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

Each and every member of  the Somers community is part of  the 
Paper Nautilus’ success.

Thank you all. 
You have all contributed by reading, reporting, telling or contributing 

stories or poems of  your lives and loves, births and deaths, triumphs 
and tragedies, changes and stagnations, adventures and misadventures 
and with tales of  your travels or your staying at home.

What an adventure the past 10 years have been.
To celebrate the 10th birthday and the 50th issue the Editors are 

planning a special bumper issue for the next, the 50th, issue.
The issue will have front and back pages in colour and will be out 

for Christmas, New Year and the summer school holidays.
The Editors ask that all contributors, past and present, or anyone 

who has wanted to contribute but has not felt brave enough to do 
so before, put pen to paper (or fingers to keypad) and write a short 
piece – absolutely max 500 words – about anything that makes you 
happy, sad, concerned or delighted; or perhaps just tickles your fancy, 
makes you laugh, makes you mad, makes you hope, soothes your soul 
or makes you wonder. Let’s make number 50 amazing!

If  you have a photo to go with your article please send it in too.
And the Editors, to celebrate this great community accomplishment, 

are compiling a CD of  all the past issues of  the Paper Nautilus – 
including the three original photocopied and hand-compiled issues that 
are not on the Web. Copies of  the CD will be available to purchase. 
We will also be selling mugs adorned with our banner at the Somers 
Arts Fair.

Thank you for a great 10 years and we are really looking forward 
to the next 10.

Somers Paper Nautilus is 10 years old 
                – Happy Birthday to the Paper Nautilus!
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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.

Editorial committee:
Louise Craig – co-ordinator, copy editor, proofreader
Rod Nuske – reporter & photographer
Tony Duboudin – reporter & photographer
Bronwen Gibbs – layout artist
Vicky Arena – children’s pages
Deline Skinner – advertising accounts
    email: deline@iinet.net.au
Rosemary Birney – secretary
Marg Tilleard – treasurer

Correspondence:
Email: elkcraig@bigpond.com
Mail: PO Box 338, Somers, Vic. 3927

Printing: Curry Printing, Mornington

© Copyright remains with the authors & editors

 A new family member
We thought it worthwhile to introduce Francesca, the latest 
member of  the Arena family.

Francesca’s mother Vicky creates the children’s pages in 
each issue of  the Paper Nautilus. The three other children 
are so excited to have this tiny one-month-old sister to hold 
(carefully) and are very proud of  her as of  course are her 
parents Vicky and Norman.

In the photo we have Norman and Jessica behind the 
couch with Melita, Vicky, Francesca and Christopher.

What dedication this lady has! Earlier this year the Mobile Library 
truck broke down. While it was out of  action, Mary the lovely 
librarian packed her own car with books, laptop and folding chair so 
as not to disappoint the customers of  Somers. Fantastic service. 

Mobile Library
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A 90th Birthday 
celebration with 
friends

It was a very happy gathering at the 
home of  Florence Lee to celebrate 
the 90th birthday of  her friend Beryl 
Kings. The 10 ladies attending were 
all members of  the embroidery group 
organised by Kath Satchwell in the late 
1980s and have been close friends ever 
since. 

Beryl and her husband Eric became 
permanent residents in Somers in 1984 
and she soon became involved with a 
number of  local groups, commencing of  
course with the embroidery one and in 
similar vein, the Somers Craft Country 
Guild for which she produced many 
fine examples of  embroidery including 
working it onto a watercolour wash 

background. Beryl’s other interests 
included a keen involvement in 
gardening, the CAE Book Club, the 
local chamber music group as well as 
a ladies’ walking group.   

Gardening and walking have been 
curtailed because of  physical issues but 
Beryl is certainly quite active with her 

other interests.
In the photo are, standing: Ann 

Westle, Anne Danne, Judy Kefford, 
Florence Lee and Shirley Nutting. 
Seated: Jill White, Doreen Langmead, 
Beryl Kings, Olivia Gurney and Kath 
Satchwell. 

ROD NUSKE  

Continuing saga at Garden Square 

Adding to the loss of  the tennis court 
as reported in the last issue of  Paper 
Nautilus, MPS Council has flagged 
the demolition of  the toilet blocks at 
Garden Square, due to their age and 
condition. There are no plans to replace 
these facilities. Possibly the thinking 
may have been that with no tennis there 
was no longer a need to provide toilets. 

A Planning Notice advertising 
removal of  the toilets was placed at 
Garden Square in July and it attracted 
48 objections. A meeting was arranged 
between the Friends of  Garden Square 
and Council officers to discuss plans for 
the Square including the ongoing need 
for toilet facilities.  

At the meeting, Council agreed 
that one of  the toilet blocks (being in 
acceptable condition) could remain in 
place until no longer serviceable, although 
they flagged the need to assess ongoing 
usage levels to determine the future need 
for such amenities. 

Several weeks later local objectors 

received notice that a permit to demolish 
both toilet blocks had been issued. 
Although the permit has been issued, 
Council may still decide to retain one of  
the two blocks and we are now waiting 
for the final decision. 

As pictured in the last issue there is a 
dedicated group of  Petanque players that 
regularly meet to indulge in a BBQ prior 

to their competition, in which both ladies 
and men play in earnest and enjoyable 
rivalry.

While it may be convenient for the 
men to duck behind a gum-tree, the 
ladies are less than impressed with the 
possibility of  the removal of  both toilets. 
The saga and our efforts to maintain the 
amenity of  Garden Square for locals and 
visitors, continue. 

SALLY HOLDSWORTH 
President, Friends of  Garden Square

Our local Petanque players voice their displeasure at the council’s decision to remove both toilets 
from Garden Square.
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Book review

The Rosie 
Project
by Graeme Simsion

I uploaded this book onto my Kindle 
on a whim – a local author, Graeme 
Simsion studied writing at RMIT and 
this, his first novel, was receiving rave 
reviews. I had an aeroplane trip and 
poolside holiday to indulge in my 
love of  reading, so why not try it? I 

Children’s book review

Happy Birthday 
to You
by Dr Suess

“Today you are you! That is truer than 
true! There is no one alive who is you-
er than you!” Dr Suess, 1959.

Dr Seuss, in his classic book Happy 
Birthday to You (written in 1959) reminds 
us all, young and old, that a birthday 
person is a cause for celebration and 
rejoicing. This book is all about the 
most wonderful birthday party, which 
Dr Suess believes every person should 
have. It is celebrated in the magical land 
of  ‘Katroo’ where the Birthday Bird 
leads the birthday person (a child) on a 
lavish birthday journey, all day and all 
night, through the most wonderful of  
birthday lands.

The day begins with the special 
birthday handshake – to meet the 
madcap Birthday Bird. This involves 
touching each other’s right pointer 
fingers/digits, while touching your own 
left big toe with your left pointer finger 
and he copies. It’s a little similar to the 
game of  Twister except it is an elaborate 
birthday greeting and ritual of  Katroo.

The birthday adventures include a 
trip through the birthday flower jungle 
while being carried airborne in a boat by 
a herd of  funicular goats. The birthday 
flowers smell like licorice and cheese. 
Yum. There are camels with chairs 
strapped to the humps so that you can 
eat the smorgasbord atop; mountain 
swimming pools with so, so many levels 
to swim in; and the birthday palace, with 
its 9403 rooms to play in. Everyone 
deserves a birthday palace like this – 
except it takes 20 days just to clean up 
the mess!

In typical Seuss style the food is 
fantastical – hot dogs rolled out on a 
spool for an endless meal, with so much 
mustard mess that cleaning off  in the 
‘mustard-off ’ pool is required.

There is magic birthday music with 
drummers, strummers, zummers, and of  
course plumbers, Dr Derring’s singing, 
spelling herrings spell out ‘Happy 
Birthday to You’ and the birthday child 
sings in unison ‘I am so lucky!’

This is a wonderful book for 
highlighting the uniqueness of  each 
individual, especially on their special day 
– their birthday. It is all about making 
your special birthday person feel that for 
one day a year, the world should cheer 
and help celebrate in honour of  them.

Some interesting facts about Dr Suess 
sourced from www.barnesandnoble.com 
and www.catinthehat.org/:

Theodor Seuss Geisel was born in 
Massachusetts on 2 March, 1904. His 
father was a brew-master and his mother 
used to chant rhymes to soothe him 
to sleep. Seuss’ early career was as an 
editorial cartoonist. When Geisel wrote 
And to Think That I Saw It on Mulberry 
Street in 1936, the book was turned down 
by 27 publishers, many of  whom said it 
was ‘too different’. Seuss was about to 
burn his manuscript when it was rescued 
and published, under the pen name Dr 
Seuss, by a college classmate (Vanguard 
Press). 

The Cat in the Hat became the 
prototype for one of  Random House’s 
best-selling series, ‘Beginner Books’. 
This popular series combined engaging 

stories with outrageous illustrations and 
playful sounds to teach basic reading 
skills. 

Dr Suess was the winner of  the 
Pulitzer Prize in 1984, three Academy 
Awards, and was the author and 
illustrator of  44 children’s books. 
Even after his death in 1991, Dr Seuss 
continues to be the best-selling author 
of  children’s books in the world.

PS: Happy 10th Birthday Paper 
Nautilus!

KARINA SMITH
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Unique and 
important 
manuscript

At the launch of  John Martyn’s latest 
book at the Potter Gallery on Tuesday 
24 September, which was based on a 
10th century manuscript in the Potter 
containing about 40 letters by Pope 
Gregory the Great, he showed how 
it had probably been copied in the 
scriptorium of  Fleury-sur-Loire by its 
brilliant abbot, Abbo, who possessed 
two manuscripts containing all of  the 
Pope’s letters. 

Unlike all the other manuscripts 
containing his letters, the Melbourne 
one not only has all its capital letters 
illuminated, with blue and red inks, but 
all the addresses are in red ink and the 
initials break all the rules with square 
capitals appearing alongside uncial 
capitals, the first usual in the second to 
fourth centuries, the latter in the ninth 
to 12th centuries. 

The script is beautiful and has no 
corrections, again most unusual. From 
the textual point-of-view, it combines 
with two 10th century manuscripts in 

the Bibliothèque Nationale to give the 
most appropriate readings, thus a most 
important manuscript, and a unique 
one, which by some miracle ended up 
in the Potter Museum on the campus 
of  Melbourne University.

On Thursday 17 October, in theatre 
A at Melbourne University, from 6.30 
to 7.30 pm, John will be showing and 
discussing the illuminations in this 
extraordinary manuscript. He will 
also show the titles of  the musicians 
who in the late 16th century used the 
Gregorian folios to wrap around their 
musical scores, to protect them from 
the elements, and their music books 
examined by him in the Bodleian Library 
in Oxford. 

By this time, the very popular 
letters sent all over the known world 
by the revered Pope Gregory had been 
consulted by so many monks in England 
that their binding must have fallen off, 
and the musicians saved the folios that 
they had extracted, although damaged, 
and these were bound again, and finally 
purchased by the Classics Department, 
as was requested by John, to provide 
material for a palaeography course that 
he was taking for senior students.

JOHN MARTYN

could not put this book down. It’s a 
wonderful mix of  humour, a very 
creative plot and exceptional writing, 
which tick all the boxes for a ‘great 
read’.

