During their Open Day the SRA organised a CPR training session at the Somers School as 
well as instructions on the use of  our defibrillator which is situated at the caravan park next to 
the school.

SRA Open Day ART CLASSES 
FOR ADULTS

Terrified beginners and 
intermediate levels 

WELCOME! 

I guarantee you will be 
inspired as soon as you 

enter my beautiful home 
studio set in tranquil 

bushland. 
You will learn techniques 
with as much structure as 
you require by a qualified 

teacher.
Develop your own style 
to enable you to paint 

what you love.
This could be the 

beginning of your creative 
journey! 

Contact me to visit my 
studio in Somers, or to 
see a class in progress.

Monique Morey
 0409 836 507

e-mail: moniquemorey@
y7mail.com
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Somers               
Fire Brigade 
working hard
The fire season this year has been long 
and at times quite intense. It began 
locally in November when a burn-off  
got out of  control in Red Hill. The 
season continued through December, 
January and February and into March 
with more hot, dry weather. Even after 
some rain the grass is still very dry and 
will easily burn, as was the case in early 
March in Camphill Road.

The major fires which started in 
Gippsland and the High Country on or 
around 17 January and then increased in 
number due to lightning strikes went for 
43 days. Somers brigade and its members 
have been involved right through. 
Our tanker was first deployed to the 
Heyfield/Seaton area on 18 January at 
4:30 a.m. This proved to be a very long 
day with the crew not getting to bed until 
11 o’clock that night and then rising at 7 
a.m. the next day to start the next shift. 
After this first deployment the tanker 
was away for five days.

Over the next four to five weeks a 
large percentage of  brigade members 
volunteered for relief  crews to man the 
appliances stationed at the Aberfeldy/
Donnelly fire near Heyfield and also 
the Harrietville South fire near Mount 
Hotham. 

Members put in long hours and often 
worked in difficult terrain. They usually 

worked a 12-hour shift either during the 
day or at night and some even worked 
a swing shift which started at midday 
and finished at midnight (not good for 
sleeping patterns). 

All the time we were supporting 
other communities, we were still able 
to respond to our own calls in the 
Somers area and neighbouring towns. 
The dedication and commitment by the 
members has been wonderful. 

One local call during this period was 
to the Old School House at the Primary 
School, where heat from a security light 
had started to burn the outside timber 
wall. Thanks to a very observant dog 
walker who noticed it, the brigade was 
able to quickly respond. We’ve also had a 

number of  call-outs to residents burning 
off  during the Fire Restriction Period 
and to fires on the beach/foreshore. 
No fires are allowed on the beach or 
the adjoining foreshore at any time. 

Fire Restrictions will remain in place 
for some time. They are not governed 
by the change of  season, but by the 
prevailing conditions. We have tried 
to be pro-active and have developed 
our own yellow Fire Restriction signs. 
These will be removed as soon as the 
Restrictions are lifted. If  you’re not sure 
if  you can or can’t have a fire outside, 
the Fire Brigade encourages you to call 
in at the station any Sunday morning 
and we can give you a ‘Can I or Can’t 
I?’ pamphlet regarding the regulations.

There are now new council by-
laws regarding burning off. Once fire 
restrictions are lifted you will only be 
allowed to burn off  on a Friday or 
Saturday between 10 a.m. and 3 p.m. 
and only if  your property is greater than 
1200 square metres.

Our Brigade does need more 
members and this past fire season 
has found us a bit stretched at times. 
Please consider giving some time to 
helping protect our community.

