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

Major telephone outage 
leaves dozens     
out of touch
Somers was hit by a major telephone outage in May that lasted 
12 days. The exact extent of  the problem was hard to gauge but 
many residents were without a fixed phone connection.

The outages were mainly along Tasman Road but some 
residents in The Promenade and elsewhere were also affected. 
Telstra said 35 residents were affected by the outage and after 
several days re-routed calls to mobile phones where subscribers 
had a mobile phone.

Telstra said a lightning strike damaged a length of  cable and 
that allowed water to get into the system creating a series of  faults. 

A spokesman for Telstra said: “As we suspected an additional 
length of  cable had been damaged by lightning and was replaced. 
Due to the direct buried cable, locating and rectifying the faults 
was time consuming. We also had the technicians clean up some 
cable joints that may have been potential faults in the future.”

The outage prompted Somers Residents Association president 
Kingsley Culley to write to the CEO of  Telstra, David Thodey, 
in protest at the length of  the outage and seeking compensation.

The letter said: “Your Corporation has not delivered an 
acceptable service to our membership and particularly to those 
running businesses from their homes.”

Copies of  the letter were sent to Telecommunications 
Ombudsman Simon Cohen, local Federal MP Greg Hunt and 
State Member Neale Burgess.

The letter highlighted the frustration of  many residents over 
the lack of  information or feedback from Telstra on when their 
service would be restored.

In his letter Mr Culley said: “Enquiries to the fault line each day 
have resulted in an assurance that a full service will be provided 
by 7pm the following day. 

“I personally have kept records of  each daily enquiry and 
have on each occasion retained details of  the Telstra consultant’s 
name and employee number.”

The letter acknowledges that Telstra had redirected fixed-line 
calls to mobile phones for people with life-threatening ailments 
and others but SRA secretary Ray McCutcheon pointed out 
people forced to use mobiles because of  the service breakdown 
will now face large mobile-phone bills.

The SRA letter went on: “We would suggest to you that 
you should, at the very least, offer every Telstra subscriber in 
Somers that has been inconvenienced by this ongoing interruption 
of  service a credit on their phone bill equivalent to the as yet 
undefined period of  disruption together with a further loading 
for inconvenience and increased mobile communication costs.”

Later Telstra offered residents compensation of  $100 to cover 
the cost of  using mobile telephones and the inconvenience. A 
number of  residents had accepted the offer as Nautilus went 
to press.

Mr Thodey responded to the SRA letter and apologised for 
the delay in fixing the outage, promising that technicians would 
remain on-site until repairs were completed.

“Our technicians have advised that this is a complicated 
scenario with a number of  evolving faults on a cable due to water Telstra technician at work on the Somers outage. Picture courtesy of  Telstra.
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Our purpose

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

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

•	 Stories and examples of  local creative endeavour.

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

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

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

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

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

Silver linings
We have lived on Tasman Road for 35 years. For most of  
those years we learned to expect problems with the phone 
line after unusually heavy rain. It would start with static on 
the line which would gradually increase until the line dropped 
out completely. How long this lasted would generally depend 
on the heaviness of  the rainfall.

I would ring Telstra and we would go through the usual 
procedure to determine whether there was a fault on the line 
and I was always able to inform them that it was water that 
was the problem. With the use of  mobile phones the line was 
always routinely diverted to my mobile number.

Until recent years I was unaware of  this problem affecting 
others. Whether the number affected by the recent problem 
was as a result of  a spread in deterioration of  the ageing 
infrastructure or simply the increase in numbers of  people 
resident in Somers can only be guessed at.

Those who have not been lucky enough to be able to 
connect to ADSL and have to rely on satellite connection will 
not have had their internet disrupted and perhaps with the 
replaced line we can expect good phone reception even after 
heavy rain.          

BRONWEN GIBBS

Nautilus
on the Web

Don’t forget back issues
of  the Nautilus are

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

damage. At this stage our priority is to restore services as soon 
as possible. Once all services are restored we will review the 
network and put in place measures to stop this type of  fault 
recurring,” he wrote.

“The Customer Service Guarantee (CSG) legislates 
timeframes for new connections and fault repairs. Under the 
CSG, Telstra’s customers calling to report a fault will be offered 
a free diversion of  incoming calls to another service such as 
a mobile, and may be offered an interim service, so that they 
still have access to a working phone.”

Mr Thodey said customers who believed they might be 
eligible for compensation and had not received payment should 
call 13 22 03.

Telstra business customers might be eligible for 
compensation if  they experienced a loss of  business due to 
their phone service not working; in these cases claims would 
be assessed on a case-by-case basis.

The Telstra Customer Service Guarantee (CSG) reads: “If  
we fail to connect or repair your service within the specified 
time period or on an agreed date, you may be entitled to receive 
a CSG payment of  $14.52 (for residential/charity customers) 
or $24.20 (for business customers), for each working day that 
we miss, for the first five working days of  delay. After the initial 
five working days of  delay, you may be entitled to receive a 
CSG payment of  $48.40 per additional working day of  delay.”

TONY DUBOUDIN
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Where to Somers?
As a community newspaper the Somers 
Paper Nautilus is only as good as the 
input of  its readers and its regular 
contributors.

We endeavour to publish all material 
provided it does not break the laws of  
libel, is not vindictive or promoting a 
product or service and conforms to 
our statement of  aims. We do not take 
sides in local neighbourhood disputes, 
religious matters or political issues.

Like all communities there is a range 
of  opinions on what Somers should be 
and how it should move forward. These 
range from maintaining the status quo 
to more development.

We have to be careful that the things 
that make Somers so special are not 
lost while at the same time improving 
our community. We doubt that anyone 
would disagree with the coming to the 
village of  mains sewers and gas which 
have improved the quality of  life and 
the environment.

In reality no community can stand 
still; the issue is how to handle the 
inevitable changes and involve the 

community and achieve a consensus.
There are some in Somers, as in 

any community, who feel strongly 
and passionately about issues they 
stand firm on. While this can polarise 
opinions and can be frustrating it is 
worth remembering that they are also 
our conscience and help keep us on the 
straight and narrow. As the American 
journalist and satirist H.L. Menken put 
it “conscience is the inner voice that 
warns us somebody might be looking.”

The editorial committee of  the Paper 
Nautilus believes that this publication 
needs to be a vehicle for a vigorous and 
open debate about what we want our 
village to be like in the future.

We strive, and will continue to strive, 
to reflect all views and opinions on how 
we move Somers forward. We can only 
do that if  you, our readers, let us know 
through letters or contributed articles in 
what direction you feel the community 
should head. 

We realise that not everyone shares 
the same views and as a result there 
will be disagreement and, hopefully, 
informed discussion, which is after all 
what democracy is all about.  

I will attempt to set the record 
straight.

• My comments about the 
Shared Pathway Project were based 
exclusively on my reading of  the 
SRA Somers Shared Pathway 
Project Submission to the Victorian 
Government for Partial Funding, 
June 2011, including Attachment 4, 
the MPSC Proposal Letter dated 19 
April, 2011, and the attached map of  
Somers Township (Figure 1) showing 
the Proposed Shared Path Network. 
This public proposal seemed to me 
to be far more than, “… merely a 
suggestion” (Ian Taylor).
• The submission was clearly a 
proposal, and obviously any final 
plan would need to be designed by 
Shire engineers. But nowhere in that 
proposal could I find “examples of  a 
number of  possible ways of  making 
such pathways” (Ian Taylor), nor any 
recommendations for alternative 
routes, or different designs. In their 
letter to the SRA the MPSC offered 
support for the proposed pathway 
network “… as shown on the 
attached plan …” (Attachment 4). I 
am glad to hear now that alternatives 
are being explored.
 • I had never supposed that the 
planned route for the Shared 
Pathway from the Store car park 
to the Yacht Club would be along 
the She-oak walk. This is a beautiful 
meandering bush track, one of  the 
loveliest walkways in Somers and 
highly valued in its present form by 
many who know it. I assumed the 
route was to be on the South side 
of  The Boulevard directly adjacent 
to the road as shown on the cited 
map (Figure 1). I am opposed to 
any route that involves destruction 
of  this precious remnant of  dense 
natural bush. 

I am pleased that “The SRA plans 
to carry out an extensive consultation 
process with the Somers community 
on route options and possible funding 
arrangements before any final decisions 
are made” (Kingsley Culley). Hopefully, 
this will also include listening to a broad 
variety of  creative ideas and exploring 
less invasive/destructive options, 

Letter to the Editors

Responding to the responders on      
Shared Pathways . . . and more

I would like to thank the Editors of  
Somers Paper Nautilus for publishing 
my comments about the proposed 
Shared Pathways Plan (Vol. 8, Issue 
5). My intention was to alert people 
to the details of  the proposal and 
elicit community views prior to any 
implementation. I believe this aim was 
achieved. People have certainly been 
talking about the kind of  connecting 
pathways they would like and where. 

I am puzzled by some of  the 
responses in the following issue (Vol. 
9, Issue 1). Regrettably, a few readers 

had misinterpreted my comments and 
were upset. I wondered how such 
misunderstandings could occur and 
such inaccurate interpretations be 
made. However, having written books 
on communications skills, I remind 
myself  that what one person says or 
writes is not necessarily what another 
person hears. Communication often 
misfires, with those on the receiving 
end sometimes making assumptions 
about what they think the speaker 
meant. This clearly applied to my 
letter. 
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and will occur prior to the expensive 
scoping and design phase. The Council 
has indicated, understandably, that it will 
not design it more than once. 

Many members of  the Somers 
community are expressing concern 
about things that are happening in our 
village without wide community input. 
The sudden appearance of  the unsightly 
yellow line and proliferation of  road 
signs impacting on the viewscape 
of  our town has elicited widespread 
outrage. Who needs three lots of  ‘no 
standing’ information on the Tasman 
Road S-bend (double lines, a yellow 
line and two pairs of  ‘no standing’ 
signs), in a place where I have never 
seen a car parked. This is overkill, ugly 
and wasteful, especially where there is 
ample, well-used off-street parking on 
the gravel area nearby.