The ‘boy meets girl’ plot of  the 
book seems simple enough, but Graeme 
Simsion has added a twist – boy can’t 
meet girls, boy not sure why, boy draws 
up a list of  potential suitor qualities, this 
doesn’t work, then he meets an entirely 
unsuitable girl, but she’s not on the list.

The hero of  the story is Professor 
Don Tillman, a university professor 
of  genetics, who exhibits strong 
characteristics of  Asperger’s Syndrome, 
but doesn’t realise it. He even lectures 
about the syndrome, without any insight 
into his obvious traits. After luckless 
dating experiences Don decides he 
wants to get married, and he writes 
up ‘The Wife Project’. After devising 
this obsessively detailed screening 
questionnaire, which rules out most 
potential female candidates, Don meets 
feisty, chaotic, chain-smoking Rosie. 
Rosie needs his help with a genetic 
problem but along the way they learn 
many things about one another and the 
peculiarities of  us human beings.
A great, fun read.

KARINA SMITH

On this day that has been so long coming local retired politician Bob Chynoweth, retired Balnarring Probus President Barry Wade and a representative 
of  the Greens were keen to provide Des Millane with helpful advice as to just where he should place those vital ticks on the election papers.
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A group of  4-year-old children from Somers Preschool visited the 
McClelland Gallery and Sculpture Park in Langwarrin to view the 
bird exhibition there. They had shown an interest in birds when they had 
been to see the birdlife at Coolart as part of  their ‘Bush Kinda’ program. 

At the gallery they also took time out to view some of  the large sculptures 
scattered around the grounds. A great attraction for the children is this 
larger-than-life head of  a Chimpanzee.
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Take a walk on the 
wild side

Please take a walk on the wild side by 
going down the beach access track 
off  the Tasman Road ‘S’ bends (the 
Williams Point Track) and experience 
Westernport through the Banksias!

On your walk you may meet a Blue 
Wren family, a pair of  Yellow Robins, 
some Wattle Birds and maybe some 
people weeding!

It is spring and the lizards have just 
have woken after their long winter sleep 
and as the earth begins to warm the 
planted grasses will be pushing their 
roots out into the surrounding soil and 
soon flower heads will form.

Life will be buzzing and creeping, 
flying and singing all around you.                                                                                                                                             
But to keep the restoration process 
going, the Friends need your help.

It should be Grant application time 
but the election has put a hiccup in the 
timetable. Still the steep slopes and 
the enormous amount of  weed makes 
using a qualified contractor absolutely 
imperative and contractors cost money. 

We are eagerly watching for the grant 
application notifications.

All grants come with a ‘dollar for 
dollar’ requirement. The volunteer work 
done by the Friends makes up some of  
this requirement but money for plants 
and extra contractual help with the 
preparation and planting needs to be 
funded by the Friends (as the ‘dollar 
for dollar’ contribution).

We would love your physical 
involvement if  you feel able to work.  
We would love your direct financial 
contribution if  you would like to 
contribute. We would also love your 
support with our fundraising endeavours.

For the next stage of  this project 
we will need to seek a grant of  about 
$10,000 and we will need to raise 
another about $6000 in cash and $4000 
in ‘in kind’ labour as our part of  our 
contribution. The aim of  the proposed 
grant is to address the Bridal Creeper 
and Blackberry (on the full length of  
the Williams Point to South Sea Road 
bowl section). The MPSC treated 
Pittosporums as part of  the PP & W 
CMA RAMSAR Protection Project and 
the increased sunlight will have the weed 
growing vigorously.

If  you got this copy of  the Somers 
Paper Nautilus from the Somers Arts 
Fair you will have seen The Friends of  
South Sea Foreshore Reserve’s banner, 
brochure and display. A copy of  the 
photo album is also always available 
at the Somers Store (thanks Somers 
Store!).

Somers’ beautiful natural setting 
needs your help and we would love to 
know what you feel able to do to help. 

A very small group of  aging 
individuals have wrought miracles but 
the aged weeders are not much good at 
‘networking’, ‘marketing’ or fundraising. 
Can you please help?

We hold a Working Bee on the 
second Sunday of  each month – weather 
permitting – at the western end of  South 
Sea Road Somers – 9.30 to 11.30am with 
morning tea provided.

We work every Friday – weather 
permitting – between approximately 
9am and 3pm (with a break for lunch) 
either on the Williams Point Track off  
the S bends on Tasman Road or around 
the street bowl of  South Sea Road. 
Please ring Rosemary on 0400 183 047 
if  you need more info or if  you can help.

   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  0400 963 064 

ITProfessor Pty Ltd - Box 424 Somers 

When insults had class

These outstanding insults are from 
an era before the English language 
got boiled down to four-letter 
words:

• A Member of  Parliament to 
Disraeli: “Sir, you will either 
die on the gallows or of  some 
unspeakable disease.”
“That depends, Sir,” said Disraeli, 
“whether I embrace your policies 
or your mistress.”

• “He has all the virtues I dislike 
and none of  the vices I admire.” 
Winston Churchill

• “I have never killed a man, but 

I have read many obituaries with 
great pleasure.” Clarence Darrow

• “He has never been known to use 
a word that might send a reader to 
the dictionary.” William Faulkner, 
about Ernest Hemingway.

• “Thank you for sending me a 
copy of  your book; I’ll waste no 
time reading it.” Moses Hadas

• “I didn’t attend the funeral, but I 
sent a nice letter saying I approved 
of  it.” Mark Twain

• “He had delusions of  adequacy.” 
Walter Kerr
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The Long Ride revisited
Our intrepid trio Stephen Lambert, 
Wendy Derix and Nathan Derix-
Brown left Mirramar Road at 7am 
on 4 May on their way to Cairns 
as a means of  raising funds and 
awareness of  Prostate Cancer.

The morning was quite cool 
and Nathan, new to long rides on 
a motorbike in winter, was not fully 
insulated from the cold so he suffered 
somewhat until the day grew warmer.

He had been warned by his mother 
to prepare, but I suppose when you 
are young you think you know best.

By 9am they had reached Kilmore 
to meet up with other Victorian 
riders, then off  to Echuca for a stop 
for lunch and a time for Nathan to 
thaw out. Hay was the night stop 
where they met up with riders from 
South Australia and Tasmania.

The longest leg of  580 kilometres 
followed as they headed for Bourke. 
They were concerned that day by the 
number of  kangaroos and emus that 
shared the road to Bourke.

Now in the real outback on the 
way to Charleville the riders were 
even more concerned with the local 
indigenous animals and sure enough, 
one obstreperous careless emu ran 
into the side of  a Tasmanian rider and 
broke his leg! He was rather proud 
of  the fact that he didn’t come off  
his bike with the collision. The riders 
were feted by the townspeople all the 
way and funds were raised at each 
stop. Barcaldine was to be the next 
stopping point but first the convoy 
had to avoid not only kangaroos and 
emus but feral goats as well!

One rather unusual means of  
raising funds in the local pub was 
an offer by a local dart player to 
donate the $50 bill which had been 
folded tightly and attached to the 
board, if  the thrower could put 
three consecutive darts into it. After 
this and a hearty breakfast then off  
towards Hughenden, but first to weave 

their way through a herd of  cattle 
that blocked the highway. There was 
a quick stop at the Stockman’s Hall 
of  Fame and the Qantas Founders 
Museum before reaching Winton for a 
real country lunch at the local bakery.

But then,  oh my gosh the 
Kennedy Development Road – eighty 
kilometres of  road works and five 
riders coming off, luckily with no 
injuries. Then there were the road-
trains creating a vacuum that sucked 
the bikes toward them! 

So how was young Nathan going 
with all this? Well at the start of  the 
trip he was somewhat tense, but as 
the days passed he was happy to sit 
back and listen to his iPod and watch 
the scenery flash by.

At the stop in Charters Towers the 
group received a fundraising cheque 
in the town-hall from the mayor. 

Now the road started to become 
a little more challenging with a lot 

of  exciting curves and the landscape 
changed from outback to tropical. 
Townsville provided a night’s rest 
to face up to interviews the next 
morning from the local TV and radio 

Yes even a motorbike needs refuelling 
eventually. Stephen between Hillston and 
Cobar in NSW.

Stephen and Nathan taking a very welcome break and an ice-cream at Marlborough, between 
Mackay and Rockhampton. Still a way to go yet!
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On the way out of  Atherton with wet 
weather finally catching up with them.

Getting ready before taking the final leg into Cairns.

commentators.
The 330 bikes headed off  to 

Atherton in pouring rain which was 
the first on the whole trip. Final Day 
meant riding down the Kuranda range 
to the esplanade in Cairns where a 
final total of  418 bikes congregated.

Was it worthwhile? Well Nathan 
thought it was really cool and the 
total raised was a staggering $250,000. 
Now that is really cool!

Next year’s ride is to Uluru (Ayers 
Rock). Any other locals who may 
like to join Stephen and Wendy, just 
contact Stephen for information. 

ROD NUSKE

The Plinths go 
round the loop and 
come out pooped

She looked like a ‘long Sam’ 
Queenslander, tall, long legged, tanned 
and clad in khaki, bush hat and sturdy 
boots with rolled-over socks. Only we 
weren’t in Queensland and she wasn’t 
an Aussie. 

“Hellow dawlins,” she said as 
she jumped down from the cabin of  
the four-wheel-drive tourist truck. 
“Welcome aboard.” She heaved our bags 
onto the truck. God’s trousers, she was 
a Londoner by mouth and apparently 
an Australian by everything else and 
strong as a horse with it!

So the Plinths had decided to take a 
tour of  the Kimberley; a ‘bucket tour’ 
someone said, the sort of  trip you take 
before you kick the bucket. They had 
‘done’ Australia pretty thoroughly in a 
camper trailer but they had never made 
it to the north-west. So let’s do WA the 
easy way and take a guided scenic tour, 
they cried. Ho! Ho!

The brochure was full of  colour 
photos on the places to be visited; 
places with wondrous names including 
Winjana Gorge and Tunnel Creek, 
Bell Gorge and El Questro Park. The 
brochure was peppered with phrases 
like, “explore at your leisure”, “take a 
dip in the cool waterhole falls”, “enjoy 
a sunset cruise with Champagne on 
Lake Argyle”, and so on. All true but 
what they didn’t show in the brochure 
is that between each colour picture 
there were hundreds of  kilometres of  
hellish roads, especially the Gibb River 
Road. It has corrugations like you’ve 
never seen before. “We gotta go fast 
over the tops Dawlins, otherwise we’ll 
never get there,” she cried. So the truck 
was virtually airborne most of  the way, 
veering this way and that and vibrating 
like a pneumatic drill. Suddenly the truck 
started to slow down. “Bush pee time!” 
the guide announced, pulling over into 
the scrub. “Men to the left and ladies to 
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The young woman recognised an old 
goat in distress when she saw one and 
so she reached for his hand and hauled 
him out.

Night time on safari also presented 
its charms. The Plinths had paid extra 
to be in ‘camping plus’ but in failing 
to find their on-site tent and enquiring 
about the matter, Dawlin pointed to the 
ground and told them we were sleeping 
under the stars in swags for the first two 
nights. This is what comes of  failing to 
read the fine print. It was so cold that 
Plinth thought his head, sticking out of  
the swag, was turning into an ice block. 
If  he pulled the hood over his head he 
couldn’t breathe, so the only solution 
was to stick his nose out of  a fold in 
the canvas and snore out into the open. 

