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Not the Abbey Road shot

A long yellow line, no-standing signs, pedestrian crossing and now a fence ... wonder what will
be next?
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Whilst the Somers Boulevarde is not Abbey
Road, nor are Kenn McIntosh, Peter Moore,
Barry Merton and Rob Egan The Beatles,
at least Kenn with his percussion skills could
be compared to Ringo, Barry is no slouch
in the vocal area and the white stripes on
the roadway are reasonably comparable to
Abbey Road.

It seems we are being inundated with signage.
They are popping up like mushrooms.
Perhaps the council is concerned about legal
action if we are not warned about changed
road conditions. As it turned out all the
signs in the world did not stop somebody
one night not noticing the new raised road
crossing at the Store, being surprised by the
hump, and having lost control exiting the
roadway, severely damaging the Byrne fence.

Editorial Committee:
Louise Craig – copy editor & proofreader,
co-ordination & advertising
Rod Nuske – reporter & photographer
Tony Duboudin – reporter & photographer
Bronwen Gibbs – layout artist
Vicky Arena – children’s pages
Rosemary Birney – secretary
Marg Tilleard – treasurer
Correspondence:
Email: elkcraig@bigpond.com
Mail: PO Box 338, Somers, Vic. 3927
Printing: Curry Printing, Mornington
©Copyright remains with the authors & editors

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.

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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A change to our team
If any of you take the time to examine the make-up of our editorial
group you might notice that in this issue there is one critical name
missing.
Anne Doran notified us at our last meeting that she has decided to
step aside from the Paper Nautilus, giving her more time to concentrate
on her other demanding but rewarding interests. We have farewelled her
with our best wishes but expect, and hope, that it may not be the last
we hear of her.
We feel it is important that the significant input Anne has had to our
paper should be recorded and recognised. Following Anne’s announcement
we started to reminisce and began to realise there are possibly many who
read the Nautilus who have no knowledge or understanding of how it
came to be and few would know of the changes to the way it is produced.
So, here is the story of the birth of the Nautilus, from my perspective,
with a particular focus on Anne.
One sunny afternoon a little over nine years ago, I was
working in my front garden. Anne Kotzman came past on
her bicycle, as she often did in those days. She had with
her a petition seeking support to establish a community
newspaper. I eagerly signed and expressed that, with my
background as a printer’s artist I would love to be involved.
A little while later Anne K rang and asked if I would
like to meet with others to discuss the next step. There were
four of us at that first meeting: Anne K, Anne D, Rosemary
Birney and me. With a strong belief that a community paper
needed to come from the grass roots, the community itself,
it was decided to call a community meeting. Anne K put
forward the name of a facilitator who could assist and the
wheels started to turn.
The meeting, held in the pavilion on a Saturday
afternoon, was well attended by a broad spectrum of our
community. As is the norm with meetings of this kind we
were divided into small groups to discuss what the paper
should be and how it could be done and these thoughts
were then brainstormed on an easel with butcher’s paper.
It was agreed that a community paper would be a good
thing, giving both individuals and groups a voice. There
was interest in communication between the large number
of interest groups, profiles of people of interest who live
anonymously in our community and a general opening of
communication and understanding.
There were many at the meeting who were happy to assist
but were not interested in being involved with production. It
was decided we would have a model similar to a spider, with
a central body and legs that assisted. A show of hands was
asked for the body and up went the hands of Rod Nuske,
Louise Craig, Anne Doran and myself. We were later joined
by Anne Goodman (no longer a resident of Somers).
Fortuitously we couldn’t have asked for a better range of

Anne with her glass paper nautilus, given as a memento of her time
with us.
experience. Anne D had experience with running a magazine in
Italy (but that’s another story), Rod had many years’ experience
as a printer and photographer, Louise as a proofreader and
copyeditor and I as a layout artist. Anne G became our
secretary, linking us to other parts of the community and
applying for and receiving a start-up grant from the council.
Before we had even started to consider a name for the
paper a suggestion was made by Rosemary Birney that we
could be the Somers Paper Nautilus. The Paper Nautilus is a
local creature whose beautiful fragile shells wash up on our
beach from time to time. The inhabitant of this shell is a
squid with many legs – just like our spider model. Perfect. We
looked no further and our Paper Nautilus was born.
It’s hard to believe how much the internet and desktop
publishing have changed in the past nine years. In our early
days most of our contributions came on pieces of paper.
Anne D had a bright orange donated iMac on which she
retyped most articles. These were printed out and collected
by Louise who marked them up for correction. Anne then
made the corrections and they were emailed to me for layout.
Once the layout was done the pages would be printed out for
Louise to again proofread then back to me for correction.
The final pages would be printed on my laser printer and
passed back to Anne.
Now the hard part started. Anne had taken responsibility
for the legs and this is where they were needed. Anne and
Rosemary did the rounds of the Shire Offices, Rosy Buchanan
and Greg Hunt’s offices, photocopying anywhere from 500 to
1000 copies. I suspect that those who had volunteered the use

