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At the mouth of the creek
Rod Nuske

I

n addition to the myriad of other posts that have been
erected in Somers, we now have a ‘Fluke Post’. To me a
fluke was an improbable happening, but perhaps there is
some other logical meaning behind this name for the post!
It is there to enable the general public to take photos with
their camera resting on the post-top cradle whenever
it pleases them. You are then requested to forward the

result to, FlukePost@gmail.com so that a record is kept of
any change at the creek mouth.
There is an image of a photo taken in 28 April 2015
on the post, as well as a listing of the groups involved,
which include the Victorian University, the Departmentt
of Environment, Land, Water and Planning and the
Bendigo Bank.					
ʘ
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Our purpose
S

omers 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.		
ʘ

Nautilus

on the Web

Don’t forget back issues
of the Nautilus are
available for viewing
at www.somers-nautilus.org.au
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n our last issue we published our annual report which
outlined changes in our makeup over the previous twelve
months.
Our new group is still taking shape and we have recently
welcomed Anne Bartholomew who takes on the role of
communicating with all our contributors. Many of you will
know Anne from her other Somers activities. You can find
a profile of Anne and her husband “Bart” in Vol 9, issue 3
(no43).
We also welcome Karina Smith and Sally Holdsworth
to our proof reading/copy editing team. Karina has been
a regular contributor to the Nautilus and both she and
Sally are currently completing degrees in professional
writing. Bruce McCallum w ill head up the team as
coordinator.					
ʘ

Letters to the paper ...

Council’s concrete paths decision

M

ornington Peninsula Shire
Councillors decided on Monday
the 8 th February to follow through
on their threat to ‘Pave Paradise” by
allowing 5.2 kms of wide concrete paths
to spoil the scenic beauty of the Coastal
Village of Somers.

Almost every ratepayer in the
postcode of Somers will be billed for
the paths, even people who already have
the couple of existing concrete paths and
even those who live up to 2kms away
from the proposed concrete paths.
Fift y ratepayers from Somers

Dear Council, 		
“can you hear the
people sing?”

the audience. Several times the Mayor
asked for silence from the gallery.
The vote was carried 6:1 in favour of
the path after which the Somers people
departed, leaving the Councillors’ ears
ringing with cries of “shame”. Before
people took to their cars, a spontaneous,
albeit brief, meeting occurred outside
where it was decided VCAT was the next
step.
Feeling sad I joined in with the flow
of headlights back to Somers. Thinking
of those earnest young tunnel-visioned
council officials and their text book
answers I would like to say to them …
“The earth needs to breathe just as much
as we do”.
The other morning (sadly now a
rare sight) a koala dropped in at my
habitat and meandered through the poa
grasses before shimming up a she-oak.
She posed for photographs. I think she
even smiled.
Annie Phibs

Council grant 			
for the Paper Nautilus
I

n December last year Mornington Peninsula Shire Council
announced the Community Support Grants for 2016-17.
Grants ranging from $1000 to $4000 were awarded to 29
projects. We were successful in receiving $3000 towards a
new Somers Paper Nautilus website.
“Community Support Grants assist not-for-profit
community groups to develop diverse and effective activities
that promote the health and wellbeing of local communities…
The Shire’s grants programs are one of the ways the Shire
enters into partnerships with community organisations to
support community strengthening activities and creative
engagement programs.”
Plans for a new website were mentioned in our annual
report printed in our last issue. Design Groove has been
commissioned to develop this site which we hope will, as well
as publishing and archiving all issues of our paper, become
a community resource. An estimated 100 hours of in-kind
labour will be provided and an additional $1300 will come
from our reserves.
Should you wish to make a donation towards this
project it would be gratefully accepted and appropriately
recognised.					
ʘ

I

n this issue you will see a number of references
to articles in past issues: Anne Bartholomew, Ellie
Wale, Doug Coates, Ken Harrison. These can all be
found on our website.
We are anticipating the new site will make
searching a lot easier, but hope you will still explore
our current one.

O

n Monday night the meeting hall at
the Shire’s Rosebud Council Chamber
was packed with Somers people. Some
faces I recognised, many I did not.
There was a strong sense I was among
friends united in a vision to keep Somers
beautiful. Extra chairs were brought in
and more copies of the agenda run off to
accommodate the unexpected turn-out.
Thirty-seven individually written
questions concerning the proposed
concrete path were read out and
supposedly answered by council
officials. Typical of politicians, the
answers appeared to come from a
preordained script and did not address
specifics. Some answers were so
wide-ranging, almost verging on the
ridiculous, drawing some laughs from

turned up to the Council meeting to
watch the vote and to protest the
decision. Thirt y-seven questions
were asked about the footpath scheme
with officer answers often evasive or
misleading.
Recent Council meetings have
been attended by representatives
of the Somers Village Community
Association (SVCA). Officer answers
to their many questions are available
on the council website.
Our local Councillor, Tim Wood,
moved the motion to proceed with the
paths which was adopted by a large
amjority.
The SVCA found Tim Wood and
the Council lacked any feeling for the
Somers Community. They also ignored
the 500 signature petition against
the drastic effect on one of our last
remaining Coastal Villages. It is hard
to imagine that Rosebud and Dromana
were once Coastal Villages.
The SVCA is determined to overturn
the Council decision by taking them to
VCAT.
David Gill.
0435 260 384

Step over the divide

I

t seems likely we are going to get a wide
concrete pathway circling Somers after
all. I, along with many others, am very
disappointed with this. We tried hard
to have an outcome that could address
safety concerns whilst being more suited
to our village and we can be proud of
standing up to protect our beloved town
and environment.
Let us put the ‘fight’ behind us and
strive to step over the divide that this
has caused.
If the path does eventuate, perhaps
we can still create something unique to
Somers. The path construction allows
for us to add plaques, tiles etcetera
into the surface. This could be artistic,
educational, historical and special to
Somers. Please contact me if you might
be interested in this project.
Del Skinner.

.
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More letters to the paper ...
VALE William (Bill)
Kotzman, 30.9.20 - 18.2.16.
Bill died peacefully at his home
in Prague, Czech Republic. Much
loved father of David and Mandy
and former husband of Anne.
Once a well-known presence at
the Somers Yacht Club - builder of
5 Mirror Dinghies, DRY RED 1, 11,
111,1V and V.
While it’s a long time since Bill
was in Somers, many will have
personal memories - from the
elegant lights he designed for the
Eastern Freeway to the meticulous
care he took for the perfect finish
to the DRY REDs to give son David
the racing edge.
Always the engineer aiming for
perfection, these Mirrors were built
in the living room of their open plan
house in Balwyn, thereby causing
the Kotzman butter to constantly
taste of fibreglass.

Contributions
without words

C

o n t r i b u t i o n s f ro m t h e
Somers Community near
and far are the basis of this
publication and without them
there would be no paper. Many
see contributions as written
pieces but every now and then
someone sends a photo, or two,
that expresses something they
feel about Somers or tells a
story without words.
This was the case with the
colour photo on the cover of
our last issue which was sent
to us by John Blogg. This was
supplemented by John’s photo
of the post. We overlooked
acknowledging John at the time
(sorry John) but this does give
us the opportunity to point out
we accept contributions other
than words.

.
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SRA AGM 2015

Somers Residents
Association transparent and engaged?
Compared to neighbouring associations, perhaps not.
Committee meetings
SRA Committee meetings are restricted
to the Executive and committee
members unless a specific invitation
is issued.
Both Shoreham and Flinders community
associations, on their websites, extend an
open invitation to all members and nonmembers to attend any and all committee
meetings. Flinders even state they plan to
increase access by running an occasional
Sunday meeting for the weekend visitors.
Minutes from committee meetings
SRA: “Members may inspect and
make a copy of the minutes of a
specific Committee meeting upon
providing a request in writing……….
The committee reserves the right to
refuse such access.”
Flinders and Shoreham publish all
committee meeting minutes on their public
websites available to all members of the
community, members and non-members.
Rules of association
SRA Rules are not available on the

Slow care

I

have met quite a few people who have
asked … “Are you Rosemary?” And I
have always taken it as a compliment
although I have wondered as I have been
considered a thorn in the side of quite
a few Somers people over the years.
I have never aimed to enhance my
own physical or financial standing in
Somers but I have, and still do, enjoy
the challenge and satisfaction of
seeing some areas of Somers’ natural
environment respond to thoughtful
and continuing care and restoration
- and I have enjoyed the priceless
companionship of a handful of other
volunteers.
The work is slow, like ‘slow cooking’.
The land is ancient and the flora
and fauna has been developing and
changing over aeons. Bringing it back

website and can only be obtained by a
written request to the Secretary.
Both Flinders and Shoreham have their
Rules of Association available on their
websites.
Membership List (implications for
collecting Proxy votes for AGM and
Special Meetings)
SRA: “Members are not permitted to
make a copy of the register of members”.
Any person who is given permission by
the Executive to see the list must do so
under supervised conditions. Note the
Executive has unrestricted access to
the list.
Shoreham places no restrictions on access
to and copying of records including the
membership list. Flinders allows copying
of all records including the membership
list but may refuse if there are implications
for confidential, personal, employment,
commercial or legal matters. They will
even copy the list for you but reserve the
right to charge a photocopying fee.
Anne Bartholomew
to a natural balance after 100 years of
invasion is slow re-creation.
It seems that Somers Foreshore
Reserve is to shortly have a new Master.
But there will be no money nor any will
to pay a ‘they’ to restore the Somers
environment. Two Working Bees a year
may provide some ‘feel good’ but will
not provide the constant ‘slow care’
required.
To re-create is labour intensive
and costly. Any grant will require
‘in kind’ input equal to the granted
money. Follow-up maintenance will
not be funded by any grant program
and a restored area will require years
of regular follow-up.
So how will Somers meet the
challenge?
Will the weeds be allowed to return?
I sincerely hope not,
Rosemary Birney

T

he Somers Residents Association
2015 AGM was held at the end
of November. Many concerns were
raised with me, at the time and since,
by members of the Somers community,
in respect of the AGM and the process
engaged around it. Many of these issues
are yet to be addressed, including
• Why were the notices of the AGM
posted on the last “legal”day? In
previous years they were sent well in
advance of the meeting. Many people
did not receive them until the week of
the AGM.
• Why were Nomination forms for
committee positions not sent with the
AGM notice as they were in previous
years? This time they were available
only on request from the Secretary.
• Why were the Rules of Association
taken down from the SRA website in
advance of the AGM and available only
by written request to the secretary of
the SRA?
• Why was unrestricted access to
the membership only available to the
SRA executive (important if wanting
to locate financial members who
could provide proxies in a contested
election)?
• Why have the detailed results of the
election still not been made public?
T he SR A is an incor porated
association. As such, it is overseen
by Consumer Affairs Victoria pursuant

SRA committee
- a clarification

I

n the last edition of Nautilus it was
stated that the new SRA committee
was required under revised Consumer
Affairs legislation to be reduced to six
members. This was not the case.
The Victoria Government passed an
act (Associations Incorporation Reform
Act 2012) governing all incorporated
bodies such as the SRA requiring them
to comply with the new legislation. The
SRA set up a sub-committee to work
on updating the Association’s rules to
comply with the new act and to suit the
SRA’s requirement. One of these was to

t o t he V ic t or ia n Incor por at ed
A ssoc iat ions leg islat ion. T hat
legislation has specific provisions to
deal with Oppressive Conduct. Those
provisions are applicable if there is
conduct which is unfairly prejudicial
to, or unfairly discriminatory against,
a member of t he incor porated
association or there is conduct contrary
to the interests of the members of the
incorporated association as a whole.
In my v iew, element s of t he
above conduct were clearly unfairly
prejudicial and discriminatory against
members, such as myself, who were
seeking nomination to campaign
for election to the Committee of the
SRA. The issue that troubles me more,
however, is that the conduct around
the AGM appears to be demonstrative
of a wider demeanour that is seeing the
SRA operated adversely to the views
of many of its members and the wider
Somers community.
Whilst I believe the above conduct
to be unacceptable (and it should
have been reported and investigated
by Consumer Affairs, with the AGM
declared null and void), at present I
seek to do neither. Rather, I hope that
by raising these issues openly and
frankly the community will look to
actively engage in and around the SRA,
so as to hold it to its primary purpose:
which is to represent its members and
the people of Somers and their views
- in an open and transparent manner.
Yolanda Davidson
reduce the size of the committee from a
total of 16 – four office bearers and up
to 12 general committee members – to
a total of up to 10 – four office bearers
and six general committee members.
The issue of the new rules and the
size of the committee were discussed
and agreed by a meeting of the old,
larger committee.
As a result an election for all
positions was necessary as there were
more candidates than positions to be
filled under the new rules.
T he vot ing wa s held at t he
association’s AGM in November last
year.
Tony Duboudin

Open letter to 		
the people of Somers:

I

once heard a quote: Find something
you enjoy doing and make it your job.
For the last 13 years Greig and I
have had the pleasure of opening and
running the Post Office. We have got
to know many people and have shared
many happy (and sad) moments;
wedding dresses arriving, watching
families grow and of course the very
busy but excitement-filled Christmases.
The support we have had from
the Somers community has been
the pillar of our success and our two
grandchildren Stella and Oscar and we,
thank you all.
It’s now time to enjoy retirement
with ourselves, our kids Kim and Vin,
Dean and Sam (and another grandchild
on the way in May makes it three).
The well wishes, gifts and cards we
have received over the past few months
have really amazed us and we thank
you all very much.
I look forward to seeing you when
we sit and enjoy a coffee @ the General
Store.
Thank you for the past 13 years.
Greig and Sue

S

omers Pre-School would like
to welcome any new families
to join our 3yo Kinder Group.
Our session times are Monday
1.30-4.00 and Tuesday 12.453.15. We offer a family friendly
program within our beautiful
natural environment. We have
vacancies and look forward to
meeting your family. For any
other information or to arrange
a visit please call the Kinder on
5983 5779, or enrolments are
taken directly by Community
Kinders Plus on 9783 3931.