In the morning, wakey-wakey time 
was 5.30am. The Swiss couple didn’t 
need to wake. They had been awake all 
night and they were not amused; no one 
had told them about ‘camping plus’ and 
that they were destined to spend the rest 
of  their nights sleeping rough. So they 
wanted out. Luckily Dawlin managed 
to get them upgraded so they stayed 
and as it turned out, they adjusted to 
the rigours of  the trip and in the end 
were happy to say that they had enjoyed 
it immensely.

As for the ‘leisure’ written about in 
the brochures! There wasn’t much of  
that. It was a nine-day packed itinerary 
and hard as it is to accept, this method 
of  seeing the Kimberley may not be 
for the un-fit or those in their seer and 
yellow years. There are other ways of  
seeing the main things like the Bungle 
Bungles and these include coming 
down from the top end and definitely 
avoiding the Gibb River Road. Dawlin 
gave a splendid commentary, through 
wobbling speakers, and she certainly 
filled the passengers in with stories of  
the Kimberley; things they may never 
have learned otherwise.

So if  you want to follow this bucket 
tour, just be confident that you won’t 
kick the bucket even before you get 
home.

BARRINGTON PLINTH

the right! Collect your complimentary 
toilet paper from the bin.” 

Climbing down from the truck and 
now in mutual shock were a diverse 
group of  people; a hearty Dutchman, 
a shy single lady, an earnest Englishman, 
a most aristocratic looking couple from 
Switzerland, a jolly party from a camping 
ground in Broome and of  course, the 
Plinths. This order to de-bus presented 
the tourists with a truly rude start to 
their safari and while they may have 
wished to resist, the elapsing of  two 
and a half  hours having their innards 
toggled, they were left with little choice. 
It would have made an interesting aerial 
photograph. A truck in the centre and a 
perfect outward-facing radial pattern of  
heads in the bush. Looking out of  the 
corner of  his eye, Plinth couldn’t help 
noticing the Swiss man still standing, a 
look of  disbelief  on his face but finally 
yielding downwards to the forces of  
nature. 

The first stop allowed the travellers 
a comfortable walk to Windjana 
Gorge where they were assured that 
the crocodiles didn’t eat people. Lunch 
followed (not for the crocs), and what an 
amazing spread it was. However, Dawlin 
made it clear that they were expected to 

help unload the truck, serve themselves, 
wash the dishes and help reload. On 
the way again, they stopped at Tunnel 
Creek. They were told to get their 
torches and don their water-walking 
footwear. Peering into the darkness, it 
looked like a railway tunnel except that a 
wide stream was running through it and 
rattling over slippery stones. The torches 
were useless; the paddlers couldn’t see 
their feet so with slips and many an 
echoing shriek, there was finally light 
at the end of  the tunnel and coming 
into view, a beckoning sand bank.

So this was, as it turned out, the 
reality of  the safari; tough treks with 
rewarding destinations. One of  the 
walks was so long and so tough that the 
walkers started falling by the wayside. 
Plinth distinguished himself  by slipping 
on a rock and falling backwards and 
downwards into a huge sword-grass 
clump. There was no way he could get 
out without cutting his hands and in 
any case, his feet were sticking up in 
the air in front of  him. A sturdy young 
woman happened by and seeing Plinth 
(looking like a giant sunflower no 
doubt), she asked politely if  he needed 
assistance. “No, I’m fine,” he said when 
obviously he was nothing of  the kind. 

This is ‘Dawlin’, in fact the wondrous Ria from Kimberly Wild Travel.
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Obituary

Norman (Tod) Perry 
Clayton   
1/7/1922 ~ 9/5/2013 

Norm grew up in Moorabbin where his 
father was a market gardener. The Great 
Depression affected the family and 
Norm left the Moorabbin State School 
as early as possible to work as a market 
gardener to help in supporting the family.

When the Second World War started, 
he joined the RAN and did his initial 
training at HMAS Cerberus. Norm 
became a torpedo operator on HMAS 
Canberra which was destined to operate 
in the South Pacific war zone. On leave, 
dressed in his immaculate ‘whites’, he met 
his future wife Nancy. Promising to write 
he returned to his ship and did as he had 
promised, eventually marrying his Nancy 
in 1945.

In August 1942 HMAS Canberra was 
among the allied forces off  Guadalcanal 
and was hit by gunfire from Japanese 
cruisers. She sank the next day, at which 
time 84 crew members died including the 
captain.

Norm was among the sailors who 
travelled to England in 1943 to pick up 

a replacement ship, HMAS Shropshire, 
which became involved in supporting 
amphibious landings including at 
Corregidor in the Philippines. The ship 
was awarded five Battle Honours and 
was present at the signing of  the Japanese 
Instrument of  Surrender in Tokyo Bay. 
Norm had accumulated experiences that 
stayed with him all his life.

Post war he studied at RMIT, 
completing an apprenticeship as an 
electrician and entering into partnership 
with another naval man in an electrical 
contracting business before striking out 
on his own.

A house was built in Cheltenham 
where with the children Valerie, Jeffrey and 
David they lived until Norm and Nancy 
moved down to Somers in 1988. As the 
children grew they were trained by their 
father as ‘apprentice electricians’ during 
school holidays. He was involved with 
the Cheltenham Chamber of  Commerce 
and enjoyed playing squash. Time spent in 
the garden was important to them both 
and Norm in particular took delight in 
growing vegetables, something that both 
he and his father had had much experience 
with. The family began to spend holidays 
in the Somers Caravan Park in 1960 and 

eventually purchased a block in Victoria 
Avenue for a deposit of  ₤5. A house was 
built in 1963 which eventually became their 
permanent residence.

Norm and Nancy travelled together 
to Tasmania and the Philippines for 
naval reunions and also around Australia 
towing a caravan. Then he discovered 
the joy of  bowling at the Balnarring 
Bowls Club, whilst at home he attacked 
crosswords with delight when not reading. 
Norm enjoyed greatly his time with their 
grandchildren, but eventually ill-health 
meant that he could not be as active as 
he would have liked.

The period of  his life spent in the navy 
was incredibly important to him – he took 
part in the Anzac Day marches and was 
treasurer of  the Shropshire Association, 
attending with Nancy many of  the social 
activities. 

Their son Jeffrey said: “He was a 
generous and loyal person, who was very 
talented with his hands. Norm had a great 
sense of  humour, enjoyed a party and 
loved to stir people. He loved his extended 
family, his children to whom he was a fine 
teacher of  life’s skills, and his soul mate 
Nancy.” 

ROD NUSKE

Wild weather

This is the result of  rain and wind on Wednesday night 3 October when a large sugar-gum 
tree split and half  of  it fell towards this house in Palm Beach Grove. Fortunately only minor 
damage occurred to the roof. Well-known local contractor, Trevor Morey is at work with his 
helper Mitchell Kleinig cutting up and removing the timber. 
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Sixth annual 
Somers Winter 
Market

For the fourth year in a row this was 
again held in the idyllic grounds of  
the Coolart Wetlands and Homestead 
and it’s so exciting to see its popularity 
continue to grow, enabling $7000 to be 
raised for the Somers Preschool.

It was fantastic to see more than 
2000 people attend the event despite 
the sketchy weather reports. Thankfully 
the weather gods were benevolent and 
although the sun only poked its head 
out a few times there was no wind or 
rain – hallelujah!

Forty-five unique stallholders all 
attested that the Winter Market is one 
of  their favourites, due to the many 
volunteers with a friendly smile and 
willingness to help – something they 
don’t often find at other markets they 
attend. A huge thank-you to all (and 
there were so many) who assisted on 
the day setting up and provisioning the 
food stalls and quite often overcoming 
last-minute problems.

Amazingly the soup stall made 
almost $3000! It was so popular, with 
many returning for a second serving. 

Sand painting in the children’s area 
intrigued adults as much as children and 
over $1000 was raised from this and 
other activities there.

The jump castle was as usual very 
popular with the children, almost as 
much as the sweets stall.

With so many attending, parking 
could have been a problem but this was 
foreseen and people were directed to the 
Lord Somers site nearby where a bus 
borrowed from Dromana Secondary 
College and driven by one of  the many 
helpers provided a shuttle service during 
the afternoon.

Of  course when it was all over the 
whole place had to be cleaned and 
packed up. There were so many who 

willingly assisted with this task.
The day could not have been so 

successful without the sponsors, the 
major one being The Coast Real Estate. 
Also providing sponsorship were Parks 
Vic through the use of  Coolart, Somers 
General Store, Bendigo Bank, Accurate 
Roof  Trusses and Bunnings.

It is likely that the 2014 market will 
grow and develop as it has in the six 
years since its inception. The dedication 
and commitment of  the next generation 
of  parents will see it thrive as it has truly 
become more than a fundraiser for the 
Preschool, but an event looked forward 
to each year by the community and also 
those people who will travel to a well-
run market in a great setting.

ROD NUSKE

Oh Zarabelle, does your mother know you 
have that great big toffee apple?

Pleasure before business
It will be pleasure before business for 
Somers Tennis Club in November 
when the club holds its annual general 
meeting.

There will be social tennis from 
1pm on Sunday 17 November for 
members and friends followed by the 
presentation of  medals to junior and 
senior premiership teams and at 3pm 
the AGM will be held.

The day will be rounded off  with 
afternoon tea and anyone still interested 
in playing can continue after tea.

The teams to be presented with 
premiership medals will be:
•	 The junior mixed Grade 3 team 

which won the 2012–13 summer title.
•	 The A grade night mixed team 

which won the 2013 winter title.
TONY DUBOUDIN
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Just about everyone at the Winter Market was having fun, and no one 
more than Amy whose mother Erica and Aunt Andrea were only 
too pleased to provide a ‘swingalong’ on their way from the Coolart 
homestead. But baby Olivia is happy to just stay where she is.

Ethan and Mia look all wide-eyed as they contemplate their sand painting at the Somers 
Preschool stand.

Tilly and Stella are so sure they would just love a ‘Miss Penelope’ 
Teepee play tent.

Somers Preschool teaching assistant Ali 
was there to help Chris with sand painting 
which looks really great fun. Perhaps some 
of  our older residents could take it up as a 
recreational pastime.
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The unseasonal weather we have been having this year has included 
quite a bit of  rain including very late in September. One of  the low 
spots on our local roads is this one on Lord Somers Road. It can 
be dangerous driving through floodwaters, so take care during rainy 
weather. 

An annual carwash

What is getting to be an annual event is the car cleaning by students 
and parents at the school to raise funds for the year 6 students’ 
graduation celebration at the end of  the year. 
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Persuasive writing task: 
Mr Ingham would like to put a pool in at 
Somers Primary School. The pool will take 
over part of  the oval and the new playground.

Swimming pool     
bad idea

I think it is a very bad idea to put a 
swimming pool in Somers Primary 
for a few basic and more complicated 
reasons. 

Risks are probably the most 
dangerous parts of  putting swimming 
pools anywhere. Somers would need 
fences to stop people getting in, and 
what about the school holidays and the 
weekend, who’s to stop people climbing 
the fence, and if  they can’t they could dig 
under or break a lock to get in. People 
have many ways of  figuring out how to 
get in. If  people could get in, a small child 
could drown – big consequences for the 
school; or buy super-modern, Hi-Tech 
fencing, which would send the school 
as bankrupt as Geelong Ford, and then 
they couldn’t afford to pay staff.