of their photocopiers had no idea of the time involved in this
many copies. It was not a task Anne and her assistants enjoyed.
The piles of pages were brought back to Somers and
the rest of the legs assembled to collate, fold and stack each
edition. Eventually digital printing became more accessible
and with the assistance of Wil Loads, much to the relief of
Anne and Rosemary, the photocopying was able to be done
away with but the collating, folding and stacking continued
for a number of issues.
With the passing of time Rod and Louise acquired
computers and became skilled in the use of them, and
contributors sent their articles in soft copy. I suspect this
was all a huge relief to Anne. Final copy could now be sent
to the printers on CD and we had the funds to pay for folding
and stapling.
This didn’t mean Anne could ‘retire’. She continued to
be the first point of contact and to oversee communication
with all our contributors, advertisers and the printer – the
funnel, for want of a better word, through which everything
came in and went out again. With time others have come
to our core group and some have left but Anne is the first
of our original core to leave. We will all miss her oversight,
co-ordination and advice in ways I suspect we are not yet
fully aware of.

BRONWEN GIBBS

The Paper Nautilus
The Paper Nautilus (Argonauta nodosa) is not really a nautilus
but is actually a small octopus that lives in the open ocean.
The Paper Nautilus lives in the top layer of the ocean and
when it is time for the female to lay her eggs she creates
a beautiful translucent shell that is secreted from her two
enlarged dorsal tentacles.
The female can grow up to 10 centimetres and can make
a shell up to 30 centimetres in size but the tiny short-lived
male is rarely larger than 2 centimetres and, unlike his mate,
he will only reproduce once.
The female fashions her shell, deposits her eggs in it and
then, trapping air from the ocean’s surface, she climbs into
the shell to nurture her brood as she floats with the current
and the wind. Her round head and watchful eyes, and even
a few tentacles, may be seen protruding from the floating
cradle, but if she senses danger she will withdraw.
Like Argonauta nodosa the Somers Paper Nautilus has
carefully nurtured its ‘brood’ – the thoughts, dreams, creations
and concerns of the Somers people – over the past nine years.
The Editors have always tried to follow your ‘currents and
winds’ and produce an independent, inclusive paper, without
rancour. May the next nine years be even better!

ROSEMARY BIRNEY
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Shared Pathway
A meeting was held on 9 August to discuss
the developments of the idea of a Shared
Pathway and the subsequent objections
raised among the Somers community.
The meeting was attended both by
people involved in raising awareness of
the proposed pathway and members of
the Somers Residents Association.
As with many meetings, opinions
and issues raised varied, however it is
clear that while SRA survey results did
indicate support for a pathway, it was
noted that no details regarding the scope
and size of this pathway were available.
It was accepted at the meeting that the
current draft proposal does not have wide
community support as the amenity and
rural/beach character of Somers might
be compromised.
While the SRA states that the proposal
would not proceed without community
support, concern was expressed that if
the basics of the proposal were adopted
by MPSC, or other funding bodies, it
might be too late to seek community
consultation, and we might end up with
infrastructure unsuited to our small
village. It is understood by the SRA that
the petition, signed by over 200 people,
asks that the proposal be withdrawn and
resubmitted only after broad consultation
and agreement within the community.
Concerns among the community
regarding safety on the major bus route,
both the route used and the size of
the buses on the 782 route were also
discussed. It was mentioned that a
survey/study of the bus/bus route has
been undertaken recently by MPSC and
the SRA will attempt to find out more
about this study.
It was identified that there are two
areas of particular concern for pedestrian
safety. These are Parklands Avenue
and the eastern end of Tasman Road.
Coming up to summer, when traffic on
our roads increases, we could all consider
what we can do to help improve safety.
Discussion involving road use and nature
strips concluded that roadways would
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be safer if there were clear space where
people can get off the road. There are
numerous properties in these two danger
areas where people obstruct public use
of the nature strip. While this might be
to protect lawns or access to properties,
we could all help the safe passage of
users of the road if we removed these
obstructions or parked our cars with
consideration of the pedestrians who
need access to safe off-road areas to walk.
The issues raised are being
investigated, and the public will continue
to be informed through the Paper Nautilus.
However, in the meantime let’s all do our
best to be aware and avoid practices that
put others at risk on our roads.