The large, speedy local bus 
contributes to many safety issues on 
our narrow roads. It is mostly empty, 
dangerous, and of  questionable 
economic viability. Clearly, some 
form of  public transport for Somers 
is necessary, but maybe it’s time to 
investigate other alternatives. Perhaps 
a smaller shuttle bus more suited to 
travelling in and out of  the village would 
solve some current safety concerns 
and reduce our community’s carbon 
footprint to boot. 

Finally, local people want more of  a 
say in what happens in their town and, 
currently, this is not happening.
      
              Yours sincerely,
           Anne Kotzman

Accepting our changing community
Whether we like it or not, Somers is 
slowly and surely transforming.

In the 1960s, as somewhat newcomers 
to our village my family and I adopted it, 
as did so many others, as a lovely ‘place 
to be’ (to quote old car number-plates).

In those days it was common for 
locals to remove any roadside notices 
which read ‘To Somers’, with the aim 
of  reducing the ingress of  ‘day-visitors’.

Some unmade roads helped the 
illusion that we were ‘an island’. The first 
mile of  Coolart Road was unmade, and 
South Beach Road had to be taken slowly, 
because of  the rather uncertain surface.

One of  the first new facilities to arrive 
was reticulated water; this was welcomed 
by most, but there were some shaking 
heads predicting unwanted civilisation.

Our nights were quiet; we didn’t have 
street lights for some years, and you 
could actually see the Aurora australis! 
Apart from the Store during the day, 
the only active gathering-point was the 
yacht club, where during the summer 
there were water-based activities; sailing 
was mostly in small dinghies – as it still 
is. During the whole year the club was 
our village meeting-place for any and 
all gatherings including birthday parties, 
New Year’s Eve and other celebrations; 
and the Residents Association in its earlier 
incarnation.

There had been some rather 
worrying plans to expand the limits 
of  Somers, so as to enlarge the area 
for housing development, as had been 
done in Balnarring and Bittern. This 
was vigorously opposed by the newly 
formed Residents Association, with 
marked success. A later proposal to 
build a hotel/guest house/entertainment 
centre in Sandy Point Road was also 
successfully contested by the Association, 
whose membership, although not very 
numerous, included a large proportion 
of  permanent and holiday residents. 
Meetings at the Yacht Club were 
enthusiastically attended. 

Several development and other 

unacceptable proposals were likewise 
dealt with effectively; but these 
diminished over the next 20 years until 
there was little else to keep the interest of  
the Association functioning. Eventually 
the sole remaining active committee 
member, the late Ian Perry, called no 
more meetings.

Years later, when sewerage was about 
to be installed, there was considerable 
confusion as to the most appropriate 
kind of  connection system. Several other 
residents and I had unsuccessful meetings 
with the authority, so a new Association 
was formed, and with the support of  
a good proportion of  Somers-folk, 
the issues of  sewerage were effectively 
clarified.  

Among the aims of  the new 
Association were: to preserve the 
character of  the coastal village of  Somers 
and to support proposals to enhance 
that character; to support proposals 
toward preservation of  the natural 
environment, in balance with the needs 
of  the community.

Somers continued to grow as more 
people discovered its charm. Vacant 
blocks were sold. Many of  the old fibro 
shacks were bought and demolished, 
making way for large expensive homes.

Like much of  the Peninsula, our 
village has a very large number of  
‘overlays’ which restrict, among others, 
positioning, height and design of  
buildings. The Association has been 
reactive to any reported failure of  these 
restrictions.

BUT: there is no overlay which could 
control the price of  a block of  land, or 
the cost of  building a house on it.  

Somers having been ‘discovered’ as a 
wonderful place to live, it is not surprising 
that it has attracted people willing to 
spend abundantly to settle here.

It seems likely that we will all need to 
‘adjust our sights’, and accept that our 
village now has a different character.

It is still a great ‘place to be’.
                                IAN TAYLOR
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Wally and Tash

Way back on 17 January Wally De Backer 
(perhaps better known as Gotye) met with Tony 
Duboudin and Louise Craig at the SGS for 
a chat. He had agreed to spare some time to 
talk to us even though he was soon to embark 
on a world tour to promote his album Making 
Mirrors which contains the hit song ‘Somebody 
That I Used To Know’. Since then his career 
has entered the stratosphere. The next day, 
Louise had a conversation with Tash Parker, 
Wally’s girlfriend. Tash is also a singer/
songwriter and her album Waking Up includes 
an intriguing and beautiful song called ‘Somers’. 
She has sung at the Somers Primary School 
Arts Fair with Wally singing backing vocals, 
prompting a local to say they thought that’s 
what he was – Tash’s backing vocalist. 

This article is not meant as an extensive 
review of  the musical careers or indeed the 
lives of  either of  these wonderful people, but 
as a brief  introduction to our readers of  a 
fascinating couple who have chosen to live in 
our small community.

Thirty years ago Wally De Backer came 
to Australia from Belgium at the age of  
2 with his parents Mimi and Frank. He 
was born in Bruges and named Wouter 
(Gaultier in French, hence the name 
Gotye). They lived in Sydney for a short 
time then came to Victoria and settled 
in Montmorency. His parents used the 
name Walter when enrolling him in 
school. Later the family moved to the 
Mornington Peninsula where they had 
some land. 

Tash Parker was born nearly 27 years 
ago and grew up in Kununurra in the 
Kimberley area of  WA. Her parents 
had a plantation growing mangoes and 
bananas on an inlet of  the Ord River. 
She showed me aerial photos of  the area 
and it is stunningly beautiful. 

“Far in the North West of  Australia 
is a place where there are neither frosts nor 
droughts. A place where there are only two 
seasons; a season of  endless blue skies, and 
a season when the thick clouds roll in and 

Alteration to the sea wall 

The Department of  Sustainability and 
Environment held an open day at Somers 
Yacht Club in April to inform residents 
of  a proposed change to the sea-wall 
structure at the creek mouth. Professional 
advice had been sought by the department 
regarding the deteriorating wooden walls 
and the option agreed to was to replace a 
portion of  the eastern wooden wall with 
a rock groyne and repair the rest of  the 
wooden walls. 

A number of  Balnarring Beach 
and Somers residents who live near the 

creek came hoping that some action 
was envisaged to overcome the stench 
occurring at both beaches. They mostly 
felt that this may have been due to the 
creek mouth silting up, so went away 
disappointed with what was being done 
as it would not in any way affect this issue. 

Other possibilities for the source of  
the problem were the reduction of  natural 
flow into the creek caused by retention of  
rainwater on properties at the headwaters 
of  the creek and still-existing septic tanks 
in Balnarring. 
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wash the red dust from the land. Luscious 
fruit trees lined in rows smell sweetly as the 
new season’s mangoes begin to form on their 
branches. The heat of  the day slowly subsides 
as the cool breeze drifts in, carrying with it 
the low rhythmic drone of  the cicada. When 
the last light of  the day fades, a spectacular 
orange glow accentuates the dramatic geometric 
shapes that rise above the endless horizon. If  
you look closely there is a softness and fragility 
to this rugged landscape. Tiny native flowers are 
simple in delicate shades of  pink and yellow, 
and white gum and boab trees appear sparsely 
scattered across the otherwise bare powdery red 
earth.”  (From tashparker.com/bio/)

Unfortunately their plantation was 
destroyed in about 20 minutes by a 
massive storm. The ensuing upheaval, 
including the necessity to sell the 
property, broke up her parents’ marriage 
when they realised that the only thing 
they had in common was farming. Tash 
wrote a beautiful song about the break-
up, ‘Taking Back Her Name’ (also on 
the album Waking Up), giving both sides 
of  the story. She has been writing and 
singing her songs since an early age, as 
has Wally.

Wally and Tash met at a pub gig in 
WA where they were both performing. 
They swapped contact details and later 
reconnected in Tamworth during the 
Country & Western festival (Tash 

started out as a country/folk singer). 
They’ve been together now for seven 
years.

Four years ago, after living with 
Wally’s parents (who they both adore) 
for a couple of  years, they decided to 
find their own place and rode their 
bicycles around the district until they 
found that Somers was where they’d 
like to settle (when they’re not touring 
and performing, that is). 

Both have a love of  nature and a 
desire to protect it. Wally is a supporter 
of  his friend Sean Willmore’s foundation 
The Thin Green Line which campaigns 
for park rangers around the world. 

Wally has an arts degree and 
worked in a library before deciding to 
concentrate on his music. He has won 
numerous awards for his music, both 
in The Basics and Gotye. Recently he’s 
topped the charts in America, Britain and 
Europe. He is a multi-instrumentalist 
(primarily drums and keyboards) as well 
as an amazing singer and producer. His 
songs are in many musical styles, which 
probably explains his appeal across a 
broad range of  audiences and ages. 
One song, ‘Thanks For Your Time’ on 
his Like Drawing Blood album, is about 
ringing a call centre and being kept on 
hold. Anyone who has had such an 
experience (i.e. all of  us) can identify 

with it!
Tash’s songs are hauntingly beautiful, 

telling stories from her life experiences. 
It’s hard to categorise her style, but 
folk/indie/pop gives an idea. (Wally 
plays several instruments on her album 
as well as singing backing vocals and 
producing.) Tash told me she’s been 
thinking of  becoming a jazz singer and 
I think her voice would also suit that 
genre very well. 

Recently she took six months 
out from performing as her career 
wasn’t going as well as she’d like. She’s 
studying for an arts degree and is a 
qualified dental nurse; another interest 
is upholstery. After her six-month break 
she picked up her guitar and wrote a 
song she was very happy with and is 
now performing again.

On Saturday 9 June Tash sang (with 
support from Wally) in a fundraiser 
for cancer awareness at The Heritage 
in Balnarring with several other local 
bands. 