Secondly, it would be a waste of  
money to rip up the new playground 
since we just got it.  Concrete for the 
pool would sum up to a lot of  money as 
it is, and Runners Club would have to be 
detoured. The school would also have to 
hire lifeguards.

Now think about the oval. You cannot 
have 3/4 of  an oval, it would be illogical, 
and the oval is small enough as it is. PE 
would have to be re-situated to the muddy 
part of  the oval, so not to be pushed 
into the goalposts. Mrs Bohan’s and Miss 
Jenkins’ classrooms would be squished, 
and have no room at the back of  them, 
so the windows would be pointless.

Finally, the school would have to fill 
out heaps of  insurance forms. Plus the 
pool would be huge; taking up the new 

playground and part of  the oval. That 
means more chlorine, more cleaning and 
more fencing. Imagine having to clean 
the pool out every week, FUN! NOT! 
Chlorine is expensive too so that’s more 
money the school doesn’t have.

These are some of  the hopefully 
convincing arguments, as to why a pool 
at SPS is a bad idea. 

JAMES

Eat my bubbles

How could we possibly not have a 
swimming pool in the school? Mr 
Ingham should definitely put in a 
swimming pool because when the ice 
caps melt swimmers will rule the world.

Also, you know how boys completely 
stink from playing football? Well we won’t 
have that problem because they would 
be swimming instead. With the new 
playground gone kids won’t have bark 
in their shoes, so their teachers will be as 
happy as teachers without complaining 
kids!

In favour of  all the kids who want to 
be professional swimmers, chlorine is the 
breakfast of  champions and an hour of  
swimming burns calories.

You can teach kids to swim so easily, 
all you have to do is push them in and 
they will work the rest out themselves 
– haven’t you heard of  survival of  the 
fittest?

Kids will be happy getting a swimming 
pool because we will have to have lots of  
dress-up days to raise money.

I hope I have convinced you that 
getting a swimming pool is a fabulous 
idea. Oxygen is over-rated anyway!

NATALIE 

The boy goes to mass
He was following his father across the 
paddock toward the church on the 
other side of  the canal.  The morning 
sun shone fiercely on his head and 
the flies buzzed around, but his father 
walked on without a thought of  the 
flies on his back. There were thousands 
of  black flies on the navy blue of  his 
suit coat. The boy wondered if  they 
were heavy. His father did not seem 
to mind.  Perhaps they were light. He 
did not seem to feel them at all. What 
would happen if  they went to mass? 
Why couldn’t the flies go to mass? They 
didn’t let dogs in either. God made 
them, and they should be allowed to go 
to mass and pray to God like we can. 

It was a long walk across the paddock 
to the church and the flies buzzed around 
his head and would not leave him alone. 
They tried to get in his eyes and his nose 
too. Sometimes they stung but mostly 
they just tickled as they walked across 

his skin. He had better run to catch up 
his father or he might be left behind. 
Daddy always seems to walk so fast, and 
doesn’t seem to care for all the interesting 
things on the way. It would be great to 
stop and smell the canal and watch the 
boats bobbing up and down. It would be 
fun to sit in one too. He wondered what 
the boats were there for and who owned 
them. He never seemed to see anyone 
getting into them. They were just there. 
Sometimes they were not there though. 
Now they were there and then not there. 
Why were they sometimes lying on the 
mud and sometimes bobbing up and 
down in the water?

I wonder why Mummy never goes 
to mass, he thought, as he walked home 
with his father.  There are plenty of  
other ladies there, in their pretty hats, 
but Mummy never goes.

JIMMY JAMES

From the school...
These items are written by children from Somers Primary School. We hope to make this a 
regular feature of  the Paper Nautilus.
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Interesting facts about 
koalas 

*  Koalas are not bears. They 
are MARSUPIALS, which 
means that they carry their 
young in a pouch. 
*  Koalas have two thumbs 
on their front paws – to help 
them  climb, to hold onto the 
tree and to grip their food. 
*  Koalas are mostly     
NOCTURNAL animals. 
This means that they sleep in 
the daytime, and move 
around and feed at night. 
*  Koalas’ fur is different in 
different parts of Australia. 
In the southern parts of
Australia it is longer and 
shaggier than in the north, in 
order to keep them warm in 
the cold southern winters. 
*  The male koala has a dark 
scent gland in the centre of 
his chest.  He rubs this on the 
tree in order to mark his   
territory. 
*  Koalas also communicate 
with each other by making a 
noise like a snore and then a 
belch, known as a ‘bellow’. 
*  Koalas on mainland    
Australia produce, on
average, one young every 
two years. 
*  Koala babies are known as 
‘joeys’.
*  When koalas are born, 
they are only 2 centimetres 
long, which is about as big 
as a jellybean! 

Koala footprints 
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KOALA CRAFT 

With the aid of a photocopier enlarge the Koala 
template to an A4 size, onto white paper. 

Carefully cut out each segment of the Koala body 
(adult supervision is required for little kids). 

Colour each segment of the Koala body. You might 
like to make funky Koalas and colour them in many 
different colours. 

Next, use a glue stick to attach each part of the Koa-
la body in its appropriate place. 

Your Koala is ready. Why don’t you recycle some 
cardboard tubes (from kitchen rolls) to make your 
Koala a tree to hang on?  

We are very lucky in SOMERS to 
have Koalas living in our backyards.
Next time you’re out for a
bushwalk go searching for koalas.
Put your hiking boots on and make 
sure you take your binoculars. Koala 
bottoms, high up in the trees, can be 
hard to spot. Look for signs of Koa-
las too, e.g. Koala poo droppings, 
footprints and tree scratching.

Read koala books:
 Koala Lou by Mem Fox 

 Koala by Edana Eckart 

 The Koala: Natural History, 
Conservation and Management by
Roger Martin, Kathrine Handasyde 
and Sue Simpson

 Finding Home by Sandra Markle
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The Kwong Sue Duk story
Kylie Kwong is known throughout 
Australia today as cook, author, TV 
celebrity, while her grandfather, 
Kwong Sue Duk was equally well 
known in Australia in the late 1800s 
and early 1900s.  

Kylie is the first daughter of  the 
third son of  the first son of  Kwong Sue 
Duk’s third wife. KSD was renowned 
as a Chinese herbalist and entrepreneur 
who journeyed as a teenager from his 
birthplace in Toishan, Guang Dong 
Province, firstly to America looking 
for gold and then arriving alone 
in Cooktown in 1873; no passport 
required, just a ten-pounds landing fee, 
which of  course was a lot of  money 
then.  

KSD, born in 1853 was a 26th 
generation Kwong descendant from 
Kwong Sum Chut born 1103 AD. The 
surname Kwong originated in 960 AD 
in the first year of  the Sung Dynasty, 
although paternal blood relationships 
existed with the Fong and Louie 
families traced back to 2697 BC. 

While only 17 years old KSD 
married his first wife Gee Shee in China 
and soon became a father of  three.

KSD worked as a labourer in gold 
mines and camps and soon had enough 
money to bring his wife and family 
out from China. In the meantime he 
had moved to Darwin where living 
conditions were less severe. KSD 
prospered in Darwin, opening a store 
and buying and developing several 
properties. But his wife Gee Shee was 

unable to adapt to a foreign country 
and returned home in 1897 after the 
ferocious cyclone wiped out most of  
KSD’s wealth. She never returned and 
died in China aged 80.

In 1886 KSD had married a second 
wife, Chen Shee who had been brought 
from China by a family friend. When 
Chen’s fifth child died, KSD’s tenth, 
KSD adopted a boy and girl to 
compensate. 

In March 1887 KSD married for a 
third time, his bride-to-be arriving with 
a Chinese family. On one of  his many 
trips to China KSD met and married 
Wong Shee in February 1899, his fourth 
and final marriage.

Such was the esteem that KSD held 
here with officials, permission was 
given to allow observation of  the then 
Chinese custom of  multiple wives. The 
custom was eventually banned after 
Federation and the establishment of  
the Republic of  China.  

It was remarkable that all the wives 
and children lived under one roof  as 
a family. Much credit for this resides 
with the wives. The second wife usually 
served as nurse and midwife while the 
third wife did most of  the sewing 
and mending and the fourth wife, 
being the youngest, did the cooking 
and laundry. KSD was a good father, 
seldom spanking the children.  

KSD returned to Cairns despite the 
rule that Chinese were not allowed entry 
without a permit. Soon all his family 
joined him there where he opened a 

store in Sachs Street, Chinatown selling 
Chinese goods and dispensing herbal 
medicines notwithstanding the fact 
that he had no formal education in 
medicine.

One day in 1907 KSD decided that 
it was time his marriageable sons had 
Chinese wives, so he took off  with 
three wives and numerous offspring 
on a month-long boat trip to China – 
the party numbered 18 in all. 

In 1917, with wives 3 & 4 he decided 
to settle in Melbourne and, for some 
time the family lived at 246 Russell 
Street, opposite the National Museum. 
When I was about 7 years of  age my 
mother would walk me and my siblings 
from Sunday School in Little Bourke 
Street up the hill past 246 Russell Street 
on our way to visit friends in Latrobe 
Street. As we passed the number 246 
shop front, empty but for a metre-long 
photo of  KSD’s family, my mother 
would say that’s Kwong Sue Duk’s 
family. Little did I know that 20 years 
later I would marry Leonie, the fifth 
daughter of  the first son of  the third 
wife of  Kwong Sue Duk.

KSD was a kind, vibrant gentleman, 
a staunch believer in schooling for his 
children – number six son attended 
Columbia and Harvard Universities, 
number nine son graduated as a College 
‘Dux’ of  his class. 

KSD died in Townsville in 1929 
aged 76, buried in Hong Kong, but 
re-interred in Melbourne Cemetery in 
1997 to be with wives 1, 3 & 4. KSD 
raised 24 children, 22 by natural issue 
and two adopted. 

The ‘Kwong Sue Duk Foundation’ 
was formed in Melbourne in 1982 and 
the first family reunion was held with 
about 200 attending. It was the event 
of  the Melbourne weekend with wide 
newspaper, TV and magazine exposure. 
Approval was given to plant and mark 
with a plaque, a commemorative tree in 
the King’s Domain Gardens. Reunions 
are held every two years rotating 
between capital cities although we had 
a reunion in Monteray, USA in 1999 
to accommodate many of  the USA 
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relatives. At each re-union seldom-
seen relatives arrive, so to identify 
everyone we wear colour-coded name 
tags. Leonie’s family descendants from 
the third wife carried a blue dot on their 
name tag and two dots indicated our 
family was second generation; our six 
children therefore carried three blue 
dots; I carried an additional yellow 
dot indicating a spouse. It’s taken 
Randall, our second son, thirty years 
to remember that he’s the second son 
of  the fifth daughter of  the first son of  
the third wife. We get over 150 relatives 
at each reunion. 

You may have worked out that Kylie 
Kwong, the first daughter of  the third 
son of  the first  son of  the third wife is 

the niece of  Leonie, the fifth daughter 
of  the first son of  the third wife and 
I am the first husband of  the fifth 
daughter etc. etc. 