DEL SKINNER

Shared Pathway for
Somers
It would appear from my recent
discussions with many members of the
Somers community that there are some
misunderstandings of the SRA’s position
regarding the proposed Shared Pathway
Project.
As President of the SRA I would like
to clarify a number of issues and assure
every member of the community that
the position of the SRA is as follows:
1.
The SRA will not advocate any
project in Somers that does not have
the overwhelming support of the
community.
2.
The SRA is currently pursuing
funding and route options for
a shared pathway along the bus
route and Camp Hill Road as a
consequence of feedback from
the survey of the whole Somers
community conducted in early 2009.
3.
The SRA has received a
commitment from the Mornington
Peninsula Shire Council to fund 50%
of a project (yet to be detailed) and
has approached both the State and
Federal Governments to meet the
remainder of any funding required.

No funding commitment from these
sources has been given.
4.
The SRA will not advocate any
commitment to a possible project
without first communicating by way
of a further detailed survey to every
household in the Somers village full
details of any proposal including
both route options and funding
arrangements and seeking feedback
from the community. This survey
is unlikely to be conducted before
June 2013. Unless there is significant
majority community support for a
project it will not be supported by
the SRA.
5.
The SRA supports the view of
the Principal of the Somers Primary
School and its School Council that
a formal path linking the shared
pathway along Sandy Point Road
to the school is necessary in the
interests of safety for the children.
I hope the foregoing clarifies the position
of the SRA regarding this matter. Details
of the 2009 survey are available on our
website at:
http://www.somers.org.au/
SRAOtherDocs.html (Public meeting
slides April 2009)
KINGSLEY CULLEY
SRA President

Letters to the Editors

Re 782 bus service
I am a little alarmed by Anne Kotzman’s
rather uninformed remarks about the
782 bus service in her letter to Paper
Nautilus Vol. 9, Issue 2. While most
of us use our own vehicles, the bus
provides a valuable back-up for those
times when a vehicle is unavailable or
inconvenient to use – such as when we
need to travel to the city for more than
a day trip. There is nowhere I know of
to leave a vehicle safely parked overnight
in Frankston. One can leave the car at
home and travel by the bus to Frankston
and return, perhaps days later.
I can assure Anne that the bus is
well used on other sections of the route
where it’s often standing-room only. We
are very fortunate to have this service,
and I would hate to lose it. My wife
does not drive and if I should go before
her at least she could still get around
on the bus.
Maybe it is time for us all to dip
into our pockets and get the MPSC to
improve the main roads through the
village. Meantime we can surely hesitate
a little and let the bus have free way when
approaching a narrow spot. Otherwise
Anne, thank you for your well-balanced
letter.
Yours sincerely,
Henry Broadbent

The back verandah
Deline Skinner (Nautilus April–June
2012) made me smile on reading about
her exploits on the back verandah. I
did not have a back verandah as a child
but did have a garage and a rather
cramped ‘under the house’. I can recall
the pleasures of tinkering with crystal
sets, my Mechano set, old clocks, balsa
wood aeroplanes and other devices. I
look at my grandchildren and wonder
if they, 60 years hence, will recall happy
hours spent with their X-boxes, iPods,
Facebook and mobile phones. Perhaps

our grandparents looked unapprovingly
upon the time ill-spent by their
grandchildren. Perhaps this is just a
generational thing and their memories
will be just as satisfying – I hope so.
Wistful Grandpa
(Name and address supplied)

The phantom
horseman of Somers
He rides silently along the streets and
pathways of Somers in the dead of
night. He is unseen by eyes other than
those of the Mopoke and unheard by
ears other than those of the fox. But
we know he has been. We all know that
horse poo is great for the garden but
it is not so great when it sticks to your
shoes and becomes ground into the
carpet. Children on their way to school
cannot help but step in it. Responsible

dog-owners clean up after their dogs; it is
the law. But what about horses? Are they
even permitted on our pathways? Could
the Phantom be encouraged to clean
up or, if this is too much trouble, fit
his horse with a diaper as is required
in many cities? And then there is the
matter of hooves poking holes in our
waterlogged nature strips. There are
horse trails provided so would it not
be more socially responsible for the
Phantom to make use of these?
Horses for Courses
(Name and address supplied)