JOHN ROGASCH

Captain, Somers Fire Brigade              

Map reading is an important skill that members of  the CFA must master. Captain John 
Rogasch is seen here in discussion with members of  the brigade Nic Crase, Derek Freeman 
and Bruce McCallum.
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“Being lost doesn’t happen when you 
don’t know where you’re going” is a favourite quote of  Keith the 
composer, the ‘Lone Arranger’ of  Somers. Travelling’s gems often 
come from the unexpected. The way can suddenly appear. Random 
events test, create ability to adapt and overcome. Not having a fixed 
itinerary, bookings and breakfasts planned to the moment, releases 
our inhibition of  control, gives faith in humanity, creates a tingle 
of  anticipation for our ‘discoveries’, making every trip a voyage. 
Preconceptions of  place get crushed by its reality, happily for the 
better. The mind is broadened.
      In London with a few hours to spare, a wander down south 
from my digs near Kings Cross station to the mighty Thames would 
be interesting. After an hour’s plodding, and the neighbourhood 
along this Caledonia Road getting more colourful, textured, and 
definitely interesting, came to a big stone wall, Her Majesty’s Prison 
Pentonville (‘The Ville’ to use the vernacular from our resident 
ex plod Peter Murray). How quaint to be at a Monopoly spot, but 
a nagging doubt as to the Thames proximity grows. Reference 
to a bus stop’s ‘map’ indicates my selection of  south to be 180° 
out. The accidental traveller has fallen for an old trap. Despite an 
innate unerring sense of  direction from cubs and scouts honed 
with navigation on the high seas, in crossing hemispheres the Sun’s 
guiding light flips sides, and the subconscious direction finder is 
fooled, so beware where you think you go with bold confidence, 
that smug feeling should prompt a warning bell. A compass is added 
to the list of  ‘essential’ tools.
      The ‘net’ bought my fast rail ticket to ‘The Lakes’, First Class no 
less for a couple of  extra quid to see what the fuss is all about. Up 
early, just down the street, hundreds of  City hire bikes are relayed 
from a basement to stands for the Tube’s disgorged commuters to 
grab and go. Ask waiting ones what about a helmet? “What for? 
You can run quicker than we ride these bikes, but they are so handy 
to get to work two miles away, and back.” From the station early 
peak people pour out, while I waddle into that wave to the First 
Class lounge for a coffee, cake, and newspaper to look out over a 
foyer of  thousands also waiting a train to their destination.
      Oxenholme is a comfortable few hours fast train ride to see high 
summer yet lush England rushing by. Soon am sailing on a Lake 
that could be a Loch being so close to Scotland. Mountains loom 
twice the height of  Arthurs Seat with wilderness skirting one side. 
At 11pm we finish tying up the boat in the now dusk. Next day 
walk another Lake where Wordsworth wrote about daffodils and 
the beauty that is England. Home to Kirby-Lonsdale kind hosts lay 
dinner as a soft mist cuddles the hilltop, and alpacas in the paddock 
give ungainliness grace. How anyone could live in a place often cold 
and snowy is completely answered in this two-day flying visit.  
      My girl is met in Amsterdam to buy bikes and cycle to Paris. 
Along the North Sea, then follow rivers South East, is the plan 
to avoid hills and busy roads. Twenty-two days should be enough 
without pushing it. She hasn’t done much bicycling, has to live out 
of  four shopping bags, has a nervous family and friends, is used to 
knowing what’s going on, and where, and when. But we’ll work.
     Rainy day in Amsterdam at lunchtime and curious finds a few 
steps up to a small cheerful pub. A wholesome light lunch washed 
down with crisp white or a bubbling ale. There is a feel, the pictures, 
artefacts, tidiness, wholesomeness that says ‘real’, not another 
franchised theme with contrived memorabilia and choreographed 
display. Expressing that feel, we find out Glavia and son Tim are 

the latest of  five generations running De Spiegel since 1907 at 
Lijnbaonsgracht 277. This is different, it is these differences from 
home we seek, for they define what that other place is.
      At Den Haag we seek maps for our trip and are referred to a 
shop a quick bus trip away. Not seeing a shop at the number we 
arrive at the end of  the bus route. After smoko the driver takes us 
back a bit, the ‘shop’ is headquarters of  the Netherland’s RACV 
occupying a whole side of  the road behind a canal. We couldn’t see 
the tree for the wood.
      Cape Helius Beach Hotel is nice new and crispy, a bit Truman 
Story. We ask the way to the village, “Why would you want to go 
there?” Hellevoetsluis is postcard pretty, The Clipper pub beckons 
and run by Ronos, Martie, Simone, Dean with Whisky the dog. 
We laugh, enjoy their stories, great food and wine, their plans and 
hopes, our lack of  plans yet hopes to go somewhere further.
       EuroPort is like 50 Melbourne Ports being raised from the 
depths. Sand is dredged and pumped to create many monster 
harbours serviced by rail and freeway and bike path stretching 
to every horizon. Refineries belch their stuff  with the pipework, 
chimney and cubic buildings fascinating. And quite empty, almost 
desolate, yet not quite sure where we are, a wrong fork could take 
us 90° and a long way out. Jurgen and Ostricht bicycling towards us 
from 10 days in Zeeland stop and show exactly where we are. Using 
the map’s Knooppunten, knotpoint, each intersection is numbered. 
At each intersection signs show its number, and the ways to all the 
other intersections’ number. With this understanding we were never 
‘lost’ in the Low Countries again.

TEDD WARDEN