About Chinese: Before the 
Communists came to power in 1949 
many provincial dialects were spoken 
in China. Educated people could 
read newspapers and understand 
correspondence but the characters 
were  somet imes  pronounced 
differently and so conversation was 
very difficult. Further, there was no 
world-wide acceptance of  a standard 
Romanisation of  the language. In 1956 
the Government adopted a northern 
dialect with the Beijing pronunciation, 
so-called ‘Mandarin’. In China this is 

‘Putong Hua’ (common speech), the 
official language. ‘Pinyin’ (phonetic 
spelling) was also adopted as the official 
Romanisation and this is now accepted 
in the Western world. At the same time 
some 2000 complicated characters were 
simplified. For example, the family 
name ‘Kwong’ is now written as ‘Kuang’ 
and the characters have been simplified. 
Note that Chinese family names always 
go first and there are virtually no two-
word family names. ‘Sue Duk’ were 
given names. Our family name should 
only be ‘Lim’; ‘Joon’ was my father’s 
given name, ‘Lim’ in Mandarin is ‘Lin’. 
Cantonese is one provincial dialect 
which predominantly remains. 

ALLAN LIM JOON

Goldfield of Tubbarubba

In response to a request in a previous 
Nautilus by Nigel Buesst regarding the 
history of  this Merricks North goldfield, the 
following is an edited extract from a small 
volume written by Bruce Bennett and 
Mary Karney on this subject.

This name is derived from the Aboriginal 
‘Tubbarubbabel’ which means good 
hunting and which appears in records as 
Tubba Rubba or Tubbarubba.

The first map of  the area was drawn up 
by William Thomas, Assistant Protector 
for Aborigines who camped there in 1839. 
On this map he noted that there was a 
good permanent water supply and that 
two other creeks that fed into Tubbarubba 
Creek were named Bulldog Creek (after 
the ants found there) and its tributary 
Mosquito Creek (for obvious reasons). 
Whether he named the creeks is unclear.

The Aborigines would move into the 
area and stay for several months, living 
on the wildlife and daisy yams and orchid 
tubers.

At this time the only visible tracks 
on the Peninsula were those followed by 
the squatters between their runs and on 
towards the fishing villages of  Dromana, 
Hastings, Schnapper Point (Mornington). 
In the 1840s the Peninsula, like the rest 
of  Victoria, was divided into pastoral 
runs of  several thousand acres each, and 
Tubbarubba was in the Tuerong run of  
12,000 acres.

In 1864 the lease was cancelled after a 

Land Bill was passed by the government 
which opened up land for selection and 
by this time the Bunwurrung people had 
all but disappeared from the Peninsula 
so that when John Oswin arrived as a 
selector in Balnarring in 1865 he said that 
he never saw an Aborigine in the area. [See 
Deline Skinner’s article ‘Others before us’ 
in our July/August issue, p. 12, for the 
reason there were no longer Aborigines 
in the area.]

Settlers there were well aware of  the 
native animals which included kangaroos, 
emus, goannas, wallabies, bandicoots, 
koalas and dingoes. The kangaroos were 
not popular and one kangaroo drive 
recorded the slaughter of  1500 animals. 

Rumours circulated of  gold at Mt 
Eliza and Dromana and a little was found 
at Arthurs Seat, mainly by the Chinese on 
their way through to Ballarat. Georgiana 
McCrae’s journal indicated that her 
husband found traces of  gold at Bald 
Hill Creek, Dromana before 1851.

In 1862 in response to a request 
by a Mr Threader of  the local Roads 
Board who had spent time fossicking in 
the Tubbarubba Creek area, The Argus 
reported that the government had sent a 
Geological Surveyor down who thought 
there was a strong possibility that it could 
provide a payable field.

This, as can be imagined, created 

Are you interested in 
local history?

Then the Balnarring 
and District Historical 

Society can offer you the 
opportunity to be involved 
in historical research and 
the updating of records 

for Somers as well as 
Balnarring, Bittern and 

Merricks.

For further details contact the 
Secretary, Anna Buchhorn on 

5983 5537
or the Information Officer, 
Ilma Hackett on 5983 5326
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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) 

 

WRITERS’ GROUP 
 

Join us
Share your words

* For encouragement, discussion, motivation, 
workshopping, editing, feedback, enjoyment. 

Friendly atmosphere 
Everyone welcome 

Friday evenings 7.30 – 9.30

Suite 2, 2 Russell Street, Balnarring 
(next to the physio) 

Gold coin donation appreciated

Fiction EssaysPlays Novels
Short Stories History Research
Children’sWriting  
Letters
Non-Fiction Journalism Reports 

Poetry Travel Writing 
D & J W
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a minor gold rush. In response to 
this the area involved was proclaimed 
Crown property and so was launched 
Tubbarubba as an accepted goldfield.

Alluvial gold was found but no sign 
of  a reef, so it despairingly became known 
as the ‘Rubble Bubble’ alluvial diggings.

There were many reports of  findings 
which were varied in their claims.

An 1862 letter to The Argus reported 
that “the population consists of  about 
a dozen men and they are just making 
tucker”. Other reports complained about 
the scarcity of  water, and the need to 
travel to Schnapper Point for provisions. 
Another said that out of  three dishes 
of  wash he got half  a grain of  gold 
whereas one lucky fossicker claimed to 
have found a nugget weighing 1 ounce 
12 pennyweight!

This may have been the writer who 
stated: “Any willing digger with a five 
pound note will be able to obtain a fair 
start with every chance of  success”.

Despite the negative reports, by 1866 
along the three creeks there were 40 
miners working and a 50-foot shaft had 
been dug. In 1871 there was a report of  
three reefs being found and so another 
rush occurred with about 100 miners on 
the diggings. This conflicts with a report 
in The Leader that claimed there were only 
four or five men in two huts!

About this time the Chinese arrived 
but after it was thought that one of  their 
number had been murdered and buried 
at the scene of  the crime, they left, as 
they were convinced that this put a curse 
on the place.

There definitely was a murder: In 1874 
John Moriarty, who was inoffensive and 
industrious and had selected 100 acres 
about a mile away from Tubbarubba, 
sold 200 sheep for £50 which he meant 
to bank in Mornington, but was reported 
missing and his body was found partially 
concealed nearby. The miner reporting 
him missing was tried for murder but 
acquitted.             

The next details come from the year 
of  1893 when the Mornington Standard 
reported that there were 100 miners 
on the field, a lot of  them being from 
the Ballarat and Bendigo goldfields. 
Apparently at this time a number of  
Hastings fishermen tried their luck with 
some success. In the following year 
several ½-ounce nuggets were found. 
The finding of  small sapphires and 
zircons of  low quality was reported by 
the Government Geologist.

The Mornington Standard of  1895 
claimed that at one and a half  miles west 
of  the old diggings, nuggets from a quartz 
vein totalled 170 ounces, worth £1000.

The following year the Bulldog Creek 

Mining Co. was reported to be working 
shifts day and night with a 50-foot shaft.

The Mornington Gold Mining Co. 
built a dam on Tubbarubba Creek in 1900 
to supply a battery to crush the quartz. 
This provided an ounce of  gold to the 
ton, although better was expected.

Rather than gold, it was reported in 
the Peninsula Post in 1913 that the clay 
at Tubbarubba was suitable for pottery, 
being second to none in the world! A 
syndicate, The China Clay Co. carried out 
some work using a horse-drawn scoop 
and plough. When the lease expired they 
sold their rights so it all came to nothing. 

By now the land had been worked 
over many years so thoroughly and 
turned upside down, dug, shafted, 
sifted and puddled that it certainly was 
not suitable for grazing and also was still 
open to mining leases – so in fact the 
landscape had been devastated. 

In 1924 an application was made for 
a mining lease for open-cut and tunnel 
work on what was grazing land but this 
does not appear to have eventuated. We 
then move on to the Depression years 
of  the 1930s when local men, unable 
to find work, fossicked along the creeks 
finding enough to support their families.

Finally we come to another murder 
which occurred in 1946 when Jack 
Johnson moved to a hut near the corner 
of  Tubbarubba and Mornington Roads. 
He befriended a man called McKenzie 
who moved in with him. Local grazier 
Herb Downward sent son Harry to check 
on Jack but he could not find him.

McKenzie phoned the police 
admitting that he had killed Johnson. 
Relatives of  Johnson in Tasmania thought 
he had a nugget of  gold with him which 
was never found, so the assumption was 
that this was the cause of  the murder.

It can be seen that information 
regarding the amount of  gold taken from 
Tubbarubba depends upon newspaper 
reports which at times were contradictory, 
so what the real truth is we shall never 
know. There surely was some gold 
there but not in the quantity that was 
experienced in the Golden Triangle.

BRUCE BENNETT & MARY KARNEY
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Flinders Golf Club celebrates                   
its 110th birthday

Flinders Golf  Club, a familiar haunt 
for many Somers residents, celebrates 
its 110th birthday this year, which in 
itself  is quite an achievement but in 
the case of  Flinders even more so, as 
the club is Victoria’s oldest still playing 
on the course it opened in 1903.

To celebrate the event the club 
is holding a special 110th anniversary 
dinner on Saturday 26 October at the 
club. The master of  ceremonies will be a 
past president of  Royal Melbourne Golf  
Club David Temple, a highly-regarded 
speaker and raconteur.

Five times British Open golf  winner 
Peter Thomson will be the guest of  
honour. For Thomson it will bring back 
memories as he won the Flinders Golf  
Club Easter tournament in 1949 before 
going on in 1954 to win the first of  his 
five British Open titles.

Flinders had its beginnings in the 
1870s when English and Scottish 
migrants working at the nearby cable 
station – Flinders was the spot where 
the cable from Tasmania came ashore 
– carved out four rough golf  holes on 
the cliff  top.

This pioneering work sparked the 
interest of  a local who had come to 
Flinders to manage an onion farm and 
also happened to be champion golfer 
David Myles Maxwell, hailing from 
the holy grail of  golf, St Andrews in 
Scotland.

In 1892 Maxwell was the inaugural 
club champion at Melbourne Golf  
Club, which soon became The Royal 
Melbourne Golf  Club. Being a golf  
fanatic he soon organised some 
volunteers to add another two holes 
to the nascent golf  course, seeing the 
potential for the cliff-top land.

Maxwell also organised many of  
his friends, who were the golfing elite 
of  their day from Royal Melbourne, to 
come and stay with him in Flinders at 
St Andrews guest house, built in 1905. 

Among them were Dr (later Sir) James 
Barrett, Justice Higgins and Dr (later 
Sir) John McFarland.

Maxwell was not one to let things 
rest. In 1902, after a private visit to 
Flinders by Dr Alister Mackenzie who 
made some suggestions about improving 
the course, Maxwell put the wheels in 
motion to establish The Flinders Golf  
Links on two parcels of  land owned 
by the Union Bank and the Crown. 
Within a year the course had a full 18 
holes. Maxwell’s friend Dr Barrett was 
made chairman of  the committee with 
Maxwell as honorary secretary.

The new club was affiliated with the 
Victorian Golf  Association in 1903 and 
an opening day was held to mark the 
occasion. The Royal Melbourne Golf  
Club presented a hole cutter to the newly 
affiliated club.

Membership in those days was two 
shillings and sixpence a year and the 
total club revenue for that first year was 
three pounds.