Wally, having had a brief  respite 
from touring, will soon embark on 
another extensive tour of  the US. Unlike 
many pop singers and musicians, he 
doesn’t do drugs, barely drinks, doesn’t 
smoke or even drink coffee (it gives him 
palpitations and makes him anxious). 

During our chat at the Store, Wally 
had breakfast (poached eggs on toast 
with grilled tomato and slices of  
avocado and a large glass of  apple juice). 
Later, after chatting with an old school 
friend he’d spotted on the deck, he went 
for a swim after posing for Tony to 
take photos. He is a delightful, highly 
intelligent and caring man. Both he and 
Tash are fascinating to talk to. 

Don’t wear yourself  out Wally. The 
world’s young people (and perhaps the 
not so young) need you for a role model! 

We are very grateful that Wally and 
Tash gave up some of  their valuable 
time to talk to us. Readers who wish 
to know more about them and listen 
to their music can go to their websites: 
gotye.com and tashparker.com. 

LOUISE CRAIG
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Somers Primary School activities:

Report on the ‘I Sea, I Care’ workshop 
On Monday 19 March the Environment 
Captains of  Somers Primary School 
went to Toorak College, Mount Eliza, 
for the day. We went there to learn 
how to teach small children about our 
marine environment. It was called a 
‘Teach the Teachers’ workshop. Mandy 
from ‘I Sea, I Care’ (Dolphin Institute) 
came and spoke to us about the sea life 
of  Westernport Bay. We were shown 

how to teach little kids, and then each 
of  us had to plan a small part of  a 
lesson. After lunch we then practiced a 
lesson with the grade 1 students from 
Toorak College. Next term we will be 
teaching the grade 1s and preps of  our 
school.

RACHEL, MYAH, EMILY, 
KATELYN, MARK

Summer Lightning Premiership
On Thursday 22 March the children in 
grades 4, 5 and 6 went to the Summer 
Lightning Premiership for summer 
sports. The sports we competed in were 
softball, rounders, bat-tennis, cricket 
and boys’ and girls’ basketball. It was 
excellent weather for the event and we 
all had fun. The girls’ basketball team 
managed to get into the next round 
after winning the competition, and the 

boys came 2nd overall. The people who 
played cricket came 5th. Softball and 
rounders teams tried their best but did 
not make it to the finals. All the people 
who competed in the sports learnt a 
lot and had great fun. Thank you to all 
the parents and teachers who made this 
day possible, especially Amy and Sue for 
helping the basketball teams out.

ART CLASSES 
FOR ADULTS

Terrified beginners and 
intermediate levels 

WELCOME! 

I guarantee you will be 
inspired as soon as you 

enter my beautiful home 
studio set in tranquil 

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

teacher.
Develop your own style 
to enable you to paint 

what you love.
This could be the 

beginning of your creative 
journey! 

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

Monique Morey
 0409 836 507

e-mail: moniquemorey@
y7mail.com
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Canberra report 

Several weeks ago the 5/6 children 
of  Somers Primary School excitedly 
boarded the bus around 7:30am and 
had passed through Melbourne by about 
10:45. We drove for another three hours 
until we arrived at a truck stop and had 
a run around. We made two more stops 
until we finally crossed over the border 
and into Albury. After about 12 hours 
we had almost reached our destination, 
the Sundown motel, Canberra. Once 
we arrived we had a great meal and 
our accommodations were segregated 
apartments. Finally we rested.

One of  the places we visited was 
Questacon. It was full of  different 
science facts and activities; one of  the 
favourite activities was the free fall. For 
this you had to put on a gravity suit and 
hold onto a bar six metres high in the 
air. When you were ready you had to 
let go of  the bar and you would drop 
onto the slide.

One of  the most popular places 
we visited was New Parliament House 
where we saw Julia Gillard and Tony 
Abbott speaking in the House of  
Representatives. We also acted out a 
session of  parliament where each of  
us was given a role, including Prime 
Minister.

We also visited the Australian 
War Memorial and saw some really 
interesting artefacts and displays. We 
went to the top of  the war memorial to 
the remembrance wall and found some 
of  our relatives’ names.

Another place we visited was the 
Australian Institute of  Sport (AIS). 
When we were there we saw volleyball 
team training. We also went into the 
interactive activity centre and had a go 
on all the different activities. It was great 
fun.

We visited Old Parliament House 
where we sat in the old Senate seats. 
Here we also learnt about how our 
government works and how it all began. 
We learnt about how elections work by 
having a mock election.

After a long day of  touring, our kind 
bus driver, Harry, took us to see many 
of  the embassies. 

On Friday we flew back to Melbourne 
on a Qantas plane – believe it or not 
it only took 45 minutes! We landed in 
Tullamarine and took a bus all the way 
back to Somers. It was exhausting but an 
amazing camp and we will never forget 
all the fun we had.

    

SUZI, SHEILA, LAURA, GABBY, 
PIPER, COREY

 

Consider 
About 12,000 years ago the earth began 
to thaw.

The sea rose and flooded the river 
deltas and Westernport became ‘the 
sunk lands’ that we know today.

Around 8000 BC one of  the Seismic 
fault lines, that are still active to this day, 
ruptured along the Flinders/Cerberus 
line and Somers was thrust up out of  
the sunk lands.

Somers is built on ancient burden 
that was laid down over the rock 
platform over eons, going under the 
sea and rising again as the great south 
continent, Gondwana, broke up and 
drifted apart, as ice ages came and went, 
as man first walked on the earth. The sea 
has eaten away at the overburden and 
has left Somers with cliffs of  composite 
material – ancient sand stones, mud 
stone, clays, silts, rounded water-washed 
rocks, sands and decayed plant matter.

Even now the riverbeds in the floor 
of  Westernport are sinking.

Nature gradually populated the 
exposed earth cliffs of  Somers with 
grasses, sedges, ferns, herbs, shrubs and 
trees – stabilising the eroded edges of  
the uplift.

Sand built up on the newly bared 
rock platform and in time the first 
people of  this land made camp in the 
sand dunes, feasting on the produce of  
the sea and the land.

Not so many years ago you could still 
see the lines of  life and time in the middens 
and plant material that were exposed as 
the sand dunes were eroded away.

The developers of  Scarborough in 
Yorkshire (England) denuded their cliffs 
and built grand houses on top of  the cliffs, 
to exploit the sea view. Now these houses 
are washing into the sea when it rains. 

Perhaps if  Somers’ cliff  edge and 
foreshore vegetation is maintained in 
a healthy and sustainable condition the 
rising sea and predicted catastrophic 
weather events may present a lesser threat 
to the owners of  private property.

ROSEMARY BIRNEY
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Pilates Matwork Class
Improve your core support, flexibility, 
strength and concentration through the 

Pilates Matwork system
Beginners welcome

Lomilomi Hawaiian Massage
A unique flowing style of massage, 

wonderful for all ages. A safe and nurturing 
experience creating deep relaxation

TaiChi
A comprehensive series of gentle movements 

and breathing techniques that are calming 
and rejuvenating, bringing the body and 

mind into balance
Beginners welcome

WARRAWEE WHOLISTIC CENTRE
Balnarring   5983 1729

Jane McDonell  0411 399 212
Neil Adams   0418 638 589

SPS year 6 
students raise 
money for 
defibrillator
Year 6 students at Somers Primary 
School are in the process of  raising 
$3000 for a defibrillator for the Somers 
community. 

People of  all ages can suffer from 
heart attacks and it is important to 
stabilise the heart in the first 15 
minutes. For local residents this could 
be a problem as it often takes longer 
than 15 minutes for an ambulance to 
reach Somers. 

The defibrillator to be purchased 
has built-in instructions and can be 
used by anyone. It is envisaged that it 
will be placed at the Caravan Park as it 
is a central location and is accessible 

throughout the week, weekends and 
holidays. 

The children are committed to 
ensuring the unit is maintained and the 
battery is replaced at the appropriate 
times.

The project illustrates an important 
aspect of  the ethos of  Somers Primary 
School which believes that a school 
which receives so much support from 
the local community needs to, in turn, 
undertake projects that give back to 
their community. We want our children 
to feel that they belong to the rich and 
vibrant Somers community and as they 
grow, be prepared to volunteer their 
services to the township that has so 
successfully nurtured them.

In addition the children are 
learning to organise themselves, 
work co-operatively and become 
involved with sponsors. Bendigo 
Bank has contributed significantly to 
the cost of  the defibrillator, as has 
Westernport Rotary, supporting us 
with their wonderful expertise. They 

have provided people to coach our 
children in ways to raise money and 
have also addressed an assembly. The 
Somers Residents Association is also 
entering into discussions with the 
children about how they can assist 
this project.  

Throughout this process the 
children of  Somers Primary School 
are learning valuable life skills from 
highly accomplished people.  

As Principal of  the school, I 
am most grateful for the support 
given to our children.  As a school 
community we are very excited, hoping 
to complete our project soon and 
have an official presentation of  this 
important life-saving device to the 
Somers community.

If  any Somers resident wishes 
to contribute to this project, please 
contact Mrs Pauline Drummond at 
the school (ph. 5983 5546).

DAVID INGHAM
Principal
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Scouting in Somers

It is very pleasing to see that scouting 
for boys and girls is quite active here 
with Joeys (age 6-8), Cubs (age 8-11) 
and Scouts (age 11-15).

The Joeys’ world is full of  games, 
craft activities and day outings all 
designed to help them develop a sense 

How impressive is this, as Josh stands tall 
and true with his golden retriever Will?

There is little chance that Cub Scout Indigo 
will not be awarded her Pet Badge as her 
kelpie Gidget looks so well cared for.

Lillian’s record Always a familiar sight at the Somers 
Store each Anzac Day with her badges, 
Lillian Beckerton has been generating 
funds for the Hastings RSL for the past 
five years and this year received the 
record amount of  over $4300.

Lillian said she felt quite humbled by 
the response of  Somers residents, some 
of  whom were remarkably generous.