.
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The mail must
get through
BARRY MERTON

The MOrnington Peninsulas
Freshest Market
An independent local market showcasing Melbourne
and the Peninsula’s very best makers, creators,
growers and collectors. 200+ stalls, great kids
entertainment, live music, loads of gourmet food
and local fresh produce!

3rd Saturday of month
9am to 2pm

N

ot sure where that phrase comes
from but we’re certain that it applies
to the succession of wonderful people
who have run and continue to run our
Post Office so well. Kate and Alex Gordon
are the latest lessees of the Somers Post
Office. They are brother and sister and
Alex says they get on very well, mostly!
They took over running the post office
from popular and long-term operators,

Sue and Greig White on 1st October last
year and they say they are enjoying the
work and look forward to continuing
for many years to come. Both Kate and
Alex have working backgrounds in
retailing but this is the first time they
have operated their own business. As
we all appreciate, the Somers Post Office
and store serve as the community’s
centre - the parish pump - and it’s very
reassuring to see that the running of
these hubs is in safe and competent
hands. To this end, and as a service to
the customers, Alex drives to Hastings to
collect the mail so that it can be sorted
early for collection. So our thanks go to
Kate and Alex for being our new postal
operators, ensuring that the mails get
through. 			
ʘ

2015 dates - Oct 17, Nov 21, Dec 19,
2016 dates - Jan 16 (TWILIGHT 3pm - 8pm), Feb 20, Mar 19, Apr 16

Emu Plains Reser ve
Balnar r ing Racecourse, Coolar t Rd

w w w. e m u p l a i n s m a r ke t . c o m . a u
CRAFT

FARMERS

VINTAGe

gourmet

Eclectic

Alex and Kate from Somers Post Office, with Gordon, another satisfied customer.

.
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Anzac Day
Lindsay Pullin

T

his year is the sixtieth anniversary
of the battle of ’Long Tan.’ This battle
was the first major encounter between
Australian armed forces and a combined
force of Viet Cong, local guerrilla forces
and north Vietnamese regular forces of
the Vietnam war. Naturally the outcome
of this battle would be a demonstration
of how these two forces would stand
in the ten years of conflict to come.
The Australian infantry company on
the ground that day was D company
6RAR, supported by accurate artillery
of combined Australian, New Zealand
and US batteries, re-supplied by RAAF
helicopters, and reinforced by Australian
armoured personal carriers bringing up
the reserve company. D company held
their ground against overwhelming
odds of an estimated ten to one. I think
it could be said that a certain amount
of respect from each force to the other
was well earned that day. So it was that
the future Australian Vietnam Veterans’
Association declared that day as Vietnam Veterans’ Day. I believe that this
year, 6 RAR, Royal Australian Regiment,
infantry, has been chosen to lead the
Vietnam Veteran’s section in all major
ANZAC day marches .
May I relate the story of a local
boy who took part in that battle. The
young man grew up in a town not far
from Somers and was conscripted
to serve two years’ national service.
Af ter recruit and infantr y basic
training he found himself a member
of a reinforcement company based
at the Australian logistics support
base at Vuang Tau in South Vietnam.
His next posting was to D company
6 RAR based at Nui Dat, the major
Australian fire support base about
thirty or so kilometres up-country.
He was only there a few days when,
on the afternoon of the eighteenth of
august 1966, he, along with D company
walked into the maelstrom of the
Long Tan rubber plantation and into
Australian military legend. He never
came home.
Lest we forget. 		
ʘ
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Farewell 		
Peter Hohaus
Boon Seow

H

ow do you say goodbye to someone,
anyone, for the last time?
With the forecast of bad weather
in the morning, Peter’s farewell
was rescheduled to take place in the
afternoon, when the wind would not
be as strong.
It turned out to be a blessing!
The beautiful blue sky and fairly
calm water was perfect to be out in

boats, to say our last farewell to Peter. A
family of four dolphins also joined us.
Peter had specifically requested that
his ashes be scattered at mark four of
the sailing course.
The native flowers scattered on the
water, along with Peter’s ashes, were just
beautiful. The amazing dolphins swam
alongside as the flowers floated away,
guiding Peter on his eternal journey
It turned out to be a beautiful, albeit
sad, farewell.
Many thanks to the Somers Yacht
Club for providing the boats and crew to
make this happen. And to all who came
to bid Peter farewell.
Peter, may you continue to enjoy your
love for scubadiving forever, enjoying
the beautiful underwater world!
ʘ

Banksia Square

T

he ‘Friends of Banksia Square’ is a
small group of local people who since
2009 have transformed this piece of land
from one characterised by pine trees and
pittosporums, to a beautiful square with
indigenous vegetation. Banksia Square
has become a lovely place in which to
sit and watch the birds, or walk through
with your dog. We are seeking people to
assist us as the Square requires ongoing
maintenance, and also some areas still
require planting. We work under the
supervision of a conservation officer

.
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supplied by the Mornington Peninsula
Shire, and we place great importance
on coffee and cake at the end of each
session! We would love to see new faces
this year, so just turn up on any of the
dates below. We meet once a month on
the fourth Sunday from 10am – 12noon.
Dates for 2016 are March 20, April
24, May 22, June 26, July 24, August
28, September 25, October 23 and
November 27.
Enquires: turn up any Sunday and
speak to Sophie or Helen.
ʘ

Youhorn Chea
KARINA SMITH

I

promised myself two things when
booking my Cambodian trip. Number
one: whilst there I was not going to be
another temple-tourist; I wanted to
discover the true Cambodia and her
people. Number two: when I returned
I wanted to give back to Cambodia,
somehow. It bothered me that I was yet
another privileged westerner traveling
to this impoverished country to:
1) see the sights,
2) have an adventure,
3) eat weird things,
4) have a nanosecond look at Cambodian
way of life, and then,
5) leave and return home to a privileged
life.
Living up to my first promise
ensured I was going on an extraordinary
trip. To begin with I arranged a visit
the genocide museum and killing
fields in Phnom Phen— this would
be a distressing experience but the
only way to understand Khmer Rouge
atrocities. Ignoring these places would
be like walking around Cambodia with
blinkers on—not my kind of travel
experience. I also wanted to stay away
from ‘fancy pants’ accommodation,
preferring small, up-side-street hotels
and village home-stays—to soak in the
real Cambodia.
My second promise proved more of a
challenge. How could I make a difference
back in Australia? Apart from donating
to charities, what would help Cambodia?
The best way I could think of was to
write about the continuing poverty,
illiteracy and corruption, but also the
wonderful culture, cuisine and people. I
learnt that there were many Cambodian
refugees settled not far from where I
lived. Once home, I made contact with
the Cambodian Association of Victoria
and my rudimentary Khmer paved the
way for an interview with their current
president—which is how I came to meet
Mr Youhorn Chea.
***
I arrived early at the office of the
Cambodian Association in Springvale,
northeast Melbourne. The building was
painted a stark white with gold and

orange Buddhist patterns on its facade;
a welcoming sight amidst the grey
industrial factories and neighbouring
train line. The interview time had been
made on the phone several days prior,
but Mr Chea’s broken English and my
lack of Khmer made the arrangements
somewhat tentative.
Thirty minutes later I was still
waiting but the friendly staff kept
nodding and smiling at me when I
glanced their way. As I scanned the
room, looking for reading material
amongst Khmer brochures, a young
woman walked past me and greeted
me with a traditional bow and clasped
hands. She was dressed in a mix of
fashions—tight black jeans, high heel
sandals (mid-winter), bright-yellow
quilted jacket and a pink hair-band
with roses on it. Her shy greeting
transformed into a wide smile when
she heard me respond, ‘chom reap suor
owen’- which means ‘hello younger
person’.
‘Sokh sabbay’, she asked.
‘Sokh sabbay’, I replied. In Khmer
this is an exchange of ‘how are you; I
am good.’
‘You speak Khmer’, she said, her
brown eyes wide with delight.
‘Ort teh’, I shook my head, which
meant, ‘no I don’t.’ I shrugged and
changed into English. ‘I only know a
few words.’
‘But you know the important words’,
she said, grinning. I think I made a new
Cambodian friend.
Sonyta and I spent the next 10
minutes discussing the provinces of
Cambodia that I had recently visited
and the ones I should visit the next time
I returned. Sonyta admitted she has
only travelled back there twice in the
last ten years and loves coming home
to Australia.
‘You know what I miss the most?’ she
asked. ‘The durian—it is not as smelly
here; it should be smelly. The fruit here
is imported from Thailand’, she said
wrinkling her nose.
I was part way through explaining
why I had missed the chance to try
durian—our bus driver would not let
it on the bus because of the stench—
when a distinguished, elderly-looking
Cambodian gentleman walked up to us.
Mr Chea welcomed me with perfect
English; my Khmer response, hurriedly

practiced in front of the mirror
that morning, was far less polished.
Nonetheless, greeting Mr Chea with
a traditional bow, clasped hands
and ‘chom reap suor bong’ indicated
my respect and deference. ‘Bong’, in
Cambodian is used to greet anyone
deemed older than you; if in doubt,
err on the side of ‘bong’, as they prefer
to be considered older, unlike us vain
westerners.
Mr Chea calls Springvale home
after escaping from the Khmer Rouge,
spending a year in Thailand refugee
camps, and receiving sponsorship
from Australia in 1982. He has been
the mayor of Greater Dandenong three
times, the first Cambodian-born mayor
in Australia, and works tirelessly with
new refugees.
I asked Mr Chea if he would tell
me what happened when the Khmer
Rouge cleared Phnom Phen. Mr Chea
nodded, but frowned and gripped the
arm of his chair, and began to recall the
moment that his families’ innocence
was shattered.
It was April 17 1975. Mr Chea was at
home with his wife, four small children
and parents-in-law, enjoying Cambodian
New Year. This holiday marks the end of
harvest, before the rainy season starts.
All businesses in Phnom Phen were
closed as families celebrated at home or
prayed at the temples. Mr Chea worked
as a civil engineer for the Ministry of
Public Service and, unbeknown to him,
was one of the hated intellects that Pol
Pot was trying to exterminate.
‘It was a three-day holiday, so
we were at home. It was early in the
morning’, Mr Chea remembers. ‘My
wife was preparing kralan a special
Khmer dessert for the children. I loved
it too. It is a sticky rice cake mixed
with beans, grated coconut and milk,
on a bamboo stick.’ Mr Chea paused,
running his hands through his dyed
black hair. ‘I remember how quiet it
was, and suddenly there was (sic) loud
knock on our front door. Khmer Rouge
party members, not in uniform, told
us we must leave and go out to (sic)
countryside for safety. The Americans
were about to bomb the city. We didn’t
even need to lock the house, as Khmer
Rouge would care (sic) everything. We
only need to pack for three days as we
could return.’