The club was an instant success. The 
Melbourne members spread the word 
and the renowned Easter Tournament 
was first held just over a year later in 
1905. This event has continued annually, 
almost uninterrupted, to this day. 
Flinders was a rough and windy course 
to play featuring spectacular holes along 
the cliffs, even down to the beach and 
back. The club generated such interest 
that The Mornington Standard told the 
story on 16 December, 1905:

“In no part of  the state has any golf  
club made such rapid strides as that at 
Flinders. Though started only some three 
years ago by Mr D. M. Maxwell (who is 
still honorary secretary of  the club) with 
a membership of  22, the financial year 
which closed on September 30 shows 
a roll of  155 members.”

Over the next 15 years the Club 
gradually acquired the freehold land 
abutting the course. To accomplish 

this Maxwell and Barrett formed the 
Flinders Golf  Links Land Company but 
because the club was playing golf  on a 
course primarily on Crown Land, the 
State Government was asked to form 
a public park. This ‘temporary reserve’ 
was created in 1914 and with some 
certainty now in place, Maxwell started 
making improvements to the course.

Land acquisitions continued until 
the year 1918, by which time the club 
(the Flinders Golf  Links Land Co. had 
liquidated its assets and transferred 
them to The Flinders Golf  Club) now 
owned all the land on the Westernport 
frontage ensuring the security of  the 
playing area. Then, in 1920, in what was 
a remarkably generous and far-sighted 
move, the Club decided to offer to the 
Crown all 18 acres (7.23 hectares) of  
the now very valuable land along the 
Westernport Bay side of  the links on 
two main conditions: Bass Park (now 
comprising 103 acres) be permanently 
reserved and six trustees be appointed, 
three to be nominated by The Flinders 
Golf  Club and three by the district.

In those early years the course was 
very much a traditional links-style course 
with few trees along the cliff  tops and 
bare around the fairways. Two holes in 
particular – the 3rd and 4th, Niagara and 
Spion Kop – helped put the course on 
the map.

In November 1926 Dr Alister 
Mackenzie, who by now was one of  
the world’s top course designers, again 
visited the Flinders club. He had been 
brought to Australia to design the 
Royal Melbourne Golf  Club’s new 
Sandringham links at considerable cost. 
To offset this, 10 other golf  clubs were 
offered his services at 250 pounds each. 
For some reason, possibly because of  
ties to Royal Melbourne, Flinders Golf  
Club was charged a lower rate of  100 
pounds.

Dr Mackenzie was impressed 
with the course. The Peninsula Post 
(12/8/1928) quoted him as saying it 
was “equalled by only one other natural 
course, which is in California”. Apart 
from recommending the closure of  
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there was a commitment to implement 
the plan, subject to financial constraints, 
and David Maxwell and his greenkeepers 
spent many years trying to put these 
recommendations in place.

Improvements and alterations to 
the golf  links have continued from Dr 
Mackenzie’s day right up to the present 
day.

TONY DUBOUDIN

Spion Kop and Niagara (Mackenzie felt 
that the beach sequence slowed down 
play too much) he also suggested altering 
the Coffin, adding two new holes in the 
‘top paddock’ and proposed building up 
greens and improvements to the fairways 
and bunkers.

Whilst the recommendation to 
close Niagara and Spion Kop was not 
accepted by the committee of  the day, 

Playing golf  at Flinders in 1906.

Profile
The laid-back adventurer:
Peter Hohaus

The name Hohaus is certainly not 
common and its bearer is rather unusual 
as well. Hohaus means high house or 
house on the hill. In colloquial German 
it means ‘skyscraper’. The family story 
is one that is very familiar to us today; 
it’s a story of  refugees moving or being 
hounded from one country to another 
and in this case, thankfully ending up 
in Australia. Peter’s forebears lived in 
Silesia (now part of  Poland); his German 
grandfather was a native of  the country 
and a postmaster and saddler by trade. 
Peter’s mother’s parents were Russian. 
At the start of  the Russian revolution 
his grandfather, Vladimir, was a cavalry 
lieutenant. His troop camped on Peter’s 
grandmother’s parent’s property. The 
family decided to send their 19-year-old 

kindergarten-teacher daughter off  with 
the soldiers. A hot pursuit by Bolshevik 
forces ensued, but they made it to a 
sea port. Luckily the British came to 
the grandparents’ rescue. They were 
removed from Russia and placed as 
refugees in Turkey, eventually moving 
to Bulgaria and then Germany. This 
move almost certainly saved the family 
members from a very grizzly fate but 
in time another move was required 
and this saw them settling in Bavaria, 
outside Munich.

Nothing wrong with that you might 
say, but then the Second World War 
broke out! Peter’s sculptor father was 
conscripted into the German army. 
He survived in the fields of  battle only 
to be captured and imprisoned by the 

British. He was well treated by the Brits 
and they even allowed him to make small 
paintings. This was a major factor in the 
eventual migration to Australia.

Actually, Peter’ father was a full-
time artist; he worked for a firm of  
architects crafting sculptures for new 
buildings. Peter’s mother was a student 
of  architecture and she went to work 
in the same firm as Peter’s father for 
work experience. The rest, as they say, 
is history. Peter and his sister Lydia were 
born during this period and Peter recalls 
a happy childhood surrounded by farm 
animals and enjoying the freedoms most 
children of  today could only dream of.

Eventually the family started eyeing 
a well-beaten path that led to Australia. 
It’s a familiar story. A family member, 
in this case Uncle Oleg, who had been 
wounded in battle at age 15, migrates 
to Australia. His letters start coming 
back. Uncle is working as a jackeroo on 
Tullamarine sheep station (eventually 
this became Melbourne Airport) while 
studying to be an aircraft mechanic with 
Ansett at Essendon. Subsequently he 
was employed as an engineer working 
on the new atom-smashing cyclotron at 
Melbourne Uni. This is good and he’s 
doing well. So! What about it?

As it happened, the family had already 
been considering a move. They had been 
looking at other countries, like Brazil, but 
uncle’s letters got them thinking about 
Australia. After all, wasn’t it a part of  
Britain? (some of  us still think it is) and 
the British had been good to them. So 
the decision was made and out they came 
in 1954.

The family settled quickly, building 
a house in Glenroy. Peter remembers 
a happy childhood having adventures 
in the farming countryside and playing 
around the Merri Creek. There were 
holiday visits to the grandparents on 
Tullamarine station. Dad worked at GM 
hand sculpting new car models and life 
was going well. Mum Nadia worked 
as a comptometrist for GM (she was 
brilliant at mental arithmetic). In the early 
days Peter experienced some bullying at 
school because of  language difficulties – 
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he spoke only German and Russian and 
had to learn English fast – but he was 
a fast learner, as the years ahead would 
show. 

We now enter the so-called ‘Whitlam 
years’ when tertiary education was 
comparatively free and Peter and his 
sister Lydia made the most of  it. Peter 
graduated with degrees in Science and 
Economics and not to be outdone, 
his sister completed four degrees 
culminating in a PhD in Psychology. 
(Lydia is now a Psychology lecturer 
at Griffith University.) Peter had been 
at Monash for some years and on 
completing his degrees was encouraged 
to stay as a member of  staff. He worked 
in the Faculty of  Arts, mainly on matters 
to do with computers supporting PhD 
students. For five years he worked for the 
Dean of  Arts before finally joining the 
administrative data-processing section 
of  the university. 

However, in time the private sector 
was looking attractive so Peter joined 
Shell, the oil company.  He subsequently 
worked for Wang Computer, the 
Microsoft of  the time, specialising in 
Office Automation. He then moved 
to a British firm called Metier; they 
specialised in Project Management 
systems for firms like BP, BHP, Shell 
and even NASA. Peter was employed 
out of  Hong Kong, lived in Singapore 
and spent much of  his time on 747s. 

Peter found his computer skills 
served well, so well that he decided 

to strike out on his own in 1986.  He 
founded a firm called Microhaus and 
it went like steam! They soon acquired 
clients including Shell, BHP Billiton, 
NAB, Fosters Brewing and a number 
of  State Government departments. 
They specialised in an area called 
Business Intelligence. Peter says that is 
an oxymoron!

So much for the working CV but 
oddly enough, Peter considered the thing 
that gave him greatest satisfaction was 
gaining an unrestricted aircraft pilot’s 
licence and also a licence to fly gliders. It 
was not just the process of  flying around 
in circles that appealed to him; it was the 
ability to fly beyond the far horizons with 
such ease. He took his turn as President 
of  the Monash University Flying Club, 

flying to all corners of  Australia with 
members of  this group. Flying every 
weekend was normal in those days.  

Coming down to earth, or down to 
water in fact, Peter’s son Daniel, then 
aged eight, took up learning to sail and 
not to be denied a challenge, his dad 
hopped in the boat with him (Daniel 
very quickly kicked him out of  the boat!). 
This led to a love of  the sea and now 
Peter and Daniel both spend a lot of  time 
on the water skippering safety boats for 
Somers YC. Peter also spends a lot of  
time under water. He trained in scuba 
diving in Thailand and has since explored 
the depths in Asia, Central America and 
of  course, Australia. You would have to 
say that these days scuba diving is his 
number one passion although he still has 
his flying licences. The world’s coral reefs 
are all threatened and Peter wants to see 
as many as he can before it is too late.

So where does Somers come into 
the story? Well Peter’s mother’s second 
marriage was to long-term Somers 
identity, retired Master of  Arms Tas 
Cusick, BEM. Peter bought the family 
house and lives there when he’s in 
Australia. The rest of  the time he bases 
himself  in Asia. He is a permanent 
resident of  Singapore. So now, so far, 
far, away from their Silesian origins, 
Peter and his sister Lydia, his daughter 
Tegan and son Daniel are enjoying the 
good life. The family, including Peter’s 
wife Boon, are members of  the Somers 
Yacht Club. Peter and Daniel are both 
rescue-boat captains. Back on land, he’s 
an enthusiastic member of  the Friends 
of  South Sea Foreshore Reserve coastal 
regeneration group. 

While he was on staff  at Monash, 
Peter was President of  the 300-strong 
Monash University Native Plant Society. 
The aim of  that environmental group was 
to foster the cultivation of  indigenous 
plant species in private gardens and on 
farms.

So! Some people have a lot of  
determination and bags of  energy, others 
can feel tired looking on. All of  us like 
the idea of  a full life; it’s just that some 
lives are fuller than others. Ah well!

BARRY MERTON
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A remarkable 
neighbour

Geoffrey Rawson.

Wandering along the pier at 
Williamstown last week, admiring 
the several tall ships in port, had me 
reminiscing on a character who once 
lived in Somers. By then he was elderly 
and an ex-Naval Commander, tending 
his garden in Tasman Road and 
writing numerous books on his life 
of  adventure at sea. He had given his 
autobiography Sea Prelude to my father 
in 1950 but it had remained unread 
here at Somers for over 60 years. Then 
recently I took it down to learn more 
about this remarkable neighbour.

He started at age 16 in HMS 
Worcester, a naval school located in 
the Thames Estuary east of  London. 
In 1904 he sailed in the steel barque 
Invermaid out of  Aberdeen as apprentice 
under a flinty old Scot who roamed the 
world forever seeking a load of  freight; 
coal, potatoes, rugs, wheat – whatever. 
Rawson’s elegant writing style captures 
life under sail, sometimes tragic such as 
when a man goes overboard in a storm 
in the Southern Ocean.