Compliments
I think the editorial staff is to be
complimented on the production of
this quirky little newspaper.
Regards,
Kevin Sack

Time your number was up
Is your number up? Well if it isn’t then
it should be – that’s the message from
Neighbourhood Watch.
Somers Neighbourhood Watch and
Somers CFA have been emphasising the
need for clearer house numbering in the
village and working towards a solution
to make it easier for Somers residents to
comply.
Now there’s no excuse. Neighbourhood
Watch has a supply of Colorbond steel
mounting plates available for just $5 each
to all residents, to which numbers can be
affixed. The plates are designed so the
numbers can be seen from both directions,
complying with Mornington Peninsula
Shire requirements.
Reflective numbers on a black
background can be obtained from Shire
customer service centres free of charge.
The numbers can be screwed or
pop-riveted to the Colorbond plate and
the plate attached to a support at least a
metre high on or near the front fenceline
and clearly visible from the street. It also

needs to be clear of vegetation so it is
not obscured.
Anyone wanting to get a Colorbond
plate should complete a form which is part
of the Neighbourhood Watch’s newsletter,
copies of which are obtainable from the
post office, and return it to the SRA drop
box at the Somers Store. Anyone who
might have difficulty in assembling or
installing the plates can obtain assistance
by contacting Neighbourhood Watch.
For more information on why your
house should be easily located go to
http://youtu.be/hAhQNu5X 9k
Emergency Services.
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To market, to
market … Somers
turns out to support
pre-school
The wind was cold and gusty and the rain
intermittent but nothing deterred people
from turning out for the 5th annual Somers
Winter Market at Coolart Homestead on
Saturday 18 August in aid of Somers Preschool.
More than 1000 people drove, walked
or caught the shuttle bus from the RW
Stone Reserve or the Primary School to
Coolart between 10am and 3pm.
With 50 stalls spread throughout the
extensive grounds of the homestead, the
choice was wide ranging.
Visitors could buy an alpaca scarf,
feast on prawns or calamari, buy delicious
home-made cakes and biscuits, have a
tarot-card reading, or listen to the Police
Pipe Band and later enjoy the sound of the
group Whisky Gypsy on the homestead
verandah.
For the younger visitors The Great
Nascondini weaved his magic in the
children’s paddock.
The market, which is the major
fund-raiser for the pre-school, was the
culmination of seven months of hard
work by the pre-school’s nine-member
sub committee of parents. This year’s
market made approximately $6000 which
will go towards revamping the outside play
space for the children at the pre-school.
As the pre-school’s fund-raising leader
Vanessa Johnson said: “It’s hard work
but worth it. The people of Somers are
fantastic with their support. It was certainly
the most successful market so far.”
The shuttle bus was lent to the
organisers by Dromana Secondary
College while Somers CFA volunteers
handled traffic control at Coolart.
Ms Johnson said that stallholders were
pleased with the results of the market, so
much so that one immediately booked
the same spot for next year’s market.
TONY DUBOUDIN

All the fun of the market. (Photo, Tony Duboudin)

The group Whisky Gypsy entertains children and adults on the verandah of Coolart. (Photo,
Tony Duboudin)

The Police Pipe Band entertains market visitors. (Photo, Rod Nuske)
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Mr Plinth on a
delicate subject
Part 2: The prostate years