The Khmer Rouge was cunning. The
ideal time to uproot Phnom Phen was
in the early hours of the Cambodian
New Year, whilst city residents were
at home. Ruthless planning was a
trademark of this cruel regime, led
by the psychopathic mastermind
Pol Pot. Their strategy was to make
Cambodia a classless society, turning
Cambodians into ‘old people’ through
hard labour. Anyone who was seen to
be intellectual, or even looked like they
were intellectual, such as glasses, was to
be killed. Ironically Pol Pot was highly
educated, having studied at European
universities, but killed hundreds of
thousands of doctors, lawyers, teachers,
dancers, civil servants, scientists and
monks, along with the elderly, the
sick, women and children—they were
useless to his master plan.
‘Many of my neighbours left straight
away, so scared of the bombs. But I
needed more time, so did not leave that
day. But then the soldiers came. Those
of us who had stayed were told to go or
be shot.’ Mr Chea’s eyes reddened, and
he paused and took a breath. I wrote
in my notebook to allow him a moment
to compose himself. Sitting there
as an Australian born citizen, it was
beyond comprehension that more than
1.5 million of his fellow citizens met
horrific deaths. Mr Chea continued—he
explained it was then that he realised
the threat was coming from the Khmer
Rouge—the very group that his people
had grown to trust were as saviors from
the Vietnamese. ‘I packed all that I could
into my small car, including my elderly
parents-in-law, wife and children. The
car was so full the engine stopped; us
men pushed it like a cart. I knew then
I might never come back to my home.’
Phnom Phen became a ghost town
in three short days. Its population of
two million was removed; thousands
were executed immediately; thousands
more died during the long march to
the countryside. The Khmer Rouge
completely shut off Cambodia from ‘evil’
foreign influences by abolishing schools,
hospitals, factories, banks and currency,
religion and confiscating private
property. The people were now the
property of agricultural communism.
A terrible chapter in the Chea family’s
life had begun. 			
ʘ
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Recent Fire at Crib Point

		

Scouts
@ Somers Balnarring

I

Our Fire Brigade Captain, John Rogasch in conversation with Jane
Garrett, Minister for Emergency Services, at the recent Crib Point fire.
Jane requested that any photos to be taken would be with the Somers
Brigade as her family had had a holiday home in Somers and she has
very fond memories of Somers.

10
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n the late 1970s there was an
attempt to establish a Scout group
for the youth living in the Somers and
Balnarring area. The first meeting of
the Somers Scout group was held in
September 1978 with Group leader
Bruce Molloy. Early Cubs & Scout
meetings were held at the Somers
School Camp in the recreation hut with
Laurie Agg as the leader.
The group continued at the camp
for a couple of years until the Somers
Pavilion, opposite the Primary school
was finished towards the end of 1982.
The group was discontinued in
1983/4 because of the lack of trained
leaders.
The 1st Balnarring Scout Group
re-formed in April 1991 @ Camp Niall
(cnr Moorooduc Rd & Gillett Rd
Tuerong), Gary Morris Group Leader.
The group later moved to the
Somers Pavilion (RW Stone Reserve
Somers), a Joey’s mob commencing in
1993 and a Venturer Unit (Schnapper
Point Venturer Unit) being formed
in 1998.
At one time the Council gave land
for the group to build a hall at the
Balnarring Recreation reserve, but
lack of funds has seen the group still
meeting at the Somers Pavilion in RW
Stone Reserve to this day.
The group is again actively seeking
a home in the district.
In 2016 - 1 st Balnarring Scout
Group – Group Leader – K aren
Mahood.
Joey’s Mob…….6 -7 years
Cub Pack…..8-10 years
Scout Troop…..10-14 years
1 st Balnarring Scout Group has
some 60 registered youth and leaders
with Scouts Australia.

Scouts –
Action packed
IAN JONES

W

hen you become a Scout (a young
Aussie aged 6 to 25), you’re
accepting a challenge to plunge into
action. You could find yourself exploring
a mountain wilderness, helping in
emergency rescues, operating a radio
station, photographing wild animals,
sending coded messages, searching for
gold, canoeing down a river, camping
in the bush, recording your own songs
or sailing across the ocean with the
salt spray in your face. The greatest
opportunity of all - the opportunity
to develop real friendships by sharing
the experiences of learning, growing
and exploring the world with others.
An extraordinary variety of outdoor
activities, from ‘traditional Scouting
skills’ such as camping and bushcraft,
through to more extreme challenges such
as abseiling, overnight hiking, rafting,
snow activities, rock climbing and even
flying!
Scouts can get involved in performing
a r t s , le ader sh ip development ,
community service, amateur radio
operation, environmental projects,
large-scale Australian events such
as Cuborees, Jamborees and Venture
(You’ll do so much stuff it’s too much
to mention - HUGE fun!), international
events, service projects in developing
countries and exchange programs.
Scouts also learn valuable practical skills
such as first aid and cooking… and fun
skills, like how to build a ballista and
fire wet sponges at their mates!
Scouts Australia Youth Program
also incorporates contemporary issues
such as youth health, ‘responsible risktaking’, vocational skills, and issues
pertinent to Indigenous Australians,
and offers an Award Scheme that
encourages participation in the full
range of activities available and
provides recognition of individual
achievement.			
ʘ

Quotes
A cloudy day is no match for a
sunny dispoition.
William Arthur Ward
There are two types of people those that come into a room and
say, “Well here I am” and those who
come in and say, “Ah there you are.”
Frederick L. Collins

Things turn out best for the people
who make the best out of how
things turn out.
Art Linkletter
11
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Healthy turnout 		
for Open Day
TONY DUBOUDIN

Somers Yacht Club member Cheryl Gurney supported by Andy
Griffin are doing the hard-sell in convincing an SES volunteer
that his life would be greatly enhanced by learning to sail and
to do so at the Somers Yacht Club.

T

he Somers Residents Association (SRA) Open Day held at
Somers Primary School on 9 January attracted a healthy
crowd of residents seeking information about a range of topics.
Representatives of Hastings Police, the SES, CFA, Shire
of Mornington Peninsula, the Red Cross, Somers Yacht Club,
Somers Garden Square Petanque Club, Friends of South Beach
Reserve and other friends groups were on hand to answer
residents’ questions.
The SRA provided a free sausage sizzle for visitors and
volunteers and cooked and gave away nearly 80 sausages.
SRA president Dennis Alyward said that the Open Day
provided a great opportunity for Somers residents to obtain
information and to air their feelings about issues affecting
the village.
“Numbers were a bit down on last year but I believe that
reflects the fact that many of the issues that concerned people
last year have been resolved or are close to being resolved,
like the issue of mobile phone coverage. With work on the
National Broadband Network due to start in our area within
six months we can look forward to vastly improved broadband
and mobile phone coverage,” Dennis said.
He also thanked Somers Primary School Principal David
Ingham for again making the school available for the SRA.
Several community organisations like the Somers Yacht
Club and the local branch of the Red Cross reported keen
interest with several visitors inquiring how they could
become involved and taking away applications forms.
ʘ

ITProfessor
SES volunteers Luke and Zoe explaining to Beverly Cameron
just what the SES is capable of with the range of gear at
their disposal.

Yacht club
auction raises
money for fire
victims
TONY DUBOUDIN

A

fund-raising auction held by
Somers Yacht Club for David and
Caroline Tootell, whose house was
destroyed in the Crib Point fire on 18
January, raised a substantial amount.
The Tootells are members of the
Yacht Club and David on several
occasions has lent his boat to the Club
to be used as the committee boat for
state and national title events.
More than 140 people packed
the Yacht Club for a BYO barbecue
preceding the auction which was in
two parts, a silent auction and an open
bidding auction run by Yacht Club
member Robert Bartholomew.
Items offered for auction included
a range of wine, a bicycle, a barbecue,
paint ings and sculpt ures, f resh
produce and gift vouchers for local
restaurants.

David and Caroline Tootell responding to the support by Yacht Club members for
the loss of their home at in the fire at Crib Point.
Among the stand-out items was a
bottle of Grange Hermitage which went
for $700, and a 100-year-old leather
bound pocket copy of the Rubáiyát of
Omar Khayyám which sold for $600.
It had belonged to the auctioneer’s
grandfather.
David said after the auction that he

ITProfessor

Business and Home
fixed
ADSL & wireless
3G of the Shire representative
There was no shortage
of enquiries
& networks.
Jeremy Grievedata
about
the projected pathways in Somers.
PC Maintenance.

On-line Shops
Design & Development
Hosting & Support

Websites. Shops. Email.
Development. Hosting. Support.
Domain & SEO Management.

Hardware & Software
Analysis & Planning
Migration & Upgrades

Business Systems Analysis.
Project Management.

Data & Telephony
ADSL / 4G / VoIP

Contact Matthew Taylor to discuss
your needs in plain English
or bits & bytes.

.
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Somerssupport@itprofessor.com.au
Fire Brigade members, Dave Pullin, John Rogasch and
Message
0400their
963best
064 to encourage more local
BrucePhone
McCallum,
are doing
residents
to joinPty
theLtd
Brigade
in whatever
ITProfessor
- Box 424
Somers supporting role that
may suit them.

and Caroline were overwhelmed by
the support they had received from
the community.
“ It i s ha r d t o ex pr ess how
appreciative we are of people’s
generosity. It is a privilege to be part
of such a community,” he said.
ʘ

Computer Maintenance
Windows/Linux

Auctioneer extraordinaire ‘Bart’ Bartholomew at his very best seeking higher bids
at the auction held at the Somers Yacht Club.

Contact Matthew Taylor
Phone 03 9008 5602
support@itprofessor.com.au
13
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What it was like to be a 		
Ball-kid at the 						
2016 Australian Tennis Open
JAMES SEWARD
Somers Tennis Club

T

he first step to becoming an Australian Open ball-kid was to sign up
and await the first trial, held at Somers
Tennis Club. The trial introduced me to
techniques for rolling and servicing - the
two main actions that you use as a ball
kid. The first trial went for around four
hours, and consisted of basic activities
that included running across the net
collecting balls, servicing, and rolling
from the net to the back of the court.
Once the first trial finished, it was a few
weeks before I found out I had made it
through to the next trial.
The second, third, and fourth
trials were held at Melbourne Park,
and were similar to the first, but more
rigorous. After the fourth trial, which
was in October, the news came in. I
had made it to the main squad! I felt
very excited, and had no idea what to
expect over the coming months. To
get more training in proper matches,
I participated in ball-kidding at the
ATL (Asia-Pacific Tennis League)
tournament at Mornington Tennis Club
in November, and following this the
December Showdown at Melbourne
Park. This is the age-based Australian
Championship and brings the best U12,
U14, U16 and U18 players in the country.
It also includes the Wildcard playoffs
for the Australian Open.
By the beginning of January, the
excitement was building, and finally
I got to be on court with the world’s
best at the Australian Open. Our work
began on the 8th of January - for the
qualifying rounds. It was amazing to
be able to see how skilled the players
are up close. If they had a big serve, it
was scary to be standing at the base
line with the ball hurtling towards you
at 200km/h - like I was. The food was
good; we got a daily allowance to use

.
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at the staff café which, thankfully, was
cheaper than the food stalls around
the grounds. Unluckily, the first day of
the main draw was ridiculously hot - it

got to 41 degrees Celsius! As a result,
play got delayed and I didn’t get home
until midnight. Fortunately, this was
the only day like this. One thing that
didn’t change, however, was the state
of the towels that I had to handle especially in the men’s matches. They
were so sweaty!
The atmosphere coming into
the ball-kid marquee each day was
amazing. Everyone was friendly; the
supervisors were great and happy to
help whenever you needed it.
Overall, the AO ball kid experience
was extraordinary, and I will remember
it for the rest of my life. I would
recommend it to anyone able to join,
if you’ve never done it before.
ʘ

I

n 1926 the subdivision of the Palm
Beach Estate of Balnarring East being
the area which is bounded by The
Boulevard, Camp Hill Road, Alexandra
Avenue and Bonview Avenue, land was
put aside for tennis courts and a bowling
green. The bowling green never happened
but the tennis courts certainly did. This
photo which is dated 1937, shows the
resurfacing of the court surfaces which
was a process requiring a liquid tar
product to be evenly spread over the
old surface with saw dust being liberally
applied to assist the drying process. This
procedure was still in use in the 1980s. It
is thought that the original grading and
surfacing was done in 1927.
ʘ

Tennis courts

Has DELWP a plan for 		
Somers Foreshore Reserve?
[DELWP: Dept of Environment, Land, Water and Planning]
Pam Bannister