It mattered little to her what the 
weather was like; she was there and 
always with a smile. 

With Lillian in the photo is Doug 
Symes who joined the RAN in 1943 
as a stoker and joined the boom-ship 
Beryl which did patrol duties in New 
Guinea waters. Doug changed his duties 
and became a butcher and served on 
the Sydney during the Korean War, then 
joined the Melbourne which enabled 

Surely if  you have a guinea pig for a pet and 
it is so cuddly that also is worth a Pet Badge 
for Lilia.

of  sharing and to foster an appreciation 
of  the world around them.

The Cubs’ program is designed to 
develop a sense of  achievement and 
self-reliance. They also go on weekend 
camps and have various weekend 
activities.

In moving to the next stage as a 
Scout they will learn team work and 
develop social skills which will benefit 

them for their entire lives. The Scouts go 
off  on weekend camps, hikes, canoeing 
and abseiling. They learn first-aid and 
bush survival. In fact they will have a 
ball! 

The meetings are conducted in the 
RW Stone Pavilion, Joeys and Cubs on 
Wednesdays and Scouts on Fridays. 

All enquiries to Group Leader David 
Kesik on 0419 114 092.

him to see the Queen’s Coronation 
in London. After 29 years’ service he 
retired from the navy and was employed 
as a civilian at Cerberus until 1991. 

ROD NUSKE

Flinders
Naturopathic Clinic

Wendy Green, ND
Naturopath & Nutritionist

 Massage

Shop 2/33 Cook Street, Flinders
T: 59891113   M: 0427131256
Health Fund rebate can apply.
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Book review

Sarah’s Key                         
by Tatiana de Rosnay

Fiction (published 2007)

Paris, July 1942 – “I’ll come back for 
you later. I promise.” Sarah, a 10-year-old 
Jewish girl, is arrested with her mother 
and father by the French police in the 
middle of  the night. Desperate to protect 
her 4-year-old brother, she locks him in a 
cupboard (cubby) and promises to come 
back for him as soon as she can. 

Sarah slips the key into her pocket 
and leaves the apartment with her 
parents. Sarah and her parents are then 
transported to the Vélodrome d’Hiver by 
the Paris Police and French Secret Service 
where they are imprisoned in horrific 
conditions. After realising she will not 
be allowed to go home, with the key still 
in her pocket, Sarah does whatever she 
can to get back to her brother.

Paris, May 2002 – Julia Jarmond is an 
American journalist living in Paris, who is 
asked to write about the 60th anniversary 
of  the Vel’ d’Hiv’ – the infamous day 
in 1942 when French police rounded 
up thousands of  Jewish men, women 
and children, in order to send them to 

concentration camps. Julia can hardly 
believe what she learns about the Vel’ 
d’Hiv’ and what French policemen did 
for the Nazis at the instruction of  the 
French government.

She is even more shocked when 
she stumbles upon a link between her 
husband’s family and what happened 
that day; Julia learns that the apartment 
she and her husband Bertrand plan to 
move into was owned by Bertrand’s 
family when its Jewish occupants were 
rounded up and deported 60 years before. 
She resolves to find out what happened 
to the former occupants. The more Julia 
discovers – especially about Sarah – the 
more she uncovers about Bertrand’s 
family, about France and about herself.  

Comments – The historical part 
of  the book filled me with horror, 
discovering what the Jewish people 
experienced at the hands of  French 
police during the round-up, the appalling 
conditions inside the Vel’ d’Hiv’ and the 
aftermath at Auschwitz. The fictional 
scenes of  leaving behind little 4-year-old 
Michel in their cubby closet also filled 
me with dread – every chapter made it 
less possible that he would be OK. Was 
he discovered and if  so, by whom? This 
is a deeply emotional, compelling story 
about real-life atrocities and innocence 
lost. There were touching moments (the 
bravery of  the French farmers), heart-
wrenching moments (separation of  
families). At times it was distressing to 

read but it was too important a topic to 
turn away from.  

I hadn’t known about the notorious 
Vel’ d’Hiv’ round-up, but this book 
compelled me to learn more about this 
significant incident during the Second 
World War. It was one of  the darkest 
moments in French history and occurred 
in July 1942 in Paris, when French officials 
rounded up over 13,000 Jews and placed 
them in the Vélodrome d’Hiver and the 
nearby Drancy internment camp. The 
Vel’ d’Hiv’ was an old velodrome that 
had a glass roof, which had been painted 
dark blue to avoid attracting bombers. 
The dark glass combined with windows 
screwed shut for security raised the heat 
unbearably. These people were then 
locked in with almost no food or water 
(one tap) hardly any place to sleep, and 
no toilet facilities. Old people died, babies 
died, newborns died or were born dead 
– and all of  this happened without a 
German in sight (although it was Nazi 
decreed); the French government was 
entirely in charge of  the operation. The 
thousands who managed to survive the 
five days were sent off  to Auschwitz.

The book sounds very dark and 
sombre but the plot was riveting and 
the characters fascinating, with light-
hearted moments thrown in to offset 
the gravity. The plot alternates between 
the past and the present and I felt it was 
intriguing up until the last few chapters 
when it lost most of  its dramatic effect, 
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focussing solely on the present-day 
character relationships and quests, and 
not on the story of  the past. I felt the 
ending detracted from the impact of  the 
book; perhaps it needed to end earlier!

Sarah’s Key is about the Holocaust and 
collaboration and is a terrible reminder of  
what supposedly good people are capable 
of  in times of  war. It is also a story of  
the rural French people who hid and 
protected Jews from the authorities at 
great risk to their own lives. Finally, it is a 
story of  love for a brother and atonement 
for a family caught up in the actions of  
others and the inaction of  their own.

This book has had a profound effect 
on me, is one of  the most moving books 
I’ve ever read and is a story that I will not 
forget for a long time.

About the Author:
Tatiana de Rosnay was born in 1961 in 

the suburbs of  Paris, of  English, French 
and Russian descent. She has a Bachelor’s 
degree in English literature, worked as a 
press officer, then became a journalist 
and literary critic for Psychologies magazine. 
De Rosnay has published 12 novels in 
French and three in English. 

Sarah’s Key has sold over three million 
copies in French and almost two million 
in English, across 35 countries worldwide. 
In 2009 the book was adapted for French 
cinema. 

Together with Dan Brown, Stephanie 
Meyer, and Stieg Larsson, de Rosnay was 
named one of  the top 10 fiction writers 
in Europe in 2009. Tatiana lives with her 
husband and two children in Paris.

Children’s book review

Hunwick’s Egg                       
by Mem Fox 

Illustrated by Pamela Loft

Hunwick’s Egg (published in 2005) is a 

beautiful children’s story about a little 
bilby named Hunwick who lives in the 
Australian desert. One day after a terrible 
storm Hunwick stumbles across an egg. 
When no-one claims the egg, Hunwick 
nudges it into his burrow and decides to 
take care of  it himself.

As he waits and waits for it to hatch he 
grows attached to his egg and it becomes 
a loyal companion and a good friend. 
“The egg was a good friend to Hunwick. 
It listened well. And it was always there.”

Time goes by and Hunwick’s egg 
does not hatch. His neighbours (emu, 
cockatoo and echidna) worry about 
Hunwick, but he doesn’t care. He knows 
the “truth” about his friend and it makes 
no difference to the way he feels about 
it. Hunwick loves his new friend not 
for what it is, but for the friendship and 
company it provides. Hunwick realises 
that his egg is actually a perfectly shaped 
stone and continues to “love it with all 
his heart”. 

This is a touching story by Mem Fox, 
with a strong message about friendship 
and simply loving. Children relate to the 
book because they form friendships 
with many special things in their lives. 
Hunwick’s relationship with his little egg 
reminds me of  my children’s relationships 
with their special soft toys. These ‘guys’ 
will always love them, listen to them, are 
always there for them especially if  they 
are sad, and always keep them company 
at night.  

In an interview posted on her website 
Mem Fox comments that Hunwick’s Egg 
took her seven years to write, although it’s 

only 437 words! She notes that the beauty 
of  the story is that children will take from 
it whatever they need, depending on their 
own loneliness when they read it, or their 
own friendships, or their need for good 
friends in their lives.

Mem Fox chose the name ‘Hunwick’ 
because she had worked at Flinders 
University in Adelaide with a man called 
John Hunwick, who was dedicated to 
saving the bilby. He started the movement 
for an Easter bilby instead of  an Easter 
bunny. I love that movement – now I 
know who started it and the link with a 
book at home.

Mem Fox has worked previously 
with illustrator Pamela Loft, when 
they collaborated on Koala Lou. The 
illustrations in Hunwick’s Egg are 
breathtaking, with vibrant colours and 
detail that provide a rich resource for 
children about our unique Australian flora 
and fauna. 

Hunwick’s Egg is an Australian classic; 
it covers many important issues such as 
endangered species, their habitat and 
conservation and also discusses personal 
feelings about friendship, loyalty and 
unconditional love. It is one of  those 
books that both children and adults will 
delight in.

About the Author (from: www.
memfox.com/biography.html)

Mem Fox was born in Australia, grew 
up in Africa, studied drama in England, 
and returned to Adelaide in 1970, where 
she has lived since with her husband, 
Malcolm and daughter Chloë.

She is one of  Australia’s most highly 
regarded picture-book authors. Her first 
book, Possum Magic, is the best-selling 
children’s book ever in Australia, with 
sales of  over four million. Mem has 
written over 35 picture books for children 
and five non-fiction books for adults. 
Mem Fox was an Associate Professor 
in Literacy Studies at Flinders University, 
where she taught teachers for 24 years 
until her early retirement in 1996. She 
has received many civic awards, honours 
and accolades in Australia, including two 
honorary doctorates. 

Compiled by KARINA SMITH
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first class as were the other activities. 
Overall the experience in terms of  what 
was provided could not be faulted – if  
only they could have done something 
about some of  our fellow passengers.