Arriving at Adelaide seeking a load 
of  wheat, the captain refused the offer 
of  a tug, with its steam-driven propellers, 
to help berth the ship. He avoided the 
berthing fee by sailing into dock at 
Port Adelaide. On this occasion the 
wheat season was late so they had to 
sail on without a cargo. But apart from 
his descriptive writings on life under 
sail and on the history of  the British 
Empire in the 19th century, Rawson’s 
contact with great historic events is 
quite gripping. For instance, he was 
working as a pilot in the Irrawaddy Delta 
(near Rangoon, Burma), fighting the 
pirates. Or the story of  W. K. Darcy 
who made a fortune in Australia, then 
started oil exploration in the Persian 
Gulf  in 1908. After eight years he had 
failed to find any substantial wells, had 
blown his fortune and any further access 
to support. His final appeal was to the 

British Government, yet Cabinet was 
reluctant to throw any further public 
money into the desert sands. Winston 
Churchill was at that stage Lord of  the 
Admiralty. He stood up for Darcy’s 
efforts to find oil because, one suspects, 
with a war on the horizon he wanted 
his navy powered with oil rather than 
coal. The compromise was to send 
an investigating committee of  mining 
engineers to the Persian Gulf  to give 
the last word on Darcy’s unsuccessful 
venture. By coincidence they met and 
chatted with Rawson. On returning to 
London their enthusiastic affirmation of  
Darcy’s enterprise assured an injection 
of  taxpayers’ funds, which in turn led 
to a significant oil strike and eventually 
the growth of  BP (British Petroleum).  

Another encounter was sailing 
with Lieutenant Bowers as navigator. 
Bowers ended up as part of  Captain 
Scott’s Antarctic explorations. Rawson 
experienced early on the little man’s 
capabilities so it came as no surprise 
to learn he had been hand-picked by 
Scott to help reach the South Pole. 
Unfortunately Bowers, along with the 
rest of  them, lost his life in the 1912 
expedition.  

So our Tasman Road neighbour had 
been witness to numerous important 
historical events. One wonders whether 
his books are still available and whether 
they have made it to the local library and 
whether further researches are being 
made into the remarkable Geoffrey 
Rawson OBE.

NIGEL BUESST

Recent  photo of  the tall ships in port at Williamstown Pier.
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Top left photo shows the area in 2011 with blackberry, morning glory, kikuyu, nasturtium, cape ivy and arum lilies clearly visible, along with 
creepers smothering the trees. The second photo shows the ‘die back’ after a second application of  herbicide in May 2012 with the last photo showing 
volunteers planting grasses and ground covers, plus spreading a light layer of  mulch, in the top section.  

‘Valley of Sin’: 
Eastern escarpment 
Somers Foreshore 
Reserve

In late 2011 contractors began work 
on the Coastcare-funded project called 
the ‘Valley of  Sin’, so named because 
of  the dominance of  weedy species 
and ‘garden escapees’ in the steep 
valley. This degraded area needed 
concerted attention, as the blanketing 
weeds and minimal canopy species, was 
impacting on the track and lower slope 
adding to slippage and erosion issues. 
Initial works started with Peninsula 
Bushworks contractors clearing a 
management access track, for effective 
weed treatment, plus to determine the 
extent and variety of  species further 
down the slope. After the initial 
knock down of  the dominant weeds, 
some selected indigenous species 
(e.g. Blackwoods, Drooping Sheoak, 
Banksia, Boobialla, Tree Everlasting) 
were planted down the slope, with 
understorey species planted beside the 
track, for a containment ‘edge’. 
Further sins:                                                                                                                                      
Further Coastcare grant funding 
provided for stage two works up to 
autumn 2013. Unfortunately, the 
extensive die-back of  the chemically 
treated weeds exposed hazardous 
materials, among an extensive array 
of  dumped rubbish. Project works 
stopped. Government-funded, specialist 

contractors were employed to remove 
the visible, surface asbestos material, 
along with some surrounding soil. 
Alas, yet more rubbish was revealed. 
Historically, past practices saw the 
dumping of  rubbish, unwanted goods 
and materials, into steep sites, or areas 
away from the main settlement or 
property. Nowadays, people in Somers 
have a weekly rubbish collection, while a 
nearby waste collection centre provides 
for larger/bulkier items not easily fitted 
into bins. Sadly, dumped items such as 
ceramic and plastic planter pots, plastic 
containers, plus a plastic bag containing a 
set of  wheels, show that the Valley of  Sin 
continued to be abused in recent times!                                                                                                                                           
 Before any further works can 
commence on this restoration project, 
it would be most helpful if  we could 
find out about past uses in this valley 
area. During the course of  works, our 
contractors also came across what 
appears to be part of  a steep stairway, so 
we would welcome some information 
about any such structure.

The Valley of  Sin lies east of  Haven 
St, below the ‘fig tree’ seat, which is at the 
eastern end of  the formal eastern cliff-top 
track, where it links up with the rambling 
bush track skirting the steep escarpment.

If  you can assist us with some 
history information about the use of  
this steep valley on the eastern slopes 
of  Somers Foreshore Reserve, you can 
contact Pam on 5983 1828, or email 
SFCoM: 
Somers.Foreshore.CoM@gmail.com  
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Somers Arts Fair 2013 – what’s new?

The countdown to the Somers Arts 
Fair has begun. It is time to shake off  
the winter blues, retrieve neglected 
sunhats from their mothballed slumber 
and mark Sunday 27 October in the 
diary. 

From Lizzie Alsop’s collages to 
Geoff  Hook’s watercolors there are 
plenty of  local artists represented at 
this year’s arts fair. Affordable and 
colourfully eclectic, the Somers Arts Fair 
must be the unique school fundraiser on 
the Mornington Peninsula. 

New to the entertainment line-up this 
year are three popular Melbourne bands, 
Gossamer Pride, The Super Group and 
Deep Street Soul. 3RPP 98.7FM will be 
broadcasting their radio show from the 
school grounds and welcome people 
to come and say hello. The Frankston 
RSL Pipes and Drums will open the 
Fair and kick off  the morning’s musical 
entertainment, followed by the Somers 
Arts Fair’s most ardent supporters, 
the Somers Probus Men’s Choir and 
the Somers Primary School Choir will 

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

Headline act – Deep Street Soul.

Paul Mutimer’s ‘New Dawn’ 2012.
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conclude the morning’s performances. 
To accommodate the afternoon 

entertainment schedule the Art Auction 
will be at the new time of  1pm. Jackie 
Wright will be presenting the inaugural 
The Coast People’s Choice Awards to 
deserving artists before the auction 
gets underway. Popular local identity 
‘Bart’ Bartholomew has agreed to be 
our auctioneer once again. Karina 
Armstrong, Paul Mutimer, Michael 
Leeworthy and Ron Roach have totem 
poles and garden sculptures for sale in 
the main auction. Work by renowned 
prize-winning sculptor Christabel Wigley 
will also be for sale. Donated artwork 
will be for sale in the silent auction 
which opens at 10am and closes at 
3:15pm. The winning bidders will be 
announced at 3:45pm. The silent auction 
is an affordable way to puchase works 
by favourite artists, so get in early. 

The art exhibition housed in the 
main school building will be showing a 
huge array of  artwork: painting, drawing, 
photography and mixed media to name 
a few. This year the art exhibition will 
include jewellery and more sculpture. To 
keep up to date with who is exhibiting 
this year see us on Facebook at www.
facebook.com/SomersArtsFair or view our 
website www.somersps.vic.edu.au

Also new this year is the division of  

activities into three distinct precincts. 
Art has the front of  the school, food 
and stalls have the playground in the 
middle and entertainment, family games 
and children’s activities will be located 
on the oval at the back of  the school. 
Entry at all gates will be by gold coin 
donation. 

A popular favourite and exclusive to 
the Somers Arts Fair are our artist-run 
workshops. Antoinette Bonnici from 
The Mermaid’s Tale Sculpture Studio 
and Gallery will be teaching children 
how to construct clay monsters. Wet 
Felting with Maggie Bell from Red 
Frog Artisans will delight all ages and 
Monique Morey will be on hand to show 
patrons the art of  pastel painting. The 
Somers Primary School prides itself  
on its sustainability program facilitated 
by teacher Sarah Pilgram. To promote 
the sustainability message patrons 
are invited to create original garden 
sculptures at the Amazing Recycled 
Mobiles workshop located in the school 
garden. All workshops are $5 per 15 
minutes and bookings are not required. 

Competition will be fierce for the 
Egg-a-thon trophy, and now is the time 
to start training for Bat the Rat glory 
and the three-legged race championship.

Now in its 11th year the Somers Arts 
Fair owes it success to the generous 

donations of  its major sponsors, the 
artists, the dedicated parent volunteers, 
the Somers community and the teachers 
and children from the Somers Primary 
School. 

From the very young, to the young at 
heart, the music lover, art lover, gourmet 
food, beer and wine enthusiast, the 
unique combination of  activities and 
events means there is something for 
everyone to enjoy.

The gates open at 10am and close at 
5pm. Entry to the grounds is a gold coin 
donation. The Art Auction commences 
at 1pm. Art sales from 10am to 4pm.

MORAG SEWARD

Christabel Wigley’s ‘Ululation’.

Flinders
Naturopathic Clinic

Wendy Green, ND
Naturopath & Nutritionist

Massage

 Shop 2/33 Cook Street,   Flinders
  T: 59891113   M: 0427131256

Health Fund rebate can apply

The wattle bird
One morning watching out my kitchen 
window, I saw a wattle bird jumping 
and shaking its head. As it turned I 
saw it had something in its beak. It was 
a cicada, large and bright green and 
being whacked back and forth on the 
wooden arm of  the outdoor chair. As 
I watched, one wing fell to the ground 
but the body in the bird’s mouth 
continued to wriggle. Something 
startled the wattle bird and it took 
to the air with the large green body 
lodged in its parted beak. I crossed 
the paving to gently pick up the shiny 
translucent spent wing and placed it on 
my window sill where it lies, catching 
the light.

DEL SKINNER
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Personal benefits   
of aging   

In our culture, the rate of  personal and 
societal change is so fast, we usually 
spend the first 18–21 years learning 
how to cope with childhood and the 
rest of  our lives getting over it. By the 
time we are Seniors (over 55), very 
little of  our childhood adaptations 
are applicable to our daily lives. 
Additionally, we live in a culture that 
tends to value youth above maturity 
and aging.  

In his book, Healthy Aging, Dr 
Andrew Weil writes: “Unrelenting 
images and messages come at us from 
the media telling us that youth is where 
it’s at, that growing old is a disaster, that 
the worth of  life peaks early. I can only 
tell you as clearly and strongly as I can 
that I disagree.” 

Since none of  us was ever an adult 
before they were grown, we would do 
well to seek out the older generation 
and learn how they developed those 
human skills and characteristics crucial 
not only to survival, but also critical 
to coping with rapid change. How 
did today’s Seniors create a stable and 
fulfilled life? What personal qualities 
did they develop that would benefit the 
younger generation? Here are but a few. 
I like to refer to them as the ‘transferable 
benefits’ of  being a Senior.