Serving Jamie Murray on show court

With David Goffin in Hisense Arena

U

ntil mid-February, and despite
numerous requests as to ‘who’ was to
take charge of Somers Foreshore Reserve
once June 30th arrived, the date for Parks
Victoria to ‘pass the management baton’
to another group or Government agency,
had remained a mystery.
On the 19th February, a group of
people from Somers, surrounds and
beyond, met to discuss the possibilities of
a new management option that had been
relayed to one individual from a DELWP
employee two days previously. The
People who attended this meeting, had
all given their time and effort over many,
many years to the care, maintenance
and management of Somers Foreshore
Reserve.
The management option, as
presented via phone, would involve
the amalgamation of five Foreshore
Committees of Management; Somers,
Balnarring, Merricks, Shoreham and
Pt Leo with a seven – person ‘Board of
Directors’ to be appointed and a suggested
budget of $1.1 million.
Supposedly, there will be a ‘community
consultation’ process in April, but common
sense would tell you that the decision has
already been made. We know that DELWP

personnel have been in consultation with
other Committees of Management and, we
believe, also, with ‘some’ Somers people.
But why, as yet, is there no consultation
with the Somers Foreshore Reserve
volunteers who have years of experience
and knowledge in conservation matters,
Reserve maintenance and management
areas?
Sadly, working with the various
incarnations of the Dept of the
Environment/Lands Dept/DSE/DEPI
and no/ DELWP has shown that the
level of experience and knowledge
of environmental and conservation
matters can vary greatly. You may well
find yourself talking to someone with a
business degree, about your Reserve’s
‘weed issues’ or erosion concerns, or you
may find yourself pointing out to a DELWP
Environmental planner, a key species tree
in an area of Coastal Banksia Woodlands.
Somers Foreshore Reserve, abuts
Western Port Bay, a listed Ramsar site
of international importance because of
its outstanding salt marsh, mangrove
and seagrass habitats, and the number
and diversity of waterbirds, so careful
planning and management is required
to protect and conserve the unique

environmental values.
A new management option for Somers
would need to consider the following for
a start• A statement of what are to be the main
management goals and concerns? e.g Will
conservation and protection of the narrow
coastal environment be given emphasis or
will public access and tourism concerns
take precedence with concrete boat
ramps and expanded carparks into coastal
bushland perhaps future considerations?
• Priority given to the appointment of
‘Conservation Officers’ for each of the
Foreshore areas, each with their unique
issues and concerns. (Somers and Merricks
have no camping areas, with the other
three having extensive camping zones and
human impacted areas; Somers still has
large tracts of intact remnant vegetation.)
• What is to become of the two Friend’s
groups currently working on the Somers
Foreshore Reserve, and their ability to
apply for Government Grants, organise
the works and report on such?
• Will volunteer local committees of
management be appointed to address the
day-to-day issues of running a Reserve,
such as; regular maintenance of the
amenities, conservation project zones, on
the ground works, or will an appointed
Board, or Mornington Peninsula Shire
Council manage such?
• I think it’s time to have an open and
transparent discussion about the future
management of our community’s most
valuable and much–loved asset. Don’t
you?				
ʘ
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My World
championships
journey 2015
1/8 Sovereign Drive
Hastings Vic 3915
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ELLIE WALE

O

n the 23rd of August 2015, I boarded
a plane that was packed with people
eager to experience a new country, and
those returning to their homes. Twentyfour hours and nine movies later and
my family and I had arrived in Barcelona,
Spain. It was here that I would begin
making my way to the small country
of Andorra, situated between Spain
and France. I was also an eager holiday
goer, but dressed in the distinctive
green of Australia, visiting Europe on a
mission to represent my country at the
2015 Downhill Mountain Bike World
Championships.
My campaign started well before
I boarded the aeroplane as I had to
train and prepare for such a mentally
and physically demanding track. I
had watched video footage of the
Andorra course, an insanely steep
and technical track that started at the
top of a mountain and finished down
the bottom in the town of La Massana.
No video, however, could prepare me
for the extent of difficulty I had to
negotiate. Compared to Australia,
the roots were bigger, the rocks were

sharper and (I’m not sure if this is
possible) the mud muddier.
It was strange to go from Barcelona
where the temperature sat at around
35 degrees to Andorra, which was only
a four hour bus trip, but had weather
much like Melbourne. I had to dress for
the day with the (all too high) chance
that it could be thunder storming, but
also be prepared for the temperature
to be 10 degrees or 30 degrees. This
weather also meant that all of the dust
on the track turned to mud overnight,
and the track became even more
difficult. The conditions were the worst
when I had my first timed run (of two),
and instead of riding my bike I “penguin
style” slid a fair distance of the way,
leaving me with blood on my shin (must
have caught a sneaky rock) and mud
all through my very dreadlocked, no
longer blonde hair. Even though this
was not ideal, I couldn’t help but smile
as I rode my way back up to the top via
the gondola. Mum wasn’t smiling when
she saw the washing she had to do.
After five days of practice, three
two-hour track walks/slides and lots

of rain dances to try and please the
weather gods, I was ready to do my
race run. All of my training, mental
visualisation and race preparation had
led to this roughly 6 minute race run,
and I was a cocktail of emotions. I was
excited, sad to know that I would soon
have to leave this beautiful country,
nervous, but overall super ready to put
my Aussie jersey on, my “pro hat” on
and my game face on.
In relation to the rest of my practise
runs over my days in Andorra I was very
pleased as to how my race run played
out. It was an extremely long course
and as I rode down it, I tried hard to
keep my eyes peeled on the track and
away from the beautiful mountain
scenery surrounding me. Overall I was
pleased with my race run, and accepted
the fact that the Europeans must be
sensationally skilled and brave to be so
fast. I’m proud of my 6th place in junior
women, and will definitely revisit the
beautiful country of Andorra one day.
Adios!
Ellie can also be seen on the front
cover of issue 58. 		
ʘ

.

17

Easter Craft Activity: Easter egg Piñata
Method:

balloons, ribbon, newspaper, PVA craft
glue, water, scissors, crêpe paper and
treats to put inside the finished egg.

Inflate balloons and tie off with ribbon.
Tear the newspaper into small pieces
- the pieces should be small enough
that they don’t wrinkle and fold when
being stuck to the balloon.
Prepare the papier mâché mixture
- mix one part PVA glue with half part
water. Soak the newspaper pieces
in the glue mixture. The wetter the
pieces, the easier they are to stick to
the balloon.
Lay the pieces on the surface of the
balloon making sure to cover the entire
surface evenly.
Once each layer is dr y apply
another even layer. Repeat 2 or 3
times depending how thick you want
the Piñata to be. Hang the balloon to
dry overnight.
Using scissors cut a small hole

Easter
Trivia Quiz:
How much do you know about Easter?

Questions:
1. What do eggs represent at Easter?
a) The Easter bunny
b) New life
c) Baby chicks
d) Chocolate

2. What is Easter called in European
countries?
a) Passover
b) Hanukkah
c) Pascha
d) The Passion
3. What famous play about the Easter
story is performed every ten years?
a) The Alsfelder Passion Play
b) The Oberammergau Passion Play
c) The Frankfort Passion Play
d) The Passion of the Christ
4. When and why did it start?

.
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a) 1962; To make a name for itself
b) 1700; To prevent the rise of
atheism
c) 1849; Thanksgiving to God for
eternal life
d) 1633; Gratitude to God for
ending the Black Death
5. Why are rabbits associated with at
Easter?

a) Eggs
b) Hunts
c) Fertility
d) Chocolate

6. Which of these movies is not about
Easter?

a) Winnie the Pooh - Springtime
with Roo
b) It’s a Wonderful Life
c) The Passion of the Christ
d) Here Comes Peter Cottontail

7. What season does Easter fall in
Australia?

a) Spring
b) Summer
c) Autumn
d) Winter

8. How is the date for Easter

near the balloon knot to release the
air. Once the balloon is completely
deflated remove it through the hole.

How to Decorate:

Cut crêpe paper into thin strips then
cut fringes along the length of the
strips. Using the PVA craft glue, attach
the fringe to the egg. Continue attaching fringes until you have covered the
entire balloon.
Fill your completed Piñata with
treats.
Hang your Easter Piñata until it is
time to enjoy breaking it.
Now you k now t he basic
construction, you can create designs
which are only limited by your
imagination. Piñatas can be used for
any occasion such as birthdays, Easter
and Christmas. 			
ʘ
determined each year?

a) It falls on the first Sunday after
the first full moon on or after
March 21st
b) It’s always the first Sunday in
April
c) It’s determined by the Jewish
calendar
d) It’s the first Sunday after
Daylight Savings finishes in the
Southern Hemisphere

9. What are the 40 days before Easter
known as?

a) 40 Days of Fasting
b) Passover
c) Holy Week
d) Lent

Answers:

1.B new life,2. C Pascha, 3. B The
Oberammergau Play, 4. D 1633;
gratitude to god for ending the
Black Death, 5. C, Fertility, 6. B It’s a
Wonderful Life, 7. C Autumn, 8.A Falls
on the first Sunday after the first full
moon on or after March 21st, 9. D, Lent

You will need:

A kindness repaid 			
in spades
Sue King

N

ice to be inside the Bistro la
Provence - we barely noticed the
thunder and lightning outside. That is
until an old dog as wide as he was long
came panting at the window.
At f irst we blamed it on t he
restaurant owner’s dog being on
heat, hence the panting, when another
dinner guest with more grace than
ourselves suggested he had probably
run away scared of the weather.
In my best black diamante-adorned
dress, as the only patron seemingly
without owning a dog on heat, I
grabbed the muddy, befriended animal
by the girth, paws sticking out and
jettisoned him into the car.
After a night in the laundry, in
a comfy bed we tried to find the
owner old style. As he had no collar
and seemingly no chip, we started at
Vision Gardens where the bistro sits

and the dog led the way, across the
Frankston-Flinders Road, then across
Disney Road down a laneway. Aaron,
my 5-year-old shuffled along picking
blackberries. At one point I turned
back to keep Aaron moving, the dog
grabbed the middle of the lead with his
mouth and pulled me in the direction
I had been going.
He turned down a driveway. I had
imagined a walking seat outside, there
it was. The knock on the door was met
with a huge smile ... man and beast
reunited.
For our troubles we were shown
the hobby farm including some very
good-looking sheep. “I’ve met you
before,” the owner looked at me
searching his neurones. “Do you go
to Bittern Market?” “Yes,” I replied.
“Do the kids pet the rabbits?” Then I
saw a powerful owl box and realised

he had sold me a microbat box for the
garden - what a coincidence.
One of his sheep had ears sensitive
to bites. I’d resolved such an issue with
my old dog Oliver many years ago with
advice from a farmer who kept sheep
and horses. Unable to remember the
name, the man gave me his number.
I walked down the dirt driveway
clutching the paper and staring at the
name, Jim Greenwood.
For the second time I returned to
the door ... “Jim, are you a vet?” “Yes,
retired. Were you at Canterbury vet
clinic?” Indeed I was.
Now I remembered him. “You came
all the way from Port Melbourne to
euthanase my poor dog Oliver who
trusted you so much.” My rescue dog
had needed much care. Jim had been
Ollie’s vet for a very long time. He
refused to take more than his normal
fee and I promised to pay him back
somehow for his kindness.
I shouted to him, “I always promised
I’d pay back your kindness.” “And so
you have,” he replied, “in spades, he
is an assistance dog.”
I know Oliver, if he’s still out there,
will be smiling too.

Old Hastings
Rod Nuske

T

his is, for Australia quite old,
showing a Cobb and Co. coach in
front of the first hotel in Hastings in
the year of 1890. This coach would
then go on to Balnarring where they
could stay at the Tower Hill Hotel (later
called Warrawee) or stay onboard for
Flinders.
For people wishing to go to Phillip
Island they would transfer at Hastings
to a smaller coach and then eventually
journey along Sandy Point Road to take
a ferry ride to the island.
The boat was quite small and if the
weather was unsuitable they would
be put up at the ferryman’s house for
the night.