I have never seen so many overweight 
men and women, tattooed men and 
women and people drinking beer at 
10am. For many their idea of  complying 
with the dress code, which stipulated 
smart casual in the evening, was to 
change into a clean pair of  shorts and 
a change of  thongs.

Meal times were interesting too, 
watching other diners with their knives 
and forks held pointing skywards 
in the stabbing position while the 
mouth remained open as the food was 
masticated. OK, so I’m old-fashioned 
and believe that the eating utensils 
belong back on the plate while you eat 
and the mouth remains closed.

In fairness, sitting in the evening 
having a quiet (overpriced) drink and 
watching the passing parade was one of  
the more entertaining ways of  passing 
the time.

So, having had my rant I have to 
admit the cruise was relaxing, the 
destinations interesting and some of  
the people really interesting.

The ship’s ports of  call were two 
places in New Caledonia and two in 
Vanuatu. At Port Vila in Vanuatu we 
grabbed one of  the mini buses which 
serve as cabs only to be stopped by police 
after travelling barely 100 metres as the 
driver had no registration! We were then 
placed by two pleasant policemen in a 
sedan-type cab for the journey to the 

town while they continued discussions 
with the driver, who I gather was 
swearing that the cheque for the rego 
was “in the mail”.

Vanuatu is a strange mix having been 
a condominium jointly ruled by two 
colonial masters – France and Britain. 
The result is a bit like Quebec in Canada; 
everything is written in both languages 
and the linguistic split is probably 60:40 
in favour of  English. However, the 
French speakers, like their Canadian 
counterparts, are pushing for more 
French schools which the government 
has agreed to fund.

New Caledonia, on the other hand, 
is unmistakably and unapologetically 
French from the mail boxes to the hours 
of  opening of  some public buildings – 
an hour and a half  for lunch is normal 
as we found out when we visited the 
museum in Noumea. We were firmly 
told that it shut at 12.30 and would not 
reopen until 2pm.

Noumea is a neat, tidy and well-
organised town of  nearly 100,000 
people. It is in stark contrast to another 
Pacific Island capital I am familiar with 
– Suva, which tends to be unkempt and 
untidy. I suspect Noumea’s  appearance 
has a lot to do with the large amounts 
of  money France pumps into the local 
economy which is based on mining – 
the island has 25 per cent of  the world’s 
known nickel deposits and one of  the 
largest nickel mines in the world.

The local French are probably in a 
panic now after the election of  Françoise 
Hollande as president of  France. 
He wants to give New Caledonia its 
independence, unlike Nicolas Sarkozy 
who favoured the status quo, which 
allows for the election of  two members 
to the French Chamber of  Deputies 
and one to the Senate in Paris as well 
as a 54-member Territorial Congress 
which looks after local affairs.

A visit to Noumea is an opportunity 
to sample French life, food and wine 
without a gruelling 20-hour-plus flight to 
Europe. On that score alone it is worth 
a visit.

TONY DUBOUDIN

The grumpy page

Cruising is fine…       
pity about the         
other guests

“Why not a cruise?” my beloved said 
as we discussed the options for a short, 
economical break before the winter set 
in.

“A cruise?”
“Yes, a cruise.”
Well we had been on a cruise around 

the Greek Islands and one from Dover 
to St Petersburg via Copenhagen, 
Helsinki and Stockholm. But a cruise 
from Australia to the Pacific Islands – 
I wasn’t too sure. After all I had heard 
about the non-stop drinking and rowdy 
behaviour on cruises from Australia.

After much discussion we decided 
to take the plunge, a decision based on 
the convenient timing of  the particular 
voyage which fitted in with our other 
commitments and the excellent price. 

The cruise was to be from Sydney to 
Vanuatu and Noumea with P&O.

After an 11-day voyage we were 
pleasantly surprised by many aspects 
of  our trip. The food was generally 
good although the buffet restaurant 
was rather like an RSL dining room on 
a busy Saturday night, as one passenger 
commented. The other silver-service 
eatery was excellent; the bars were 
pleasant even if  the drinks were pricy.

The nightly entertainment was also 
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Whimsical War Story 16:  

Medical science at work in wartime
The responsibilities of  the unit’s 
laboratory were varied, but much of  it 
was to do with the different sorts of  
maladies afflicting our patients due to 
living in the tropics.

The diagnostic work included 
blood tests for malaria, among other 
local diseases. This was detected by 
examination of  blood cells for the 
presence of  signs of  the parasite. This 
particular disease could be a ‘homer’, 
i.e. a reason to be sent back to Oz. The 
genuine article was very distressing 
and genuinely needed the best care 
and attention. There were always some 
patients who exhibited a high fever for 
other reasons, hoping for a ‘homer’ 
diagnosis. 

I was occasionally approached with 
the suggestion that finding plasmodium 
in someone’s blood would be to my 
considerable monetary advantage. 

WBCs, or white-blood-cell counts, 

were a daily job, because this analytical 
tool is essential in the diagnosis of  various 
kinds of  infection. When I first found 
myself  in the 5MRS laboratory, although 
trained in general laboratory work, I had 
had no experience in pathology. My 
predecessor had ‘served his time’ and was 
keen to find someone to take his place 
so that he could go home. My training 
was therefore startlingly minimal, and 
my work largely by guesswork and native 
cunning. 

Mostly it was successful; but in one 
of  my earliest reports a white-cell count 
was exaggerated by a factor of  10, due 
to my inexperience and inept arithmetic. 
The surgeon who had just successfully 
completed removal of  an appendix was 
alarmed at the apparent evidence of  a 
raging infection, and even after I had 
corrected my mistake, he did not send 
any more requests for blood analysis to 
me for nearly a month, presumably in the 

hope that I might learn by experience.
One of  the more onerous tasks 

which came my way was ‘differential 
white-cell counts’. (Before this I had no 
idea that there was more than one kind 
of  leucocyte!) 

This involves a lot of  selective 
staining of  slides and peering through 
the microscope to distinguish the various 
coloured cells.

One of  the reasons for this arduous 
work was the discovery of  a small 
freshwater snail which has the distinction 
of  carrying the parasite of  Bilharzia, also 
known as Schistosomiasis, one of  the 
more exotic diseases of  some tropical 
paradises.

This disease is characterised by an 
increased count of  ‘eosinophils’. These 
are one of  the varieties of  white blood 
cells which turn a lovely pink shade when 
certain stains (eosin) are used. 

They normally comprise only 
about 1% of  the white cells, but an 
increase in their numbers causes much 
trepidation. Samples were sent to a 
special investigatory RAAF unit in 
Somers, Victoria, (!) presumably for 
further research. 

I’m not sure that all of  the reports 
we sent south were altogether warranted, 
because I had a tendency to identify any 
cells which had any shade of  pink, but 
our Medical Officers were intensely 
interested, and it would have been cruel 
to disappoint them.

Identification of  the many and 
various organisms which cause 
indisposition, especially of  the digestive 
tract, was a daily job. The sample (usually 
of  revolting appearance) was introduced 
onto a petri-dish ‘plate’ of  McConkey 
agar, which helps differentiate between 
normal intestinal flora and more 
dangerous ones which prefer not to 
ferment lactose.

We also used a technique called 
‘fermentation tubes’. These were ordinary 
test tubes containing, upside down, 
a smaller tube called a Durham tube. 
A different sugar was introduced into 
each set of  tubes, and the nature of  the 
bacterial organism could be distinguished 
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by its particular fermentation habits; 
whether it produced acid (shown by an 
indicator dye) and/or gas (shown by a 
bubble in the Durham tube). 

The preparation of  these diagnostic 
tests was one of  the most labour-intensive 
and boring jobs in our laboratory, and 
from time to time I was able to entice 
some of  my more adventurous medical-
orderly friends to learn the esoteric art 
by assisting in the laboratory, and tell 
their families that they were engaged in 
critical scientific research.

Similarly, the preparation of  various 
kinds of  nutrient agar was tedious, 
and my helpers were welcomed for 
their assistance. My last ‘boss’ in the 
laboratory was a specialist in tropical 
medicine, and was most interested in 
collecting and cultivating all manner of  
organisms. For this purpose, he had me 
making various kinds of  unusual nutrient 
media – agar which has been enriched 
(as far as the organisms were concerned) 
by the addition of  blood, cerebrospinal 
fluid and other weird additives. A patient 
being treated for hydrocele was made 
welcome because the fluid removed 
fairly painlessly by syringe from his 
affliction was not only sterile but the 
nutrient of  choice for certain exotic 
micro-organisms.

Quite a different line of  work was 
assisting in the diagnosis of  gastric ulcers. 
The symptoms of  this condition would 
bring the patient to the laboratory, where 
he was subjected to a ‘test meal’. This 
involved the poor fellow swallowing a 
thin rubber tube, then a ‘meal’, consisting 
in one technique of  100ml of  a 7% 
solution of  alcohol, or in another, a 
slurry of  oatmeal. (The former was 
more popular with the patient, being the 
equivalent of  several beers, acting all at 
once through the stomach wall.) Samples 
are then drawn at intervals and tested 
for acidity, the results being graphed 
and a diagnosis drawn therefrom. Test 
meals were not popular procedures, 
and some patients would prefer to put 
up with the tummy-ache; however, the 
possibility of  a serious stomach ulcer, 
requiring treatment in the homeland, 

helped in bravely overcoming temporary 
discomfort.

Another revolting task in the 
laboratory was the identification of  
parasites in human waste materials. 
Fortunately their detection was rather 
rare, but one had to learn to recognise 
all the stages of  the various types of  
tapeworms and similar unwanted 
inhabitants, which required some 
intensive study.

For example we were required, for 
some reason, to distinguish the difference 
between taenia solium and t.saginata (two 
different varieties of  tapeworm) and 
their eggs.

Fortunately we were seldom visited 
by any of  these particular unwelcome 
guests, but during the necessary study 
of  illustrated publications on the subject, 
imagination causes all kinds of  symptoms 
and the feeling that worm-like creatures 
with either no legs or too many legs are 
walking around on one’s skin or within 
one’s digestive tract.