Not to be read by persons under sixty-five.
There’s a body part that men have that
women do not (there are others but we
won’t talk about them). I’m referring
to the prostate gland. It produces
juices which somehow nourish the
spermatozoa. (There is an abbreviated
word for this but it’s disgusting and I
will not have it spoken in my house.)
As men get older their doctors start
wanting us to have blood tests. These
are apparently to measure something
called the PSI level. I think PSI stands
for pounds per square inch of pressure.
So over time this pressure starts building
up in the prostate gland causing it to
expand. Now this gland is just alongside
the bladder and it has a pipe running
through it to carry waste water away.
But when the prostate expands the pipe
narrows and this can explain why older
men have strained looks on their faces
most of the time. They either feel that
they want to but can’t or they feel that
they don’t want to but must (if you know
what I mean). One thing about men in
their prostate years is that they know the
location of all toilet blocks. On planning
trips they will plot out the locations of
public facilities and if the distances are
too great they will seek out forests with
large trees and shrubs and then take
little walks.
This can be very irritating for
partners. As the car pulls over to yet
another facility she (or he) will say, “Not
again, you’ve only just been!” But what
can you say? When you gotta go yer
gotta go!
Now if the PSI continues to rise your
local practitioner may feel inclined to
conduct an inspection. So he lies you
down on a bench sideways and finding
a suitable portal, he enters the body
with a digit and pokes around a bit,
examining the prostate by feel. This is
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a most unsettling experience and can
leave you with a strong disinclination to
ever look your doctor in the eye again.
If your doctor states that he had an
unhappy feeling (he can talk!), and he
says that your PSI is too elevated, he
will suggest you visit a specialist, which
you do. The specialist is a nice man
and he wants to probe your prostate
in a procedure called a popsy. This
involves sticking needles into the organ
in question but thank goodness, the
procedure happens while one is asleep.
At a subsequent visit to the specialist,
you are told that they have found cancer
cells. The doctor then waits while you
peel yourself off the ceiling and then
he tells you that the treatment will
involve sticking gold nuggets into the
prostate gland, to be followed later by
seven weeks lying in front of a ray gun.
Apparently the gold shows up on an
X-ray screen so that the technicians can
home in on the cancer cells. A million
questions reel through one’s head, but
the first one is: what happens when I
try to get past a security check and loud
beeps start emitting from my groin?
God’s trousers! Will they bring in the
sniffer dogs? The doctor assures me
there will be no problems in this way but
in any case, he says, with 39 daily visits
lying in front of the ray gun, where do
I think I’ll be going? It sounds rather
onerous, but at least if you’re going to
get cancer this should be one of the
more manageable ones. I only hope the
doctors don’t over-cook my prostate
gland with all that radiation. Emitting
puffs of smoke from behind would be
the final indignity!
To make sure that you don’t have
grounds to sue if things go wrong the
specialist tells you all the things that
might go wrong; then he can say, “Well
we did warn you”. (Notice that doctors
always use the royal ‘we’!)
One of the most frightening things
he tells me is when or if the ray gun
misses its mark. This could result in the
rays burning a hole in the bladder or the
bowel or both at the same time. The very
thought of the muddle this could cause

is more than I can bear to think about.
The last step before the main show
is an x-ray to establish the exact location
of all the organs involved. So they apply
tattoos which, I’m told, will act as aiming
points for the ray gun. Unfortunately
the first x-rays were spoilt because a
large safety pin showed up right in the
middle of the shot. It was located exactly
where we used to put safety pins to hold
baby’s nappies together. The nurses were
very good about this but I spoilt it all
by making one of my silly jokes. I told
them the safety pin was there to help
contain my ardour! This didn’t go down
too well but one of them did manage a
quiet titter (out of kindness for the old
gaffer I suspect).
Anyway! Why the safety pins? I hear
you ask. Well it’s simply that with too
much washing, nether-garments tend to
lose their elasticity. So I re-tension them
with safety pins which work very well,
although if one breaks loose, especially
in a public place, it can be very awkward.
So that’s the end of the beginning.
Now for the 39 steps! That is the number
of times you have to go to hospital to be
zapped. Anyway dear fellow travellers,
the prostate years might lead to a
complete assault on our natural sense of
modesty and dignity. My specialist told
me that when the treatment is concluded
I will be able to put out bushfires but I
think I’d rather leave that to the firemen.

BARRINGTON PLINTH

Part 1 of this story was published in
Somers Paper Nautilus, Vol. 9, Issue
1 (February/March, 2012).