19
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Obituaries

New 		
Stained Glass
Window at
St Mark’s,
Balnarring

Douglas Coates
21/10/27 - 3/12/2015

ROD NUSKE

O

n the 17th of January a service of
dedication was conducted by the
Right Reverend Paul White, Bishop
of Jumbunna Episcopate, for a new
stained glass window at St Mark’s
Anglican Church, Balnarring. It was
created by glass artist Kim Lester upon
commission from Richard Dawson in
memory of his wife Mary who passed
away in 2011.
The Dawson family migrated from
England in 1981 and settled in Bittern
in 1985 from which time they attended
St Mark’s Anglican Church.
Mary was a trained nurse and in
Australia worked at The Bays Aged
Care Facility in Hastings. She also
was closely involved in the life of the
church, being a member of the vestry,
choir mistress, Sunday School helper,
an assistant in the Op Shop, organiser
of the Balnarring Flower Show and
was the Vicar’s Warden over a long
period.
Mary suffered a five year battle
with cancer which she met with
stoicism, never complaining about
her circumstances. Richard sadly also
became a cancer sufferer and passed
away in 2014, but prior to this, had
commissioned the creation of the
window with its completion being
organised by Richard and Mary’s
children Anna and Jonathon.
The themes within the window
encompass echoes of the existing East
window, whilst the lion is the traditional
symbol of St Mark, the dove representing
peace and the Holy Spirit, the deer

.
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T
Members of the Wilson family, and artist Kim Lester, at the dedication of the
stained-glass window.

being part of the Dawson family crest,
a stave of music being a portion of
Mary’s favourite tune ‘All things bright
and beautiful’, the flowers, honouring
Mary’s love of flowers and the grapes an
acknowledgment of Mary and Richard’s
vineyard and wine–making
Undoubtedly the window has
provided the church with an added
charm and provides a fine memorial
to a loved wife and mother and a
dedicated supporter of St Marks. ʘ

his is the Eulogy delivered by Patsie
Coates at the Celebration of Doug’s
Life on Monday 14th of December.
“ ….I first met Doug on the Dandenong
to Melbourne train. It was a hot, windy
day in February 1947. After discovering
that we both caught the same train each
day, for the next four years we travelled
together to Melbourne, where we both
worked. During that time I came to
know him very well and found him to
be a man of many good qualities and
high principles, if somewhat impatient
at times.
Doug was a caring, adventurous,
generous, resourceful, sympathetic,
impulsive, thoughtful, communityminded man who, sometimes, expected
things to be done yesterday but, when
they weren’t, he would accept the
outcome.
As his family lived in Kilmore during
WW2, he attended Assumption College
for his first three years of secondary
education, then for the next three
years he completed his schooling at
Scotch College Melbourne. Although a
Presbyterian he always joked that he,
‘had a foot in each camp’.
After leaving school he went to
work at Cunningham’s Pharmacy

in Flinders Lane as an apprentice
pharmacist whilst waiting for a place
at the Pharmacy College. The delay
was due to the Servicemen returning
home from the war and enrolling at the
College and, as they had first preference,
he had to wait his turn, so to speak. In
the meantime he joined the Victorian
Scottish Regiment, going off to camp at
Puckapunyal, organising balls in the Drill
Hall in Dandenong and generally having
a good time. He finished as a Sergeant but
really he didn’t know how he managed
that. It was during this time that we met.
We were married at Littlejohn
Memorial Chapel, Scotch College in 1953,
then moved to Beulah in the Southern
Mallee where we had bought a run-down
pharmacy owned by an alcoholic. The
residence was behind the pharmacy,
badly in need of repair and owned by the
local store-keeper, who was renowned
by all for her miserly ways and to whom
we reluctantly paid 30/- a week rent.
Never daunted by a challenge, Doug
began the big cleanup, both inside and
out, and helped by the locals, we settled
into our first home.
We loved living in the Mallee. The
saying `the warmer the climate, the
warmer the heart` is so true and it
certainly applied to the people in Beulah.
During that time Doug, who was on the
Hospital Committee along with the
doctor and others, hired Peter McIntyre,
now a well-known Architect, to plan and
build a hospital to replace the old Bush
Nursing Hospital in the town. It was very
innovative but very functional as I found
out when I became unexpectedly ill at
one stage and spent some time there.
It was here that I found the caring
Doug who looked after me so well and
who continued to do so for most of
our married life. During his mother’s
terminal illness he nursed her as much as
he was able to as he did for our children
when they were ill.
After our eldest child Fiona was
born, we moved from Beulah to Hastings
in 1957, thinking it would be a temporary
arrangement. Now 59 years later we are
still in the area! Doug became involved
in the Hastings Hospital and was a
Trustee and Board Member for many
years. On his retirement he was made a
Life Governor. The hospital is now The
Bays Aged Care facility.
Doug also was very involved in

many community activities. He was a
Charter member of the Hastings Rotary
Club; President of the Hastings Primary
School Committee; one of the five who
made up the congregation at the then
Methodist Church, now the Uniting
Church, and along with Loel Caldwell,
(a fellow Rotarian), he helped establish
Hastings Day (now The Westernport
Festival). He worked tirelessly to initiate
the Jazz Festival held annually at Coolart
and became President of the Rotary Club
in 1979 working diligently for its many
wonderful causes. He refused the honour
of being a Paul Harris Fellow as he didn’t
think he had earned it.
He enjoyed his golf and was an
enthusiastic member of the Flinders
and Frankston Golf Clubs, only resigning
from the latter two years ago.
Doug bought a catamaran (Tigercat)
and joined the Hastings Yacht Club after
learning to sail in a Jubilee. He became
involved with the building of the new
club house but, as his building skills
were limited, he was relegated to other
tasks more suited to his capabilities.
He was later Rear-Commodore and
an enthusiastic sailor. When Andrew,
Hamish and Ewen were old enough,
Doug thought they might like to sail
too, so he bought them a Sabot, joined
the Somers Yacht Club and taught them
to sail. Andrew and Hamish went on to
crew Mosquitos here and at Mornington.
Doug was a very resourceful person,
which may have been generated by his
inability to speak with only a whisper
between the ages of six to thirteen. This
condition was eventually diagnosed
when Dr. Noel Box discovered Papalomas
on his vocal cords. After four operations
they were removed and his voice slowly
returned.
He was also fiercely independent
and would never accept any help if
he could do it himself, which was not
always to his credit. Sometimes his
independence led him into trouble,
particularly in the last few years of his
life when he would get himself into strife
and had to be rescued. I think he passed
a lot of this independence, determination
and resourcefulness on to our children.
Doug was a DIY person and
full of ideas. In Beulah we only had
generated power which was switched
off at midnight. Desperate for music he
decided to make a radiogram. We had>
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an old Healing radio which could only
tune into 2 stations, so he concocted a
turntable with wires and leads running
in all directions and played our first
record - Gaite Parisienne - and voila! it
worked! So, after that, we had many
evenings of music with friends, one of
whom made liqueurs with Doug after
hours in the Dispensary. They were very
drinkable
He also fancied himself as a plumber,
putting in sprinklers and joining up pipes.
He despaired of my lack of knowledge in
understanding our complicated watering
system, which to him was simple. With
the help of our sons, he planted two rows
of grapevines on our front lawn with the
idea of becoming a Viticulturist. Not a
good idea. While netting the vines in
40° heat he had a massive angina attack
and was taken off to hospital. Eventually
after recovering and with Dick White’s
expertise, he made four bottles of wine,
but the only comment made much later
on, as he served it to our guests, was
summed up in one word - ‘interesting’!
We bought a caravan when Fiona
was a baby and didn’t stop travelling
from then on. Together with our five
children, we have been all over Australia,
bumping, jumping, slipping, sliding,
getting lost, bogged, breaking down,
finding wonderful places and most times

enjoying the experience.
Our biggest adventure was when
Doug suggested a trip to England for two
years with our family. Needless to say it
caused a bit of stir with my parents but
after leasing out the pharmacy, renting
out our recently built house plus dog,
we set off. Fiona was 15, Kirsten 13,
Andrew 11, Hamish 9 and Ewen 7. With
seven of us travelling together we had
a few adventures/misadventures along
the way, and by the time we arrived at
Heathrow, tired, bewildered and with
what seemed like massive amounts of
luggage, Doug was beginning to think it
was not such a good idea. However, we
finally found a house in Farnham, Surrey
and settled in to English life where we
all made good friends in Rotary, InnerWheel and school although I think Ewen
found the lamb’s fry he was served up in
the school dinners a bit hard to swallow!
Doug managed several pharmacies and
found the experience invaluable.
We had many adventures there,
discovering relatives Doug didn’t know
he had in Northern Ireland, going
through the various war zones near the
border, followed at times by a tank with
its gun trained on us. I might add we had
bought a Ford transit camper van which
looked like a dentist’s van and highly
suspicious to the Irish guards. Since that

Kenneth Victor
Harrison
20/9/1925 - 3/2/2016
Rod Nuske

A
.

22

Melbourne boy, he completed his
education at Melbourne High School,
and then after attaining his qualification
as a Chartered Accountant, he joined his
uncle Victor in an accountancy practice
that ultimately became Ernst and Young.
Ken became a partner in the company
as well as being appointed to several
company boards.
He was considered an expert in financial
matters and often used these skills to help
philanthropic and social organisations.
His friend John Hatton recalls that, “he

time we have forged strong relationships
with the relatives and many of them have
come to stay with us.
On skiing trips to Falls Creek with
our friends the Le Plastriers, Gil, a
pharmacist, and Doug, would conjure up
with yet another new scheme for making
money and retiring early. Some of the
ideas were good, some not so good and,
of course, they never eventuated but our
evenings were never duIl! His mantra
was always plan and organise, but that
didn’t always happen in our household.
We have been married for 62 years
last October and have lived our life to
the full, travelling to foreign places
with yet still more adventures and
are so glad that we did while we were
agile enough to enjoy it all. We have
six beautiful grandchildren and two
greatgrandchildren and we love them
dearly. We have made many friends here
in Somers; at the golf club; at our Probus
clubs; at CHAOS and, having lived here
for almost 33 years, have found a very
caring community. “
Patsie ended her address by
thanking all who came to join with her
and their family in this celebration of
Doug’s life.
A profile of Doug can be found in Vol5
issue 1 (no21) 			
ʘ

will always remember Ken’s use of the
double entry protocol, and his ability to
find things that were thought to be long
lost.”
His early professional career was
interrupted by WWII, and when aged
18 he was accepted into the RAAF, and
came to know Somers when he did his
Initial Training Course here. His flying
training ended at Mildura with the
exciting Kittyhawks.
Ken was posted to Moratai and
completed a number of reconnaissance
flights until the atomic bomb was
dropped.
All Kittyhawk Squadrons were
ordered to Labuan, Borneo where they
were to exchange their Kittyhawks for
Mustangs. After acquainting themselves
with this wonderful fighter, Australian
High Command decided that they would
fly across the Pacific to join the British

Occupying Force in Japan.
This turned out to be a somewhat
harrowing experience for Ken but
he survived although not all were as
fortunate.
Whilst in Japan he accompanied a
group of pilots to see the effects of the
atom bomb on Hiroshima. Soon after,
Ken suffered a lung problem and was
shipped back to Sydney to spend his 21st
birthday in hospital there.
After recovering his health he
resumed his accounting career in
Melbourne.
One of Ken’s duties was that of an
auditor which took him very happily to
the offices of Hoyts Theatres, where it
so happened there was a very attractive
staff member Nancy Boyle.
A courtship soon followed and Ken
and Nancy were married in 1949 at St
Marks Camberwell. They set up home
in Burwood where Margaret was born
in 1950 and Bruce came along in 1952.
In 1961, Ken and Nancy bought land
in Sandy Court where the family would
camp in the summer. A house was built
on the block but when General Savige’s
holiday home opposite came up for sale
they decided that this would be where
they really would like to be in Somers.
After extensive renovations, the family
came to live there in 1971, although Ken
commuted to town to his office until his
retirement in 1986.
When the family was settled in
Somers, they soon became involved with
the Somers Yacht Club where they sailed
a Mirror as well as becoming involved in
the social aspects of the club. Ken was
able to provide wise financial advice to
the club especially after a storm damaged
the club house in 2001. For many years
Ken was a valued member of the Finance
Committee.
At the same time Ken became
managing director of the group that
conceived and built the Balnarring
Shopping Centre. In 1985 he joined the
Balnarring Probus Club and was an active
participant in many of the activities
including the very secretive, “Men’s
Secret Business”.
He was a great friend to many and
his cheery manner and sage advice will
be sorely missed.
Note: A recent profile of Ken can be
found inissue 57. 			
ʘ

The phoney
war and a
little more
MARK STOKES

T

he third of September 1939. It was
Sunday night. On Sunday night we
always listened to The Lux Theatre of
the Air. A radio play in three 20 minute
acts, 8 pm till 9 pm. Nothing got in the
way; nothing interrupted the Lux Theatre of the Air. Only this night it did. At
8.30 pm, right in the middle of the action,
the thing stopped, an announcer told us
that the Prime Minister, Mr. Menzies, had
an announcement. He came on and he
said; ‘England has declared war on Germany, and, as a result, we are now at war.”
My life turned over in a moment. I
knew, somehow I knew that life would
never be the same again. We had never
listened to the news before. I didn’t
even know that there was such a thing
as news. From that night on and for
years following, we seemed never to
miss a news broadcast. We purchased
the newspaper. Entirely unprecedented,
but now the paper mattered. We were
at war.
I went to school. England sent an
army to France. The Maginot line would
hold. We sang songs. “We’re going to
hang out the washing on the Siegfried
line/ Have you any dirty washing,
Mother dear? We’re going to hang out
the washing on the Siegfried line/ If the
Siegfried line’s still there. “And “Run,
Adolph, run Adolph, run, run, run...”
Then came Dunkirk and Britain
retreated to its Island. The phoney
War was over. The position became
increasingly desperate. Bombs over
Britain, The Battle of Britain, and the
Spitfires with every day a tally of losses
and of German planes destroyed. Ships
being torpedoed in the North Atlantic
as Britain tried to keep lifelines open
across the ocean. Churchill made his
great speech. Grim days indeed.
I went to school, but, in my heart, I
was dedicated. Sometime I would turn
18 and I would join the fight against The
Hun.