An inordinate amount of  hand-
washing tends to occur during these 
studies.

During my service, the magic of  
penicillin was made available. Before 
this, for dealing with systemic infections, 
M&B sulphonamides (sulphanilamide, 
sulphapyridine and sulphathiazine), were 
mostly used, but this new antibiotic 
material was much more effective. 
Because my laboratory had the best 
facilities for sterile handling, I had the 
task of  dissolving the orange powder 
(extracted at the Commonwealth Serum 
Laboratories from a specially cultivated 
mould), in sterile distilled water and 
keeping it jealously in the refrigerator, 
only for special patients. The large glass 
ampoules contained 50 or 100 ‘units’, 
and were carefully doled out.

Nowadays, the dosages of  penicillin 
and its synthetic derivatives are in millions 
of  ‘units’.  However, in spite of  the low 
dosages, quite a few lives were saved by 
this new medication.

Primitive science has value, even if  
regarded as akin to witchcraft.

‘TEX’

Somers Tennis Club 
news

Men’s singles/doubles
Congratulations to Jonathan Thomson 
and Blake Howden on winning the 
Section 2 Grand Final played at 
Overport Park. 

Jonathan and Blake won a hard-
fought match against Dromana, winning 
two rubbers to one. Jonathan lost his 
singles rubber 4-6, 6-3, 3-6. Blake won 
his singles rubber 6-4, 7-5. 

The doubles rubber was a real 
battle as Dromana won the first set 6-4. 
Somers came back to win the second 
set 6-4. The final set was great to watch 
and full of  tension as Somers came out 
on top winning 6-2 to take the rubber 
and the match.

Juniors
And congratulations to Section 4 team 
members Daniel Gouthro-Dowling, 
Mitchell Tucker and Jackson Hannah, 
who won their Grand Final. The Somers 
team proved they were by far the best 
team in the competition winning five 
sets to one and dropping only 10 games. 
Next season they will play in Section 2 
which will give them more competition.



19

Social 
A Supper Dance will be held on 
Saturday 16 June at 7.30 pm in the hall 
at the RW Stone reserve. There will be 
silent and noisy auctions and raffles 
with some great prizes donated by our 
sponsors and supporters. For tickets, 
contact Rose on 5983 5116 or Patsy on 
5983 9949.
A Crazy Whist Night will be held in 
the clubhouse on Friday, 24 August.   
Please support these events as funds 
raised go towards paying for the 
upgrade of  courts 1 & 2.

Jonathan Thomson, left, and Blake Howden 
with their winner’s flag.

Mitchell Tucker, left, with Jackson Hannah 
and Daniel Gouthro-Dowling.

Why we enjoy our Somers coastline
The longer we spend in Somers the more 
we appreciate how fortunate we are to 
live on this piece of  coastline where we 
have had a house since 1987.  

Like an ever-increasing number of  
our friends we found our best option 
was to re-establish indigenous vegetation 
on our block. It is self-sustaining and 
low maintenance. More importantly 
it supports native fauna such as the 
vegetarian Swamp Rat Lutreolis and the 
alert White-browed Scrubwren which 
inhabits the dense scrubby creek zone we 
have created. We have learned to accept 
and even enjoy seeing the system of  
tunnels and mounds that the Lutreolis 
make. The native ground cover suits both 
them and us. For us it is preferable to a 
traditional lawn and we don’t have to 
mow it.

Having a small creek running through 
our backyard we were delighted that the 
Stream Frontage Management Program 
has funded the employment of  a couple 
of  young professionals to rehabilitate the 
weed-infested riparian zone. Our bird 
bath, with a constant drip from the water 
tank, is very popular with many small bird 
species such as Fantails and Pardalotes.

For 25 years we have enjoyed the 
camaraderie of  the marvellous Somers 
Foreshore Committee at the monthly 
working bees. Weeding the coastal reserve 
between the Eastern Cliffs and the Yacht 
Club using the Bradley Sisters Method 
has kept the dreaded Polygala away in 
this area and has enabled the indigenous 
habitat to develop again. My friend, the 
late Brent Hall, counted over 60 bird 
species in this reserve.

During this time we have seen the sand 
on our beaches continually being moved 
by the sea. We have observed steep storm 
waves cutting back the beach well into the 
toe of  the dunes. Fortunately in the beach 
section near Reserve Road during periods 
of  gentle waves and onshore breezes 
the beach tends to rebuild. Erosion can 
occur on dry bare dunes when the native 
vegetation protecting them has been 

lost. We have found that the best way to 
stop this erosion is to replant indigenous 
vegetation aided by brush matting of  
native sticks and logs to protect young 
plants.

Many people may not realise that we 
have three species of  beach-dwelling 
plovers on our Somers foreshore – tiny 
Red-capped Plovers and noisy Masked 
Lapwings (Spur-winged Plovers) breed 
locally whereas the migratory Double-
banded Plovers breed in New Zealand. 
The endangered Hooded Plover sadly no 
longer frequents Somers but still occurs 
in smaller numbers near Sorrento. 

A small family of  three dolphins 
visits Somers frequently and seems just 
as inquisitive as we are. Recently I was 
swimming in this area and the dolphins 
came over to visit. I like to believe it was 
the adults coming to show me their calf. 
People on the shore must have thought 
I was nuts trying to communicate with 
them by making noises under water.

ROGER RICHARDS

Double-banded plover.

Red-capped plover



20

Grant Bradbury and the Seahorse Spirit

It’s one of  those tragic wartime stories. 
The HMAS Sydney is sunk off  the West 
Australian coast by a German raider, 
the Kormoran which is itself  sunk in 
the battle. Then the German survivors 
from the Kormoran are rescued by an 
Australian ship, the Centaur. This vessel 
is subsequently refitted as a hospital 
ship, painted white with full Red Cross 
markings but despite its protected status, 
she’s sunk by a Japanese submarine off  
the Queensland coast.

So where does Grant Bradbury figure 
in all this? Well, as the saying goes, let us 
begin at the beginning. Grant’s parents 
were employed at the Mount Buffalo 
Chalet; his father was the house engineer 
and his mother ran the post office. A 
change of  scene was indicated and the 
Bradburys moved from the mountains 
to the sea. They bought a block of  land 
in Somers in 1973 and later built the 
house which is still used by Grant when 
he’s not at sea (both parents are now 
deceased). 

Grant was born in Hastings, went to 

Somers Primary School and Dromana 
Technical College but the call of  the 
salty sea was a powerful lure. He joined 
the Balnarring sailing club – they had 
a junior sailing program which at that 
time Somers didn’t – and soon became 
involved in the operation of  the club’s 
patrol boats. One thing led to another 
and at the age of  13, Grant joined the 
cadet unit of  the Hastings coastguard 
service and by 18 had become a senior 
member. By now qualifications were 
in order and Grant studied for his 
Coxswain’s Certificate and later his 
Marine Engineer Driver Grade Three 
Certificate.

So if  you wanted to skipper boats, 
why not start close to home; and that’s 
what Grant did. He joined the French 
Island ferry service and found himself  at 
the helm of  the Kingfisher II. As most 
local mariners will know, Western Port 
can get quite lumpy, especially when 
the tides are running one way and Bass 
Straight rollers are coming down the 
other and so berthing, especially at 

Cowes jetty could be quite challenging. 
Anyway, on one occasion, when Grant 
was carrying out this manoeuvre in a 
howling westerly with seas over the 
boat, his mastery of  the situation was 
witnessed by master mariner, Fred 
Addison whose favourable reports did 
Grant no harm at all.  

To become a true salt-sodden 
mariner, a tilt at the Sydney–Hobart 
yacht race is probably in order and 
so Grant signed up on a vessel called 
Misty and they came second in their 
class. Knowing there was no better 
way of  understanding the wind and 
the sea, Grant went to Cerberus to 
take on Navy recruits and give them 
a taste of  the real thing. It was an 11-
week course and the recruits were 
divided into sections. The object was 
team-building and learning sailing skills 
such as navigation, trimming the sails, 
helming (steering) and plotting racing 
courses. For experience in powered 
vessels, the recruits were taken to sea 
in a vessel called the Seahorse Spirit (a 
boat that was to be central in Grant’s 
biggest adventure to date). One of  the 
reasons for the program was to weed 
out those recruits who obviously weren’t 
suited to the life while those who had 
their sea-legs were kept aboard.

Being a commercial mariner means 
plenty of  study as you ascend the ladder. 
Over a period of  years Grant attended 
Newnham Maritime University in 
Launceston over three separate periods, 
culminating in his qualifying as Ships 
Master Grade III (Open Waters) with 
a Diploma of  Applied Science (Marine) 
as well; a useful multi-layered ticket. So 
now you could pretty well say Grant was 
ready for anything.

Freelance skippering provided some 
interesting experiences; he worked out 
of  Melbourne for the Australian Marine 
Ecology group, manoeuvring a vessel 
called the Orca while divers went down 
to count fish. This activity must have 
meant Grant had some prescience 
because going to sea in ships looking for 
things on the seabed became the focus 
of  many exciting adventures ahead.
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Grant was employed as second mate 
on a vessel called the Ramform Explorer; 
under contract to Chevron Oil, they 
were working off  the continental shelf  
out of  Dampier and Broome looking for 
oil and gas. The method of  searching 
was somewhat astonishing. A pipe 
was lowered to the sea floor then at a 
given signal, air, compressed to 4200 
per square inch, was fired at the seabed 
causing a great percussive reaction and 
then an array of  seismic censors picked 
up sound reflections and pressures to 
show where the oil and gas were. And 
did they find any? Grant’s not able to say!