Happy Seniors have taken complete 
responsibility for meeting their own 
needs. They are aware of  what their 
needs are. They do not look to others 
to do anything for them that they can 
do for themselves. If  they are unable to 
‘do for themselves’, they know how to 
ask directly for others to address their 
needs. They don’t play psychological 
games or attempt to manipulate others. 
They accept full responsibility for their 
responses to Life. 

Healthy Seniors know and share 
their gifts. Personal talents, skills and 
abilities are what they bring to their 
interpersonal relationships. They delight 

in mentoring anyone who could benefit 
from knowing what they know, from 
developing what they have developed, 
or from accomplishing what they have 
accomplished. 

Most Seniors are more fully aware. 
They are more sensitive to the important 
subtleties of  living. They can sense what 
is true and whole. They are more fully 
aware of  interpersonal dynamics and 
their impact on people, situations and 
circumstances. 

Seniors usually have more integrity. 
‘Integrity’ comes from the word, 
‘integrate’. To have integrity means to be 
more wholly integrated, to be complete 
as a human being. Seniors who have 
become more whole or complete, usually 
are more stable in the presence of  a 
chaotic environment. 

Happy Seniors remain loyal to a set 
of  values that have worked well for 
them. Such values may include creativity, 
respect for others, adventure, beauty, 
service and loyalty. Whatever their value 
system, they are true to themselves 
despite possible criticism or disapproval. 
They have developed and enhanced the 
positive qualities of  character and have 
lessened their negative characteristics. 

Seniors usually know their own 
limits. They also educate others about 
their own personal boundaries, which 
remain inviolate. They avoid contact 
with people who are ‘toxic’ to their 
happiness. 

Probably the most beneficial quality 
Seniors are able to transfer is their 
ability to give and receive love. Through 
language, grace, service and respect, they 
communicate love to others. They are 
open to receive love offered by others. 
This ability has overcome any fears they 
might have had when they were younger. 

Many cultures revere their elders. 
Get to know someone older than you, 
and you will more likely realise your 
own human potential by developing 
the transferable benefits of  becoming 
a ‘Senior’ as you age. 

LLOYD J. THOMAS PH.D.
  (Dr Thomas is a licensed 
psychologist, author, speaker and life coach.)   

Boothooker
I heard a saying recently that referred 
to how one might look at one’s past. 
It went like this: “Look back but 
don’t stare.’’ Profound I suppose, 
but sometimes I holiday in the past. 
I had a wonderful childhood. As 
the youngest of  a family of  seven 
boys and four girls I was to a degree 
spoiled, and perhaps got away with 
more than I should have. I was 
five when my mother purchased a 
general store next to a hotel. That’s 
about when I became aware of  my 
mother’s many colourful and may I 
say eccentric friends. 

My mother was a very open-minded 
woman with a strong personality. The 
store was on a big block; the block next 
door was the hotel car park, then the 
hotel. They were the years of  six o’clock 
closing and a strange line of  business 
was born from that in the store. On 
the left side of  the shop and four 
metres back from the glass were two 
glass doors. Behind these doors was a 
café-cum-restaurant. The café was wide 
enough for a row of  tables down each 
side – say ten in all. On Friday nights 
the men brought beer and wine before 
six and it was put in our cool rooms. 
After six, families came to the café. The 
doors were shut and the party began. 
At the end of  the café were a piano and 
drums. The entertainers were anyone 
who wanted to ‘have a go’. There were 
permanents but the whole show was 
always a lot of  fun. 

One bloke was Larry. Larry had lost 
a leg in World War II and had a wooden 
prosthesis. He often scratched his leg 
and complained about the mosquitoes, 
and he told us children that he had 
to go to the doctor soon because he 
thought he was having a bout of  white 
ant. Larry was a guitarist who when 
he wasn’t entertaining the adults was 
singing funny songs to us kids. When 
I was much older I became a Django 
Rheinhart fan. This music reminded 
me so much of  Larry and I’m sure he 
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was a fan too. 
Another character was Alfie. Alfie 

ran several successful businesses; his 
favourite was his SP bookie venture. 
Alfie’s ‘shop’ was situated at the back 
corner of  our block, by the car park. Of  
course I was too young to understand 
what was going on at the shop, but 
nevertheless it was the best fun to go 
and observe this strange behaviour. 
For no reason at all grown men would 
suddenly start yelling out strange things 
like “Ten bob on the nose Doobanger 
in the sixth,’’ and “Two bob each way 
for Slide Rule”. 

Once, a man at the shop told me 
to “Get out of  the way sonny”. Alfie 
looked after me: “Careful there Bob, 
that’s my protégé you’re talking to 

mate.’’ The man seemed very impressed; 
so was I even though I had no idea what 
a protégé was. 

Not long after that day, at eight 
years of  age I got my first job with 
Alfie. The best thing about this job was 
that the whole thing had to “remain a 
secret, boy”. I was to be a lookout or 
a ‘cockatoo’. Shhhh. I was positioned 
by the fence halfway down the car 
park. If  ‘Zinga’ at the footpath entry 
whistled, I in turn let the shop know. 
Mum noticed me hanging around and 
came out to ask me what I was doing. 
As I was detailing my loitering strategy 
mum was looking up and down the car 
park. I was halfway through my thesis 
when Mum muttered “Oh yeah’’ and 
walked off. 

A few days later Alfie was in deep 
discussion with Mum over a beer at the 
kitchen table. When he left that day he 
took me aside, gave me ten bob wages, 
smiled his wry smile and gave me that 
cheeky wink of  his. “Looks like you’s 
out of  a job son,” and he went. 

A month or so later Alfie called 
me over for some quiet business 
discussions. He had noticed that I’d 
built a cubby house out of  wooden 
potato boxes along the back fence. He 
showed me the box he’d fixed up with 
a flap that opened when something 
was dropped on it then sprang back 
into place. This was to become a part 
of  the cubby and if  anything was to 
be dropped into it my job was to take 
and hide it to be returned to Alfie at a 
later date. Well, one day Mum caught 
me hiding the bag under my mattress. 
When she opened the bag she said the 
Lord’s name in vain with a few other 
words thrown in. And later Alfie was 
in deep discussion over a beer at the 
kitchen table. When Alfie left that day 
he took me aside, gave me ten bob 
wages, that wry smile, the cheeky wink 
and told me we’d have to think up 
something else. 

A few more months went by when 
one day I was overcome with my very 
first bout of  pure egotistical endeavour. 
I swaggered into the store and up to the 

counter. My sister, sensing that some 
insane act was about to be performed, 
played along. “And what can we do for 
you today sir?’’ she asked. “I’ll have two 
bob’s worth of  mixed lollies, a bag of  
licorice, a large block of  milk chocolate 
and a large strawberry milkshake with 
double ice-cream thank you madam.’’ 
My sister was very impressed indeed. 
“And what will sir be paying for all 
this with, may I ask?’’ My moment 
had come, silly me: “With this’’. And 
I waved two one-pound notes around 
in my hand. “Just a moment sir, I’ll have 
to consult the managing director.’’ I was 
left wondering what consult meant, 
and what was a managing director? I 
soon found out. Mum didn’t mince 
words. “Where did you get that?’’ 
she demanded, pointing to my new-
found wealth. How dare this woman 
talk to me like this? In what was to be 
my last egotistical act, I told her. To 
this day I don’t know where it came 
from. “I, madam, won this money on 
Boothooker in the fifth.’’ The show was 
over, my money was confiscated and I 
was banished to my room. There’s no 
need to tell you about what was said 
over a beer a few days later. 

Years passed into years, I finished 
school, served an apprenticeship, 
served in a war, got married and 
had two children. My mother passed 
away in 1980. My brothers and I were 
pallbearers for her. As we walked down 
the aisle with Mum it was the first time 
in my life I realised that moments like 
these were for celebrating life as well as 
saying goodbye. I looked out across at 
the faces of  all those colourful people 
that shared and helped mould my 
formative years. Alfie wasn’t among 
them. 

When we got to the church doors 
there stood Larry, fully to attention, 
chest of  medals, saluting an old warrior 
as she passed. Next to Larry stood 
Alfie. Our eyes met and he smiled 
a lovely wry smile and gave me that 
cheeky wink.

LINDSAY PULLIN
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Wonthaggi Desalination Plant:            
what’s it all about? 

Well it is impressive to be sure. No 
expense was spared by the builder 
AquaSure in creating an efficient 
and functional plant that combines 
ecology and technology. There is 
also an impressive and architecturally 
pleasing administration/reverse osmosis 
building which boasts a living roof  of  
indigenous plants. In fact the whole 
plant has minimal impact on the area 
and is well hidden from view by the 
use of  man-made sand dunes. 

The two four-metre internal diameter 
tunnels that collect the seawater and 
discharge the saline extend 1.2 km out 
to sea and due to their size, the intake of  
the sea water is gentle so that fish and 
other creatures are not sucked into the 
tunnel, but as well of  course there are 
filters. The amount of  power that will 
be necessary, if  running at maximum 
output, doesn’t bear thinking about, 
and the cost to the taxpayers of  the 
construction and running the plant is 
also frightening. 

The contract is for the Victorian 
Government to pay a $1.8m daily fee 
for the next 27 years (Sun-Herald) which 

will mean a total of  $18 billion (Auditor 
General’s estimate) whether the plant is 
supplying desalinated water or not! It 
is interesting to view websites relating 
to the project which somehow quote 
different figures on costing. One site by 
Michael Moore (no not the American 
one), gives a lot of  detail regarding the 
deals done with unions, which if  true, 
may account for some of  the hefty bill 
that the Victorian public now has to 
face for the next 27 years. Construction 
costs were also affected by union strikes 
and wet weather. There is also a site 
of  a downloaded radio interview by 
Radio National’s Robyn Williams of  
Age journalist Kenneth Davidson, who 
questioned the efficiency of  reverse 
osmosis to filter out boron to a safe 
level. The official AquaSure site provides 
all the information on the plant itself, 
but does not comment on the financial 
aspects of  the project.

When the next drought occurs, 
maybe we will be grateful for the plant 
no matter what the cost as there is also 
our increasing population to take into 
account.

Now all this sudden interest in the 
desalination plant was brought about 
by the trip to Wonthaggi by Balnarring 
Probus members. Our visit to the plant 
could have been better handled but it 
is still early days for group visits and I 
assume that such things will improve 
over time. 

So what was wrong with our visit? 
Well information about the plant was 

given in the reception room that had 
appalling acoustics by a speaker who did 
not have a microphone, and there were 
about six chairs for 40 people to listen to 
a quite lengthy talk. We also had to fill in 
what I assume to be an indemnity form 
that had everyone confused. As some 
of  our group were not very mobile, our 
tour around the plant was in our bus 
rather than on foot and we also missed 
out on a walk through the osmosis 
building which we certainly had been 
looking forward to. So in retrospect, I 
doubt if  the forms were really necessary 
at all. Was it a worthwhile trip? I would 
say we were greatly impressed by what 
had been accomplished. 

The lunch at the hotel at Kilcunda 
on the way home was most acceptable 
and helped erase some of  the 
disappointment at the desalination 
plant.

ROD NUSKE
                                                                                                                  

Because of  the size of  the plant it was helpful to have this scale model 
to try to understand the processes involved in desalination.

Probarian Peter Cooper was only too happy to explain the working 
of  reverse osmosis to other Probus members. 