Council court in
the act
In February this year a tree limb fell and
crushed the fence between the court and
the petanque area at the Garden Square
tennis court.
The council was contacted and the
limb duly cut up and removed. When
inquiries were made with the parks
and gardens officer regarding the
replacement of the fence I was informed
that an audit was to take place on the
viability of the court before any further
action would take place.
Time went by and despite further
contact with the council nothing
occurred until I received a series
of emails in August, one of which
informed me that the audit had taken
place and the likely outcome would be
the total removal of the court. The day
after receiving the first of the emails
a contractor arrived at the court and
initially removed the damaged fence
and cleaned up the surrounds but then
removed all of the other sound fencing
of the court.
When I protested at this precipitous
action a meeting was arranged with
the Mornington Peninsula Shire’s
responsible officer Fiona Colquhoun
(team leader recreation planning) on
site with concerned local residents and
a representative of the SRA who had
previously, together with myself, asked
that we be present when the audit took
place.
From the meeting it seemed that
there was a possibility of retaining
the court with new abbreviated ‘catch’
fences at both ends of the court and a
general tidying up of Garden Square. So
perhaps all has not been lost.
As it turned out Fiona had lived
in Somers with her mother and has
played on the court in years past. The
reason for the court’s continued use is
that although there are courts in the
Ron Stone Reserve, the Garden Square
asphalt court is ideal for the young

parent or grandparent with a quite
young child or children just starting off
to learn how to hold a racquet and the

easy availability of an open court in very
pleasant surroundings.
ROD NUSKE

Hang-glider saved from death
On Wednesday 29 June, a cold and windy
day, my partner and I were almost the
only players to try a round at the Flinders
Golf Course. As we approached the fifth
hole we commented on a hang-glider
with a colourful sail going to and fro
over the sea high above us, in a patch
of sunshine, thinking how he must enjoy
looking down at the sea on one side and
the large dam and tree-lined golf course
on the other side. We chipped our balls
onto the putting green, almost side-byside, but as we prepared to putt we heard
a very loud thud just behind us.
We turned to see the hang-glider
coiled up behind his sail, very close to
the dam. He had crossed over a row of
old Cyprus trees but as he tried to land
the wind dropped totally and he dropped
too, about 40 metres onto a green bank,
fortunately soft after all the rain. Even
so he was severely injured, internally
and externally, and was in great pain.
We ran over as the wind picked up
and started to fill the sail, which would
have taken his injured body right into
the deep reservoir and he would have
drowned.
Besides us, nobody saw this happen.

My partner lay on the sail while I undid
the cables attached to his body. We rolled
up the sail to keep it out of the way. A
gardener and his mate turned up a few
minutes later and rang for an ambulance;
they also rang the clubhouse and the
coach and friend soon joined us.
The hang-glider, Matt, just managed
to ring up a friend who came over to
drive his car and his parachute back to his
home. He was shivering and the gardener
covered him with his thick waterproof
coat. Matt’s first four words began with an
‘f ’ – understandably. It was very cold, but
luckily there was a break in the showers.
An ambulance appeared after about 20
minutes; we left to start on the sixth
hole. As we reached the new hole on
the other side of the dam we saw a
helicopter ambulance overhead and
watched it descend and land, taking
away the severely injured hang-glider
strapped to a board. He clearly needed
the facilities of a major hospital in the
city. As nobody had a camera there were
no pictures available of Matt’s flirtation
with death, which might have interested
the media.
JOHN MARTYN
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The last of the
Masters:
Arthur Jack ‘Tassie’ Cusick,
BEM
9 May, 1920 ~ 12 June, 2012

Arthur Jack ‘Tassie’ Cusick was born
on 9 May, 1920, in Swansea, Tasmania,
to Victor Leo Cusick and May Olive
Cusick (nee White). Like most families
in the Depression they were poor.
His father’s initial job was on a sheep
property working with his brother, but
after several years he got a job tending
a boiler in a cement factory on Maria
Island.
Jack had two brothers, Delvie and
Maurice. He went to school until he was
15 and then went out to work as his
father could not find a job. Boys however
could, as they were paid a lower wage.
Jack was never particularly good at
school. However, he was very good at
sport and was in “every bloody team”
as he put it. Some of his favourites were
boxing, sailing, football and cricket.
As his parents kept moving house,
Jack went to four different schools. They
eventually settled and Jack’s first job was
working in a clothes store for 7 shillings
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and 6 pence a week. His employer had
a motto: “You work for me and I will
work you to death.” He was, however,
being underpaid, and as such he was
always on the lookout for another job.
After some time Jack obtained a new
job working in a clothing warehouse
that used to deal with the owner of the
clothing store where he started work.
He turned down a pay rise of an extra
shilling a week because he felt he had
been ill used by his boss. Jack prospered
in his new position taking responsibility
for running the warehouse when the
manager was away.
Several months later, the manager
came over to Jack and said to him, “Look
Sonny, I can’t employ you after you are
21 because you will be entitled to a full
man’s wages and I can’t pay you that.”
Jack said that he understood and that
he’d be truthful too. He told him how
when he was 17 he hoped to be accepted
by the navy. He’d always been very keen
to get into the navy, even when he was
very young. When I asked Jack why, he
said: “Well, I suppose it was in my blood.
My mother was English and everybody
in England has a son in the navy.”
When Jack eventually received the
call from the navy, he turned down the
position offered as it was for a stoker, so
he said to the recruiting officer: “Look,
I would be the world’s worst stoker, I
want to be a seaman. I want to be where
the guns are and where all the action is.”
Eventually in 1938 Jack was offered a
seaman’s position and was the only one
from Tasmania in that intake and went
on to serve in the navy for 30 years. He
liked the life and said that they were
some of the best years of his life.
He started out as an Ordinary
Seaman Second Class, which was what
all recruits were and only could be until
they were 18, at which point they could
be promoted to an Ordinary Seaman.
Before too long, he became an Able
Seaman and then a Leading Seaman.
After that, he moved up to Petty Officer
Seaman and then promoted to Chief
Petty Officer Seaman. Finally at age
37 Jack made it to the highest rank