Now back to that hospital ship. The 
discovery of  the wreck of  HMAS Sydney 
in 2000 was an achievement and it put 
an end to the mystery of  the warship’s 
final hours, giving the surviving families 
some closure; it will be remembered 
that all hands were lost in our biggest 
naval disaster of  the Second World War. 
Bad as it was, the loss of  the Sydney 
was not necessarily categorised as a war 
crime but the sinking of  the Centaur 
definitely was. She was painted in 
brilliant white with prominent Red Cross 
markings (see illustration) and under 
the terms of  the Geneva Convention, 
such hospital ships were to be left 
untouched. Having located the Sydney, 
the same team decided to look for the 
Centaur. It happened that the second 
mate, who had survived the wreck, had 
given an estimate of  its position and so, 
with Grant at the helm of  the Seahorse 
Spirit they set off  for the location area 
and having reached that spot, started 
their search. The procedure was to 
manoeuvre the vessel sideways, using the 
bow thrusters and then scan the sea bed 
with sonar equipment at a speed of  three 
knots. The search went on for many 
hours but finally a promising image came 
on the screens. With Grant controlling 
the movement of  the Seahorse Spirit, it 
was soon confirmed that they had found 
the Centaur. There was, as Grant said, 
great jubilation on board. Their search 
was over and remarkably, the ship was 
only one nautical mile from the position 
given by the survivor.

So what is the point of  finding 
such a wreck? Well, this was a wartime 
tragedy and one that should never have 
happened. It’s like finding a lost cemetery. 
We now know the whereabouts of  the 
resting place of  all those souls who 
perished and the site must be protected.

So what’s next for Grant? Well right 
now the Seahorse Spirit is in dry dock 
being prepared for her next adventure 
and no doubt Grant, as first mate, will 
be taking his watches at the helm.

BARRY MERTON
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EPA beach reports for Somers

Recently the Somers Foreshore 
Co m m i t t e e  o f  M a n a g e m e n t 
made enquiries to the Victorian 
Environment Protection Authority as 
to any reason why the Summer Clean 
Beach Report only covers beaches in 
Port Phillip Bay.

The EPA responded that currently 
the Beach Report only covers Port 
Phillip Bay beaches but that the 
Beach Report program is undergoing 
a review this year. The review will 
look at various improvements that 
can be made to the program, both 
short and long term. Suggestions 
have been made to extend the EPA 
monitoring to Western Port beaches 
and these are being considered.  
The SFCoM has now made a formal 
request to the EPA for them to extend 
their monitoring to Western Port 
beaches. If  you wish to also make a 
formal request then please forward 

an email or letter to Mr Brendan 
O’Malley at EPA Victoria, Monitoring 
& Assessment Unit, GPO Box 4395, 
Melbourne, Victoria 3001, Brendan.
OMalley@epa.vic.gov.au

For your information the EPA 
also advised that they would expect 
bacterial water quality at Western Port 
beaches to behave in a similar way to 
Port Phillip Bay. From bacterial results 
in previous years, monitoring showed 
that Port Phillip Bay beaches were 
typically poor during and following 
rainfall, usually for up to 48 hours, 
with the main contributor to poor 
bacterial water quality being river 
flows and stormwater run-off  at 
beaches. As a general precaution, the 
EPA advises people not to swim near 
stormwater drains, rivers, streams and 
other outlets into the Bays during rain 
and for 24-48 hours afterwards.

ROSS MILLEN

The back verandah

I don’t have a back verandah in my 
house in Somers, but in the house of  
my childhood our back verandah was 
the place memories were made. We cut 
and pasted and sawed and banged and 
glued and drew and completed projects. 
All the messy tasks were kept out of  the 
house and completed on that verandah.

Every so often, that back verandah 
turned into a printing room. It was my 
job, when small, to turn the handle 
of  the Roneo printer to produce the 
Kinder newsletter my Dad put together. 
Roneo printers were used to whizz off  
small newsletters and documents before 
computers. This machine churned out 
purple-inked words and anyone who 
was around then will be able to instantly 
recall the smell of  the ink on the Roneo-
printed sheets.

Dad would clunk out the newsletter 
with his old typewriter, the keys punching 
out the letters. Then we’d lay the stencil 
and a blank Roneo sheet, turn the handle 
to press ink through the stencil, to create 
the page of  print. As we rolled, stapled 
and stacked, the back verandah would 
fill with the smell, vivid and memorable.

That back verandah of  the cream-
brick veneer was an extension of  the 
kitchen hubbub too. Each year, Mum 
would make her own batch of  apricot 
jam in the adjoining kitchen. The smell 
of  those freshly cut and hot apricots 
would waft out of  the kitchen as Dad 
and the kids would prepare the apricot 
kernels for the jam. We squatted on the 
concrete floor, door ajar and cracked 
apricot stones with hammers, to reveal 
the kernels inside. We peeled them and 

just the right number were tipped and 
stirred into the simmering orange syrupy 
brew.

Memories are not just golden, they 
are purple and orange and hued with the 
rainbow of  colours. In that verandah we 
painted, polished shoes; hung raincoats, 
skipping ropes and bags, and hid in 
corners from the ‘seeker’. One high 
concrete step led up to the concrete 
verandah floor and memories can jump 
easily to my mind as I raise my leg to 
climb any tall step. It happened to me 
recently and I wrote this poem:

The concrete floor

grey and smooth
holds colours,

flecks, spots and scents
of  family, in my mind

The roneo machine whirs purple ink
on shiny paper,

on the verandah floor,
in my young nostrils,

on my mind

Red painted handles,
my new skipping rope

its fresh rope smell, its phft phft 
against the concrete
lodges in my mind

Hammers crack apricot stones upon 
the floor

I, small, collect kernels for the jam
that gently bubbles its smell
through the whole house,

through my mind

Smell of  nugget hits the air
as I pry the tin lid open 

Shine appears under rhythmic bristles
as I polish my school shoes,

polish my mind 

DELINE SKINNER
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Special project

Two of  our local young mothers, Janis 
House and Vanessa Johnson, have come 
up with a most charming idea. They plan 
to produce a keepsake book containing 
local recipes, kitchen and garden ideas, 
photos of  food preparation, residents 
working in their herb or vegetable 
gardens, interspersed with interesting 
stories from the early days of  Somers. 

Profits from sales of  the book, which 
it is hoped will be printed in mid 2013, 
will be donated to support the growth 
of  local Somers groups.

If  you would like to be involved, ring 
Vanessa on 5983 2464, or Janis on 0419 
452 254.

You will also be able to watch 
the project grow by visiting: www.
oursomersproject.blogspot.com.au and 
www.facebook.com/oursomersproject 

An invitation for a ‘cuppa’ to meet Janis and Vanessa was gladly taken up by Ian Taylor who 
was only too keen to try one of  Vanessa’s delightful orange and date scones.

Why should we ever want home deliveries of  our mail when this unique service is sometimes 
available? Stella may only be seven months old, but she is a quick learner with her mother 
Kim and grandmother Sue to guide her along the way. Peter Moore is only too glad to get this 
personalised service.

Mr Plinth gets 
‘Strined’

With apologies to              
Afferbeck Lauder

Plinth is sitting on his front porch reading 
The Guardian but he is being distracted 
by an argument going on between two boys 
next door.

Boy [1]: Grorf  more bork Morgul.
Boy [2]: Snot your bork.
Boy [1]: Tis.
Boy [2]: Tisn’t. Swine’s bork.
Boy [1]: Snot! Wine give t’me. ’E said 
bork was getting too small frim. 
Boy [2]: Ha, ha, ha, ha! Bork soant 
get smaller. People grout of  em. Yra 
looser Noyle!
Boy [1]: You’re cop net. (He grabs the 
‘bork’ and a struggle ensues.)
Mr Plinth (putting his head over the fence): 
What’s going on here? What’s all the 
noise?
Boy [1]: Nothin!
Mr Plinth: It doesn’t sound like 
‘nothin’ to me. I hear all this talk about 
morgul, swine and snot. If  you only 

In earnest conversation with Kingsley Culley, 
President of  Somers Residents Association, 
is an animated Mike Benkie from the 
DSE.
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spoke the King’s English you’d be able 
to understand each other better and 
therefore, resolve your differences in 
a civilized manner.
Boy [1]: What?
Boy [2]: Whatsee talken bout?
Mr Plinth: I gather you’re arguing 
over custodianship of  the bicycle. 
What I’m saying is, why don’t you both 
let go of  it and then have a little chat.
(Taking advantage of  the distraction, boy 
[1] grabs the bike and tries to make off  
with it. He is pursued by boy [2] and a 
fight breaks out between them.)
Mr Plinth: I say! Stop that at once. 
Stop it I say! (He leaves his post and comes 
tottering into the neighbour’s garden.) Hey, 
hey! (He approaches the struggling boys and 
in trying to pull them apart the boys trip on 
the bicycle and fall over backwards, pulling 
Plinth on top of  them. At this point, the 
mother, wearing an apron and headscarf, 
appears on the front porch of  her house.)
Mother: (Blood-curdling scream.) Help! 
Help! Police! (She grabs a garden broom 
and starts whacking Mr Plinth with it. 
The boys extricate themselves and stand 
up, protesting.)
Boy [1]: Stop it Mom! Snot ’is fault.
Mother: (Recognising her neighbour.) 
Barrington, what on earth are you 
doing?
Boy [2]: We was fighten…
Mother: (Correcting.) You WERE 
fighting Michael. Yes I heard you – it 
was over Wayne’s bicycle.
Boy [1]: …and we tripped over.
Mother: Come on Neil, help Mr Plinth 
up. I’m sorry Barrington, I jumped to 
the wrong conclusion. Would you like 
a cup of  tea?
Mr Plinth: No thank you. I’ll go 
back to The Guardian. But if  I might 
ask, when are the boys going to learn 
English? 
Mother: I know, I know. It’s mates-
speak, terrible! What have you got to 
say to Mr Plinth boys?
Boy [1]: Sorry Mr Plinf. Wone nargue 
no more. Smorgul’s fault anyway.
Mother: Oh! For goodness sake STOP 
IT!