Ships were being sunk in the
Atlantic. U Boats were active. The
Brits were in dire need. Everything we
could send, we sent to England. Food
was rationed, Petrol was rationed, and
clothing was rationed. We dug victory
gardens in our back yards. We kids
would go for a swim and we would
walk along the diving board, with our
hands in the Nazi salute, and walk off
the board ridiculing Hitler, but there
was desperation behind the play.
America held off. They supplied
Britain with arms and equipment, ships
and whatever at a price, but they would
not join the fight. The situation in
Britain became grimmer. The survival
of Britain was in question. Hitler
made his big mistake. He attacked
Russia instead of pressing home his
advantage over Britain.
Then, seemingly out of the blue, the
Japanese attacked Pearl Harbour. At the
same time they attacked Singapore, but,
instead of attacking, as expected, from
the sea, they came down by land, even
riding bicycles. The guns of Singapore
pointed out to sea. They were useless
against a land invader. The Royal Navy
lost the battle ship, Prince of Wales
and the battle cruiser, Repulse. The
Brits were out of the battle. Percival,
the English Commander, surrendered
without a shot fired, taking with him
the 7th Division AIF, the flower of
Australian youth.
Lt. General Gordon Bennett escaped
from Singapore and made it back to
Australia. Instead of being hailed and
his knowledge and experience used,
rightly or wrongly his career was
finished.
The Japanese attack on Pearl
Harbour was recognised as an atrocious
act, but for me, and I suspect, for many
others it aroused a joyful response. We
were no longer alone. We had an ally.
Perhaps an unwilling ally, but an ally
nevertheless. The Americans had no
option; they had to join the fight. One
and one can sometimes be more than
two.
On the home front the young men
had disappeared. No longer could the
young fellow with the black hair, the
one who did the delivery of fruit and
vegetables on Thursday, the one who
called me ‘Watermelon’, much to my
embarrassment, be seen at the shops>
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across the road. No longer would my
friend’s brother, Don, look down on me
from his height. He had disappeared.
He would come back into my life many
years later.
The Japanese swept down the
Pacific. Sydney was shelled by midget
submarines. Darwin was bombed.
The Australian Army held fast in the
islands to the north assisted in their
struggle by the Fuzzy Wuzzy Angels,
so named for their assistance to the
heavily stressed troops holding the
Japanese at bay.
Down south we felt less than safe.
There was a distinct awareness of
the danger to Australia. The Prime
Minister, Mr. Curtin approved of a plan,
called The Brisbane Line, in which the
continent, south of Brisbane would be
defended while north of that line would
be less heavily defended and it was,
more or less, agreed that that area
would be very difficult if not impossible
to defend.
Back at school we dug trenches
to take shelter if we were bombed or
shelled. Many private homes had bomb
shelters of one kind or another, some
very elaborate, but people generally
preferred to take their chances. The
street lights were hooded; windows
were shaded with black cloth to prevent
light from informing potential bombers
and discovering the cities and towns.
Air raid wardens patrolled the streets
at night, checking that the regulations
were observed. Petrol was rationed
very severely and some cars sported
a gas producer on a trailer, but there
were few cars on the streets anyway.
The Americans left The Philippines
to the enemy, with General MacArthur
promising to return. The USA had lost
a significant proportion of their Pacific
Naval force at Pearl Harbour and would
take some time to recuperate and
get their forces on a war footing and
capable of meeting the Japanese who, it
seemed were invincible. The Yanks did
get to Australia and they re-grouped
and started to make their mark in the
fight against the enemy. The Coral
Sea battle marked a turning point in
the war. The American troops poured
into Australia. The few Australian
troops, the Diggers, were hopelessly
outclassed in the battle for girls, which
never ceased, and the GIs seemed to be
24
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winning. The Diggers said of the Yanks,
“Overpaid, over-sexed and over here.”
The war went on and the Yanks
became stronger and stronger. The
Japanese were driven back and the
Aussie troops seemed to get little
mention and less glory. The Yanks
seemed intent on getting it all.
Always, always the thought was in
my mind. The time will come. I will
join up, I will be a soldier. I will fight
for Australia. I suppose that sort of
thing is difficult for a young man to
cope with in time of war.
The years went by. The war in
Europe came to a conclusion. In
the Pacific the Japanese were under
increasing pressure as the Americans
overcame them. Great f leets of
increasingly large planes dropped
their lethal cargoes on the Japanese
cities. One day I went to school. Kelly
and I went to the notice board in the
great hall and there it was. The bomb
had been dropped on Hiroshima. I
knew it was over. There would be no
war for me. I was relieved and full of
joy. I would not have to risk my life
now. The joy was tinged with sadness
however. The adventure was withheld.
Somewhere, in my heart, I wished to
fight. What was it? Why did I want to
fight? Did I wish to test my courage?
What did I want? I do not know. The
call had been there for six years and
now it was dissolved. Where do I go
from here?
I lost my focus. I had no other
real ambition to call on. I had some
pseudo ambitions but they were not
my ambitions, they were those of the
world around me, the paths presented
to me, but, for me, there was nothing
of my own.
This last thought brought to life a
deep regret. For six long years I had
seen that as my destiny. I had seen the
elder brothers of my friends go, many
to become prisoners of the Japanese.
Rumours of the Japanese treatment of
our soldiers had filtered through. I had
long looked forward to the adventure
of war, and now this was to be denied
to me.
We had a set of golf clubs of a
sort, purchased from an antique shop
next to Caulfield Central School. Five
clubs, a ladies’ 2 wood, a 3 iron, a 5 iron,
a 7 and a putter, all held in a canvas bag

which we called The Elephant’s trunk,
and that is what it resembled, but good
enough for my father on Saturday, and
me during the week. Nine holes at
Elsternwick or at Wattle Park, reached
by tram. 18 holes at East Malvern. A
bike could take you anywhere in those
days.
I finished the school year, did the
exams and wondered what to do. I got
a job, a fill-in job with little prospect.
I didn’t really understand what it was
all about. What does one do with a
life? The war had provided a focus, but
that was lost when the war was won.
Then there arose the need to occupy
Japan, and it was necessary to build a
suitable force - J Force. I put my hand
up. Riding home from a game of golf, I
passed the drill hall and wheeled in to
get a form. When my father wouldn’t
sign I did not fight him but, after a
while, he reconsidered. I think he rang
his brother, Ted, who had fought in the
Middle East, a Colonel in Ordinance,
and he would recommend it, I’m sure.
To save face my father insisted that I
change my answer to one question; Can
you drive? I said ‘Yes’. Of course I could
drive. What was easier? Push in the
clutch, engage a gear, engage the clutch
and apply acceleration. Easy! The fact
that I had never done it was because I
had never had the opportunity. Given
the chance I could do it easily. Well,
to satisfy him I changed my answer.
P r e t t y s t r a n g e joi n i n g t he
army, meeting people from all walks
of life, young and not so young, men
who had served and didn’t understand
civvy street or didn’t want it. Men who
had been POWs both of Germany and
of Japan. You had to fit in. There were
times.
Then came the rigmarole of rookie
training, doing what you had to do,
making friends and existing in a world
which didn’t care. Getting caught
out in some stupid, even ridiculous,
happening and getting CB. CB means
Confined to Barracks, for those who
don’t know, but in rookie camp it means
something else. It means Chasing the
Bugle. If you haven’t spent a week or so
chasing the bugle you haven’t lived. I
can smile at it now. Somehow I aroused
the enmity of the Sar-Major. The SarMajor is a powerful force in the army
and things didn’t look too bright. Still

there is an unspoken camaraderie and
that saved me. By the grace of God and
the subtle intervention of a particular
friend, who will deserve my gratitude
till the end of time, I was selected for
training as a Japanese linguist.
Training as a military linguist is a
pretty intensive kind of undertaking.
An exam every Monday and a pretty
stiff marking and off-course, then and
there, if you didn’t make the standard,
which was H I G H. Came the time.
Ken Harrison (see Nautilus Apr
20145) flew to Japan in his Mustang.
What a plane! Ken must have been one
of the earliest Australians to reach
Japan after she surrendered. I managed
to get there on a troopship, along with
1200 other troops. How does one
describe the luxury of a troopship?
Perhaps I should leave that to the
imagination. Long days, a hot sun, no
money, but a pack of cards anyway. The
blue of the Pacific, the atolls defined
by the ring of white. The luxury beds,
the waiters bringing drinks, all these
can be imagined.
We sailed up the Inland Sea. I came
to know the beautiful Inland Sea, the
Seto Nai Kai well, and loved it. Our unit
consisted of about 200 Linguists, and
our barracks overlooked The Inland
Sea, about 26 miles from Hiroshima.
Of course Hiroshima was a place we
often visited, and what a sight it was.
Devastation, utter and complete. One
cannot envisage such destruction.
One bomb. How many lives? That
will never be known. Kure, a great
Japanese Naval base was subject to
intensive bombing. It was totally
ruined. The population departed when
at all possible and went to Hiroshima
which was blissfully serene. A lovely
city which had never had a bomb fall
on it. A haven for the people of Kure
who were bombed nightly. How many
people were in Hiroshima that day will
never be known. How many died can
only be guessed.
An older Japanese man and I became
friends. He had been a bank manager in
Hiroshima and now cleaned the toilet
block at our barracks. We would talk
each morning, looking out over the
Inland Sea, as the fishing boats went by.
As I went to the toilet in the morning,
he would usher me in with a bow,
polishing the seat for me. Sometimes he

would bring his little grand-daughter
with him. A lovely little 6 year old girl.
I treasured those morning talks, and
I think he did too. Sometime after I
arrived home, when my service had
been completed I received a letter. It
was written in the beautiful flowing
script, called Sosho, which only the
most highly educated Japanese could
read or write. It was certainly outside
my scope. Consulting my dictionaries
I was able to manage the opening
sentence, the formal Haikei, Shibaraku
... but beyond that, was beyond me.
That had to wait until, sometime in the
seventies, I met a Japanese professor at
Swinburne who did that job for me. It
was, as I suspected from my Japanese
cleaner, bank manager, but no longer
able to be contacted after all the years.
Japan was a great experience for
an 18 year old, very naive young man.
Having the language was a marvellous
bonus. While Australian troops were
forbidden to fraternise, a restriction
honoured in the breach we, as linguists,
suffered no such handicap and were
able to see Japan from a different angle.
The Japan of my youth, war weary,
starving, shattered, was still beautiful
and will remain so in my memory.
As I read the memoir of the atom
bomb on Hiroshima (Nautilus Oct.15)
I was filled with horror, just as I was
many years ago when I first visited
Hiroshima myself. W hen I f irst
understood the absolute horror of
nuclear warfare. My time worn photo
album of those days is headed “The
Dawn of the Atomic Age’. Nobuko
Yamamoto’s memoir brings out, in full
detail, the horror which was unleashed
on that day. I was a boy but, somehow,
I was implicated in the matter. Perhaps
mine was one of the lives spared. I
saw the aftermath to a very limited
extent. The full horror is beyond my
imagination.
When my service was complete
I ret ur ned to Aus t ra lia, ag a in
on Kanimbla. As we sailed down
the Inland Sea, towards the strait at
Shimonoseki, we were buzzed by a
Mustang fighter plane, perhaps piloted
by Ken Harrison. Who knows? I never
got to Nagasaki, where the second
bomb dropped, where Australian POWs
worked in the coal mines. ʘ

The post
Bronwen Gibbs

O

n the back cover of our last
issue there was a photo of a
post on the beach identified as
an anonymous sculpture.
T hose who a re f a mi lia r
with this post will know that
it changes as the tide moves
the sand and stones or feathers
and other f lotsam are added or
disappear.
To me this constant change
is part of its appeal. The photo
on our cover was t a ken in
December 2015, this photo in
April 2015.
I’m aware others have taken
photos of the post over time and
we’d quite like to document
some of its transformation.
If you have a post photo, old
or new, or notice a significant
change you’d like to document
please send them to us and we
will aim to have a different post
photo each issue.