BARRINGTON PLINTH

Somers science

The annual science night held at Somers 
Primary School in April was a great 
success despite the weather and both 
parents and children appeared to enjoy 
it greatly as the children worked hard 
to share their science experiments with 
others. As in other years teachers and 
students from Dromana College came 
along to demonstrate some more serious 

One of  the few chemicals that can be solid, liquid or gas is water. To demonstrate this, past 
Somers student Cam is demonstrating the principle using polystyrene balls in a jar representing 
the particles in a gas. First lying together as a solid, then, to represent a liquid, they are 
excited when activated by sound waves from a loud speaker. Finally, with more agitation and 
separation they represent a gas. 

aspects of  scientific endeavour with 
their investigation of  water.

Principal David Ingham feels that 
it should be possible to build a culture 
of  science at Somers and looking to 
the future he considers it could be the 
mastery of  sciences that will ultimately 
decide the future of  Australia. For this 
to happen he considers there needs to 
be a culture of  excellence built from the 
moment children enter school.

This is really high-tech and oh, what fun to 
be able to fly and land a plane inside Somers 
School. It was part of  the Science Night 
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Somers centre for                              
pollution clean-up exercise
Somers and the yacht club were in the 
spotlight in early June as about 200 people 
descended on the village for a national 
pollution preparedness exercise with the 
grand title of  Exercise Sea Dragon 2.

The yacht club was chosen as the 
command centre for the exercise with 
boats based at Stony Point, aircraft at 
Tyabb and communications and animal 
rescue and rehabilitation centred at the 

yacht club.
The exercise, which ran across 

Westernport over two days –Tuesday and 
Wednesday June 5 & 6 with a debriefing 
on the Thursday morning – was 
conducted by the Australian Maritime 
Safety Authority and the Victorian 
Department of  Transport with support 
from the Australian Marine Oil Spills 
Centre. 

It involved personnel from a number 
of  agencies and organisations from 
Victoria, NSW, Canberra and South 
Australia and was designed to test 
national preparedness to deal with major 
oil and other pollution spills.

Part of  the exercise featured a mock 
marine pollution scenario with penguins 
and other marine birds (wooden replicas) 
placed on the beach in front of  the yacht 
club which was then treated to a clean-
up process.

A helicopter tracked an imaginary oil 
spill and dropped dispersant. Boats were 
also involved and they were brought in 
from their base at Stony Point.

The yacht club’s boat yard had an 
inflatable ‘hospital’ set up complete 
with its own generator to drive the air-
conditioning while nearby was a unique 
animal-cleaning station. 

The animal-cleaning station – 
a converted shipping container 
purpose-built in New Zealand and 
the only one of  its kind in Australia – 
was driven on its special crane-equipped 
truck from Sydney. It is owned by the 
NSW Department of  Transport and 
operated by Sydney Port Corporation.

It is equipped with special tables and 
overhead water hoses that disperse a mix 
of  warm water, heated by the station’s 
own self-contained equipment, and 
cleaning agent which is used to clean 
affected animals that are then moved to 
another section of  the station to be dried 
off. The station retains all its own waste 
liquid which is then properly disposed of  
after an operation is completed.

The yacht club provided volunteers 
to assist in the running of  the exercise 
while the club’s chef, Vic Crust, fed the 
participants with breakfast each morning 
from 7am as well as lunch.

Norm Dewar, Somers Yacht Club’s 
safety officer and former commodore, 
said the exercise was an eye-opener for 
many people. 

“The amount of  equipment and 
the skills of  the various organisations 
taking part were impressive. I also think 
they learned a lot from the exercise and 
members of  the club were able to provide 
the organisers with a wealth of  local 
knowledge,” he said.

The Federal Minister for Infrastructure 
and Transport, Anthony Albanese, said 
that vigilance and preparedness was the 

A dummy penguin, which looks suspiciously 
like a duck, on the beach in front of  the 
yacht club ready to be cleaned up. 

Norm Dewar (right) with Dave Pullen from Somers CFA and yacht 
club member Bob Cooley inspect another of  the inflatable buildings.

One of  the inflatable buildings erected in the yacht club boat yard. 
(Picture: TONY DUBOUDIN)
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best protection against any pollution 
threat.

“Australia has some of  the most 
pristine coastal waters on the planet and 
oil spillage from damaged ships has the 
capacity to wreak massive environmental 
damage,” he said.

“Exercise Sea Dragon is a great 

example of  cross-agency collaboration 
as we test our ability to handle a pollution 
spill,” said Victoria’s Ports Minister, 
Denis Napthine. “It allows us to test 
our preparedness and identify areas for 
improvement.” 

Operational exercises such as 
Exercise Sea Dragon are routinely 

conducted around the nation’s coastal 
waters by the Australian Maritime Safety 
Authority, State and Territory authorities 
and industry, as part of  the National 
Plan to Combat Pollution of  the Sea by 
Oil and other Hazardous and Noxious 
Substances. 

TONY DUBOUDIN

Victorian                          
Coastal Council awards
On Thursday evening, 26 April 2012, the Victorian Coastal 
Council held its annual awards night in the foyer of  the 
Melbourne Museum. The function was attended by over 
250 individuals from volunteer groups, committees of  
management, government and non-government organisations, 
parliamentarians and mayors of  the various Coastal Councils.

Wurundjeri Elder Colin Hunter welcomed the gathering 
and the Minister for Environment and Climate Change, the 
Hon. Ryan Smith who presented the awards.

The evening was compered by Rob Gell who announced 
the selected nominees from the six categories. Each nomination 
was followed by an audio-visual clip showing the achievements. 
Categories included: Building and Design; Community Action; 
Natural Environment and Planning. 

Among such notable winners from the above categories was 
the Outstanding Individual Achievement Award: the winner 
being Rosemary Birney. The award read: “For over 12 years 
she has contributed countless hours to the protection of  the 
foreshore as a member of  the Somers Foreshore Committee 
and more recently as a member of  the Friends of  the South 
Sea Somers Foreshore Reserve Committee”.

Further information can be found at the Victorian Coastal 
Council website.

Victorian Department of  Environment and Sustainability emergency 
response trailer. (Picture: TONY DUBOUDIN)

Some of  the exercise participants enjoy a meal provided by the yacht 
club’s chef  Vic Crust. 
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The Primary School in the 1940s                                                
These are the memories of  Paul Francis who with his brother and parents lived in 
Balnarring. The boys attended Somers Primary School as their father was the teacher 
there at the time. Paul mentions his friend Simon Bracegirdle and recently I have come 
across a letter from his mother who reports that Simon attended a private school when 
the family returned to the UK and that he was a year ahead of  his contemporaries 
there. She would like to pass on to Mr Francis her thanks for the education that Simon 
received in Somers.

I attended the Somers Primary School 
from early in 1944 to the end of  1947. At 
the time I lived at Balnarring Beach in a 
house called The Nook which was, and I 
believe still is, owned by the White family. 
At the time they had a blacksmith shop 
on the Nepean Highway in Moorabbin.

My father, brother Bryan and I rode 
our bicycles along the beach to Somers. 
At that time there was not the erosion 
there is now. In fact there was quite a 
prominent point opposite Coolart, but 
it has now gone. 

We generally came off  the beach by 
crossing over the Lord Somers Camp 
bridge and then riding up Park Ave and 
The Boulevard to the Legacy Camp 
in Tasman Rd where the school was 
located. The caretaker at Lord Somers 
Camp was a dour Scotsman called Mac 
who was happy to let us cross there 
provided Dad gave him the occasional 
bottle of  whisky. At that time the creek 

ran almost up to the present-day yacht 
club, and sometimes in summer when 
the creek stopped running and the 
tide was out, we crossed over on the 
Alexandra Ave bridge.

Dad was very keen on nature study 
and he quite frequently took us out 
on excursions to see various animals 
and plants (I remember seeing Eastern 
Barred Bandicoots which were quite 
prevalent at that time). Another 
excursion I remember was to Korbanui 
where the Boadles were growing and 
harvesting flax for making into canvas 
for the services.

Somers in those days was a dormitory 
suburb for the families of  RAAF 
personnel at the base at Somers and 
for naval personnel at the Depot. We 
were included in all the Christmas parties 
and so on at both places and in fact it 
was very easy to walk or ride to those 
places and we were never challenged 

even though there was a war in progress. 
Among the boys I knew well were 

Julian and Conrad Wood, the sons 
of  Frank Wood, a Flight Sergeant in 
the RAAF at Somers. They lived in 
Parklands Ave just down from the 
present-day yacht club, and they backed 
onto the farming property Campsie. 
Another friend was Simon Bracegirdle, 
son of  the gunnery commander at the 
depot, who lived at Come By Chance 
halfway down The Boulevard.

The Navy would tow over their anti-
aircraft guns to the gun site off  Tasman 
Rd (Coora Close) every Wednesday and 
fire at parachutes which they sent up 
in rockets, or shoot at targets towed by 
Fairy Battle Bombers which came over 
from Sale. Dad would be talking away 
when there would be a fusillade from 
the guns and the school would shake. 
He would stop talking and when the 
firing stopped, would take up again from 
where he had stopped. On one occasion 
I remember him saying: “Tomorrow 
I want you …” and the firing started. 
When it stopped he continued, “to 
bring in your homework.” This was just 
accepted as normal.

On another occasion a pilot walked 
into the school looking for a telephone. 
He had been flying a plane towing a 
target, had engine trouble, and crash-
landed on Hope-Campbell’s property 
at the back of  the school. Dad directed 
him down to the Store and we all went 
out to look at the plane.

We did not have a library at the 
school and were reliant on books sent 
down every couple of  months by the 
Education Department. I liked reading 
and always looked forward to getting 
the books. The other pupils did also.

When the RAAF camp closed in 
1946 all the sporting equipment was 
given to the school. There was so much 
of  it we all had our own cricket bat and 
football. All in all I had a very happy 
time at Somers Primary and many of  
the friendships I made continued into 
our secondary school days.

PAUL FRANCIS
                                                                                                        