.
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Life in Old Peking (Beijing)
Roger James
The second in an occasional series of articles on life as an Australian Trade
Commissioner

I

t was just over thirty years ago, in
November 1985 that my family and I
embarked on what was to be the second
of our overseas postings with the Australian Trade Commissioner Service.
The contrast between this one and our
first foray (to Chicago in the USA), could
not have been greater.
Originally we were destined to be
sent to Bahrain in the Middle East and
I had already started to focus on the
Gulf economies and begin studying
Arabic. Then out of the blue it was
determined that we would be heading
for Beijing at very short notice, because
of the rapid expansion of Australia’s
commercial interests in the newly
emerging People’s Republic of China.
We flew out of Sydney on a bright
Spring morning and ten hours later
arrived in a dark and cold Beijing,
capital of the world’s oldest civilisation
which had been under communist rule
for a generation. We arrived with few
preconceived notions and little idea
of what to expect from the country
which was to be our home for the next
three years.
A nation of over one billion people
which had been virtually closed to the
outside world for the thirty years since
“liberation” until the commencement
of the reform movement in 1979.
This country which had undergone
such tumultuous upheavals as the
Hundred Flowers Campaign and the
disastrous Cultural Revolution, which
only terminated following the death of
Mao Tse Tung in 1976.
By the mid-1980s, under the
paramount leadership of Deng Xiao
Ping, China was at last opening its
doors and taking the first tentative
steps to establish its place in the
community of nations. In 1985, it
would have been a brave person to
predict what China would become by
2015!
As with many experiences in life,
first impressions are significant and
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I can quote from a report which I
submitted soon after our arrival in
Beijing on that grey autumn evening
in 1985.
“It was with some apprehension that
we passed through the rather primitive
airport and into the People’s Republic
of China. The road into the city was
one long straight avenue, its trees
already denuded of leaves with little
traffic other than bicycles, hundreds
of them, none with lights, their riders
appearing as ghostly spectres in our
headlights, then rapidly disappearing in
the gathering darkness. It soon became
evident that pedal power was the chief
form of transport and was used to move
not only people, but all manner of goods
from steel bars to washing machines
and from cabbages to chickens (live or
dead)”.
The city of Beijing (the name alas
had changed from the more romantic
Peking, though my British counterparts
continue to use the latter form to this
day) had already begun to display a
renewed diversity in architecture
with space-age hotels and office blocks
thrusting skyward cheek-by-jowl
alongside the traditional ‘hutongs’ –
narrow alleys of small houses with
dirt floors where one outside cold tap
served an entire neighbourhood. Few
of these hutongs remain today, many
having been demolished in the preOlympic Games 2008 period as part
of Beijing’s “modernisation”.
Our own accommodation was a
very basic apartment on the 14th floor
of a monolithic block populated by
diplomatic staff, foreign journalists
and represent at ives of t he few
Wes ter n companies which had
dared to venture into this daunting
commercia l env ironment . T he
compound was guarded by the People’s
Liberation Army day and night, not
for our protection, but to keep an eye
on our movements. We also shared
our accommodation with thousands

of cockroaches, which would scurry
throughout the building as soon as any
lights were switched on! So much for
the luxury of diplomatic life!
Another feature which we had
to rapidly adjust to was the “stare
squad”, where groups of locals would
gather to view the “foreign devils”, not
with any malice but with a genuine
interest in our alien looks, dress and
mannerisms. In those days, even in
Beijing, foreigners were relatively rare
beings and many Chinese had never set
eyes on such exotic creatures!
From the outset, food or the
lack thereof, was a constant source
of concern, particularly with two
growing boys to satisfy. Fresh produce
was hard to find, particularly in the
winter months and for weeks on end
cabbage was the only green vegetable
to be found. Pork fat and garlic shoots
could occasionally be found on menus
but that soon began to pall.
The principal source of our food
supply in the early days was the socalled Friendship Store, which was
anything but! I quickly realised that
action was required to remedy this
situation and so favours were called in
from agencies such as the Australian
Meat & Livestock Corporation, who
were able to supply chilled meat
direct from Sydney and unheard of
delicacies such as lemons from Tokyo.
The expatriate community breathed a
collective sigh of relief!
One ordeal which trade staff were
required to endure was attendance
at almost daily “banquets” which
followed almost every meeting with
our Chinese counterparts. The fare
at these functions varied widely, from
the more-than-acceptable Peking
duck, to more exotic items such as
sea cucumbers, scorpions and the
quaintly-named ‘fragrant meat ’,
which turned out to be dog! This
was all washed down with copious
quantities of ‘maotai’ a fiery sorghumbased liquor which most Westerners
found hard to appreciate.
There were of course numerous
incidents and events which made living
in Beijing at that time amusing and
enjoyable. My wife and I decided that
in relation to cycling, if you can’t beat
them, join them. So we purchased a
tandem and could not have attracted

When in China one must of course visit the Great Wall.

Simon at the crease: cricket, Beijing style.

Comrade Mao watching these
mysterious foreigners: the Forbidden
City, Beijing.

Roger with Cris (far left), sons Simon
(middle) and Adam, and friends: the
Ming Tomb, Beijing.

more attention if we had acquired a
Rolls Royce! As we glided along the
broad avenues of the capital, we would
be joined by hordes of locals, all keen
to practice their English and marvel at
the sight of a bicycle for two. A rare
sight indeed.
Our posting terminated in 1988,
and I returned to Beijing immediately
prior to the Tiananmen incident
which demonstrated in stark terms
the nature of the regime and how

far it still had to travel to join the
community of nations. I have since
been back on three separate occasions
in recent years and cannot but marvel
at the transformation which the city
has undergone. Though I am still not
convinced that replacing five million
bicycles with five million cars is a
positive move! It will be fascinating
to see how the city copes with even
more expansion and the worsening
problem of air pollution. ʘ

Skating with the boys: winter at the
Summer Palace.

Garden desiGn,
consultation
& rejuvenation
Libby 0413 807 947
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Agricultural intensification in the
Great Lakes Region of Africa producing more and making money
PETER STEELE

E

veryone in the development business knows there will be an estimated 10
billion people sharing the planet by 2050 or soon after – 2-3 billion more
than current global populations; and the iniquity of the ‘haves’ and ‘have-nots’
is already apparent in the estimated 1.2 billion people worldwide who are food
insecure, in Gini Indices that continue to rise just about everywhere (check the
Central American states, check Zambia, check South Africa – the highest in the
world at 64) and the mass movements of people now underway everywhere
seeking to improve their economic status – estimated 230 million officially with
another 10% irregulars. Many are coming to Australia. People move for all kinds
of reasons. Pressure on finite resources drives people out. Education and money
encourages them to remain where they are and prosper.

Focus upon people

The Great Lakes Region of Africa
is home to estimated 150 million
people (and an additional 20 million
if the eastern parts of the DRC are included). Politically these are people
that belong to six countries with all the
ramifications that typically dominate
the lives of people everywhere. These
are people concerned with making

equitable lives, looking to provide
sufficient food and security for their
families, and planning for their future.
Expectations of this kind are
always based upon the resources
available to people including, crucially,
their intellect, willingness to become
involved and an ability to accept
change. Smallholder agriculture in
the region, however, depends upon the

A light truck carries a typical load 60 aluminium cans each containing 30 litres
of milk with the cans loaded by hand for the 50 km run from Gicumbi District in
northern Rwanda to Kigali each day.
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capabilities and experience of many
hundreds of thousands of farm families
and their ability to cope with ever
diminishing areas of land per capita
from which to provide sufficient food.
(Or, better still, with which to produce
goods that sell well, and then to buy the
food required).
T he nor t h-we s t s ub -r e g ion
including Rwanda, Burundi, western
Uganda and the eastern DRC represents
the most densely populated parts
of Africa – >340 people/km 2 – and
populations continue to grow at more
than three percent annually.
Apart from strategic, but fragile,
wetlands and the remnants of mountain
forests, there are no new agricultural
lands available. The majority of people
in rural communities are typically
living on less than USD 1.25 perday,
with few opportunities of breaking out
of the cycle of poverty that envelops
them.

Glimpse the cities

Take an aside at this point to compare,
this with the cities. The national
capitals and provincial towns are
dramatically different from the rural
lands around them, and reflect the
reputation of towns across Africa
as ‘engines for economic growth’.
Wherever there is a reasonably stable
government there is investment in
communications, transport, energy,
real estate and manufacturing. Not
in ‘agriculture’ as such, for the sharp
money is in technologies, services,
m i ner a l ex t r ac t ion i ndu s t r ies,
tourism and more. Sure, much of this
links to agricultural development,
but these are long-term options and
the inflow of foreign development
invest ment is t y pically seek ing
the short-term alternative. Not for
nothing is Kenya promoting itself
as an electronic window on the
continent; South Sudan is pumping
oil within protective security fences,
and new sea ports are being planned
and built wherever there are rail links
or pipelines that can deliver. The two
semi-autonomous regions of northern
Somalia are working reasonably well –
without an internationally recognised
government – but then Somalis are
well renowned as regional traders.

The robust nature of the growing plant and of the fruit once harvested provides a
measure of protection when handling by smallholder growers in Burundi, where
both resources and post-harvest infrastructure are limited. This is money growing
on trees.

People in the driving seat

People everywhere are the ultimate
resource for national development
but, in a sub-region such as East Africa
which has people in abundance but few
other resources, people will need all

the innovation, ingenuity and optimism
that can be mustered to enable them to
plan a future with confidence.
Intensifying land/soil use, the shift
to commercial production for which
markets exist (or can be developed)

Propagated by suckers the mature plants will produce fruit from 18 months on.
After three years a grower in western Uganda can make a reliable US$10,000
annually from one hectare of crop - more than six times the average national
income.

and, importantly, the adoption of
sustainable practices that provide for
security long-term will be essential
- enabling people to live within the
limits of what can be done to manage
their resource with the technologies,
social skills, knowledge, information
and capabilities available.
Ultimately it is people in the
community who take responsibility
for the resilience of their local
environment; and if not directly, then
by means of those elected to govern
- who establish the laws, maintain
the institutions of state, plan on the
basis of national priorities, encourage
direction and mobilise the technical
and financial resources with which
to take action. This is done as part of
the public services provided for all
citizens. The key word in the modern
lexicon for national development is
‘sustainability’.

Good agricultural practices

This notwithstanding, understanding
and then adopting the practices
r e qu i r e d of good a g r ic u lt u r a l
development practices, remains
a challenge, but t his is exactly
what is required of agricultural
producers in the sub-region - people
work ing in harmony w ith their
environment to produce the foods
and materials required of socioeconomic development. As societies
industrialise, machines replace people
on the land, production intensifies and
the agro-technologies adopted become
more demanding - but productivity
and yields typically increase. Both
are essential for the people of the subregion into the next period.
Agriculture provides the basis of
livelihoods for >70 percent of regional
people;for the majority, however, this
is subsistence production. Agriculture
also prov ides an est imated 80
percent of regional foods and, with
investment, can produce more. Longterm, opportunities are available
for establishing substantial food
export industries. Commercialising
smallholders so that they are able to
participate within trends in national
agro-economic developments that are
bringing wealth to rural communities
remains challenging however, but this>
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is essential. High value horticultural
crops, intensive dairy production,
for example, and other agricultural
sectors are a logical starting point
for those with access to small blocks
of land.

Revolutionising Africa, but unlike others in the East African Community where
there are an estimated 50 million phones available representing 40 percent
penetration of regional markets, uptake in Burundi covers just six percent of the
national population (i.e. around 600,000 people). Photo courtesy TheGuardian.
com.

Good tyres, diesel engine and 45 kW power at the turn of a key on a 25 year old
tractor - what more could you want? (80 kW and less than five years old – that’s
better.) This represents modern farming and it attracts the young men, releases
both men and women from the drudgery of manual cultivation, and extends their
capabilities. It’s the future everywhere there is land to be farmed.

.
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Understanding value chains
Va lue cha ins beg in w it h ag roproducers and those that service
them. This may be plantation crops of
coffee, cane sugar, pineapples or citrus
but, equally, it is many thousands of
smallholders grouped into a producers’
organisation growing the same crops
and linked by sophisticated handling
processing, transport and/or markets
to Amsterdam or Johannesburg. The
cut flower trade, for example, is worth
a billion US dollars to the Kenyan
economy annually and provides work
for 600,000 people, the majority of
whom are women.
The example of floriculture success
in Kenya has not been lost on others
– investors, governments, companies
and people; and the race is on to
replicate. Where agricultural land
is in short supply (with <4,000 m 2
perfamily there are few alternatives
for local people) the options are
typically crop intensification, added
value or migration.

Making money from agriculture
With horticultural crops, value can
be added by choice of cultivars that
extend the harvesting seasons and/
or by handling, grading for size and
quality and transporting with care.
Value can also be added by processing
for different products – beverages and/
or preserved foods. The governments
of Kenya and Uganda, for example,
together with foreign partners have
recently invested USD 11.5 million in
fruit production and processing. An
estimated 50,000 growers are being
encouraged to form agribusiness
producers’ groups and are provided
with the techno-financial resources
that will give them equal standing
with traders and processors. Focus
is on mangoes and passionfruit, and on
communities either side of the shared
Kenya/Uganda border.
For almost 20 years the Rwandan
government has supported the ‘One-

cow-one-family’ program with the
introduction of improved dairy breeds
and essential technical services to
boost food and economic security to halve the number of people living
in poverty by 2017. Dairy products
are popular traditional foods but
productivity based upon local breeds,
technologies and traditions has
severely restricted output as reflected,
for example, in milk consumption at
30 litres/person/year. (In Kenya – the
leading dairy producer in the region
– consumption is three times higher.)
Improvements in productivit y in
recent years, however, have enabled
output per dairy cow to double to
19 litres/year, and, more relevant,
provided the basis for modernising
dairy industries in the country.
W hether modern livestock or
intensive horticulture, industrial
change of this kind is underway with
all the ramifications that this brings to
people in rural communities. But then
the young (just about everywhere)
are no longer prepared to become
agricultural peasants, and national
planners have little alternative but
to encourage the intensification
of agricultural production on the
basis of those same young people
– providing the education, finance
and technologies that will enable
t hem to become businessmen/
women with all that this implies for
modernisation, access to services
and the establishment of a businessfriendly climate in which people can
make money.
Last words
Future challenges of this kind place
national development in context –
requirements for a reliable public
sector, corruption at levels that can
be tolerated, equal opportunities
between the genders and, crucially,
access to markets for the goods and
materials produced. No matter the
extent of the rhetoric, if there are no
markets available (and they cannot be
developed) everyone loses. Optimistic
or realistic, debate of this kind is
essential, followed by action. Failure to
take decisive action is no alternative;
procrastination represents failure –
for everyone.			
ʘ

Cruise ship in the bay

Quite recently the township of Cowes was visited by the cruise ship ‘Golden
Princess’ which must be a shot in the arm for the local traders and a pleasant sight
from the shores of Somers .The Cowes jetty can be seen to the right of the ship.
‘Golden Princess’ can accommodate 2,600 passengers with a crew of 1,100. It is no
lightweight and has a gross tonnage of 109,000 tons.

New fence for the school

Wow! After many years, the school has a new impressive fence. Funds from the
yearly Arts Fair were used for the project by the school council.

Somers Paper Nautilus
invites Contributors
Bring your interest, your passion, your story to life!
Send us an article, story, poem, letter or photo
and enjoy seeing your work in print.
Contributions@somers-nautilus.org.au or PO Box 338, Somers 3927
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Friends of
Coolart
BRIAN THOMAS

O

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)

.

32

ver the summer, the water levels
in the wetlands have continued to
fall. As always there are winners and
losers in the battle for survival when
the vagaries of our weather test the
resilience of our wildlife. In the last
newsletter I wrote about the failure
of the breeding season for the ibis,
so I’m happy to report this time of
the success of another species that
succeeded, largely because of the
conditions that were so detrimental to
the ibis. Black-fronted Plovers are small
(about 16cm), plump little birds with
brown upper-parts and snowy-white
below with a broad black “V” across
the chest and a bright red, black-tipped
bill. Because the water levels dropped
rapidly, large areas of mud were left
exposed – perfect feeding and breeding
grounds for Black-fronted Plovers. A
few weeks ago friends and I watched
the plovers mating on the mud bank
and the next thing we knew they were
dashing about on the mud followed by
three fluffy chicks.
The plovers were joined on the
mud banks by Australian Wood Duck
which graze on the vegetation that
quickly grows over the mud - keeping it
cropped short but still diminishing the
available feeding area for the plovers
(winners and losers again). However
the plants grow at such a rate that even
a flock of wood duck can’t keep up with
it, and so the vegetation soon grows
taller and less palatable to the wood
duck at which stage the bush birds
move in (more winners and losers)
and feed on the insects and fruits of
the plants.
At the time of writing the water
has retreated to the “clay pit” from
where, it is believed, that in the 1860s
the clay was excavated to make the
bricks that went into the construction
of the Barracks and other old buildings
on Coolart. A small conglomeration
of ducks gather around the edges
and dabble in the shallows –quite

possibly there is quite a concentration
of invertebrates in this last vestige of
water. One morning the ducks were
joined by a Whistling Kite which
didn’t look as if it was hunting; in
fact it looked as if it wanted to get
to the water for a drink but was a bit
intimidated by the line-up of ducks
around the edge. A surprising sight
on another hot day was a line-up of
twenty Long-necked Tortoises sunning
themselves on the bank.
We are all familiar with the trusting
nature of Welcome Swallows and how
they fearlessly build their nests inside
the bird hides or at the front door of
the homestead and are not bothered
by the comings and goings of visitors,
but a little less likely were the spots
chosen by a pair of Willie Wagtails and
Grey Fantails. The fantails built their
elegant wine glass shaped nest on a
twig just outside the Minsmere Hide
and right alongside the door where
people entered and exited. Despite
this rather exposed position I’m sure
people would have passed it by without
even noticing it. The fantails managed
to raise two chicks from their first
brood but alas something happened
to their eggs on the second round and
the nest was deserted.
The Willie Wagtails decided to nest
under cover and chose the shearing
shed – entering and leaving through
the open windows. The location of the

nest though did prove a challenge to
raising a family. The wagtails built
on a wire suspended up high near
the roof, but the problem was that
the first nest slipped around the wire
to a horizontal position. Whether or
not this had contained eggs or chicks
I don’t know because by the time I
found it (well, to be honest Luke the
farm manager told me about it) they
had built another nest on top which
contained two chicks. Having fledged
these two chicks the nest once again
slipped around and, undeterred, the
wagtails built a third nest! At the time
of writing the two chicks in this one
are not far off fledging and the nest
has slipped slightly again sothey have
pretty much squashed it flat and are
perched on what would be the side, if
it were up the right way.
ʘ
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B

elieve it or not but the facility that
is now the Education Camp, was in
1948, after the exit of the RAAF, turned into
a holiday camp called ‘Feature Holidays’.
It only survived for two seasons due to
lack of patronage which may have been
brought about by the less than glamorous
facilities. However of a Saturday night
there were dancing and entertainment
which was broadcast over radio station
3AW. The programme was introduced
with the tune ‘In my merry Oldsmobile’
but with appropriate Somers words.
Several weeks ago there was as
you may remember, some great beach
weather when people swam, snorkelled,
spear fished, and when the tide was low,
played Petanque and Croquet on the sand
bar at the creek mouth. 		
ʘ

Down at Somers by the sea ...
Rod Nuske

The family group of Ruby, Oscar, Zoe and mother Susan
are seen having a day at the beach that perhaps they will
always remember, whilst spear fishermen Grant May-

Konning, Adam Vince and son Josh are obviously looking
forward to their underwater adventures.

C

ooking with gas took on a whole
new meaning on a Sunday 14th of
February when a gas main in Parklands
Avenue ruptured and started leaking.
It was a case of the CFA to the
rescue with vehicles from Somers,
including the gas support unit based
in the village, as well as CFA trucks
from Balnarring and Crib Point.
Because of t he danger of an
explosion or fire, CFA units poured
water over the gas bubbling from a
hole which was on the southern side
of Parklands and close to a section
of kerbing that had been replaced
recently.
The initial call to CFA units went
out about 8am.
Parklands Avenue was blocked off
to traffic in both directions by police
and CFA units. 			
ʘ

Gas leak hits Parklands
Tony Duboudin:

Note from the
Proofreader
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You may be able to find spelling
mistakes or other errors in this
issue of the Paper Nautilus. This
is because our policy is to try to
please all our readers, including
those who like to find fault.
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The Council meeting

started
at 7pm but everyone gathered at 6:30. You had to register
the questions you wanted put, then the final vote would be
taken. Forty of those against the pathways were grouped
with placards for a photo; the four ‘for’ waited. I was keen
for a tea and a bickie—you have to get something for your
rates.
Doors opened at 6:45; we quickly fill in the Q’s and grab
a cuppa, but there are no bickies. A front row seat affords
a good view and the chamber fills. There is a small bit of
pomp to surround the opening and we are off. Fred from
Mornington has an issue with a neighbour who won’t look
after her grass; the Public Housing landlord won’t get
involved and Council are tardy too. He gets no action here
either apart from a ‘promise to look into it’.
Somers’ pathway questions begin—more answers
come from experts in avoiding, misleading or sidestepping than in engineering—any unruliness quickly
brought to order. The ripper answer was the one about
gravel paths only lasting three years, only costing 25% less
and not being disability compliant. (No one remembers
how many decades the Tasman Rd west gravel path has
lasted without top-up. A quote I got from driveway.com.au
put exposed aggregate costs at 55% over plain concrete, so
one would think gravel to be nearly free.)
Then the crunch; turns out Council strategy is that
all council works are disability compliant. So why was so
much energy wasted over the surface when there really
was NO choice? John is beside me and in an interlude
whispers, ‘only clowns succeed at objection—saving
the Franklin or the forest wasn’t done by obeying these
galoots’ petty rules,’ I laugh in agreement. East Tasman
Road has a few substantial driveways, some in exposed
aggregate, that run straight to the kerb following the lie
of the land. It was always a mystery how a path would
intersect, but council officer Jeremy assured ‘it was all
factored into the charge’, which will be good news for a
few who won’t have to pay for their whole driveway to be
re-laid.
The final pearler was the conclusion from Cr Garnock
that if the petition of 500 was against, then, with a total
1,245 properties, 750 were in favour.

The forty questions answered, the motion is proposed
by our Ward rep, Cr Wood, and passed pretty well
unanimously—apart from Cr Rogers.
So that’s it. There is a break to let us out; SRA past
Pres. Kingsley says to new Pres. Dennis ‘that was a good
result’, while Michelle and Pam stage whisper about ‘off
to VCAT’. I’m off for another cuppa, and the biscuits have
arrived—you can’t beat a dunked Monte Carlo. Most of us
are a bit shell-shocked at how easily our facts, opinions and
concerns are rolled.
As this looks like the only show in town I elect to stay.
There are now just a dozen in the gallery. Turns out most
are council officers there to reply to their agenda speciality
and then excused. Their stamina is admirable but I wonder
if overtime rates make it worth it?
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Taking notes is a habit; the press guys at their desk take
pity at me running out of margins on the Agenda paper and
give a couple of sheets torn from their spiral binder.
They are bemused, have seen it all before, but
supportive that someone else would voluntarily sit through
this stuff. Was it Frank Hardy or Sir Les Patterson who
said, ‘you have to question the motive of a councillor who
is not a real estate agent’?The pork barrel rolls: a $1.7m
enhancement to the equestrian park opposite the Merricks
Store; the only action for affordable housing using caravan
parks is put to a stop; the closing of access for people near
Esso—a Major Hazard zone in case it blows up—unless you
work near there; five new public toilets, including near the
Somers Store; and a Carbon Neutral Policy. Then there are
the 32 delegate reports and, thankfully, only one councillor
report. Motions closing the Rye Tip resemble the Keystone
Kops circling and falling off cars as motions are put,
rescinded, lapsed, expertly ill-advised, so in the end no one
is much the wiser as to WTF actually happened.
This is a living episode of Utopia that has my BS detector
working overtime at the keywords— ‘integrated, shirewide with KPIs, via smart water programs, staggering
savings that will affect the world, marvellous things
will flow, magnificent presentation, enforce standards
on residents, National Building Code carbon neutrality,
purchase carbon offsets’. They are free with spending
our dollars, and well into the future too, but I despair that
the same illogic that justifies a footpath will drive some
feel-good but worthless, unmeasurable outcomes. One
councillor, Shaw, speaks some sense—‘crazy to shut tip,
unrealistic costly five-year time frame, offshore offsets a
waste of money, ratepayers think we’ve gone mad’.
Then a revelation! This is the motivation for being on
Council: it is a medium for zealots and eco-fundamentalists
evangelising to change the world, or look like they are, or
feel they are, at least among their colleagues. And they get
their road sealed or paddock rezoned.
Now, time to get ready for the Battle of Hastings Port,
but it’s hard to compete with lots of paid officers when I’d
rather be sailing.
Tedd Warden