that someone could get to without a
commission: that is, Senior Sailor and
Master at Arms.
A few years later, during the war,
he intended to get a commission but
the Admiral Jack happened to know
quite well, refused him, saying, “Now
listen Cusick, how the hell do you think
I would get another bosun for your ship
to replace you while you did the officer
training course? Not a hope in the world.
They’re as scarce as hens’ teeth. How
could I get a new bosun? No way. The
best thing to do is to wait until after the
war and think about it, maybe you won’t
see it from the same eyes.”
Jack thought about it and still wanted
to do the course but unfortunately he
was too old by that time, as you had to
be under 34 to get a commission, if you
had come up through the ranks. Now
37, Jack was the youngest Senior Sailor
and Master at Arms that the Australian
navy ever had, and the last.
A couple of years after he left the
navy, the Australian Government sold
most of the ships that Jack used to serve
on and the navy was left with ships that
carried about 300 men, instead of 1000.
The reason that there were no more
Senior Sailors or Masters at Arms after
this was because the rank was only
needed on large ships with companies
of more than 800 sailors.
Jack had many entertaining stories
from his time in the navy but not all of
them were nice. When he was serving
on a minesweeper one of the mines
had not been anchored properly when
it had been deployed and had drifted
slightly from its original position. Jack’s
ship had just passed the mine safely and
their bow wave caused it to swing out
of place and as the ship behind them
came alongside the mine it swung in this
ship’s direction and was blown to pieces.
One of his fondest memories was
meeting Princess Elizabeth, now the
Queen, when she was 15. King George
VI, his wife and two daughters had
come to cheer up the troops protecting
England from the invading Germans.
The Captain of Jack’s ship said to

the King: “I’d like to introduce you to
my Aussie chappie”. Princess Elizabeth
overheard this and came over and started
up a conversation with Jack. He said she
was “a very nice young girl and she has
been a very good Queen. It is something
that I will never forget. One of my best
memories I ever had from my time in
the navy.”
He was on active service for the
entire six years of the war. The first
place he fought was in Britain, on a
ship whose main duty was escorting
convoys of merchant ships up the
English Channel. This was where some
of the worst fighting was taking place
as the German U-boats and E-boats
constantly attacked the convoys.
Many of the escort destroyers and
merchant ships were sunk. Jack was
fighting on British ships because he
had been doing a course on submarine
detection in Britain when the war started
and once their course had finished, the
Australian Government said Britain
could keep the sailors who were over
there at the time. Jack was posted to
British ships for the rest of the war.
The captain of the first ship he was
on was an earl and a good friend of
the King, and it was the captain who
introduced Jack to the King and through
it gave Jack his first chance to meet the
future Queen. Jack describes the captain
as “A wonderful man in every respect;
he was a gentleman.”
One of the worst battles Jack
fought in was for Crete. When I asked
him about it he said: “Much has been
written about the Merry Month of May
but, on May 19, the only ones doing a
‘happy jig’ were the Germans, they were
sweeping all before them. Unfortunately,
the Germans had just decided that the
English were not going to surrender and
as such, were now intent on destroying
the English forces.”
They had decided to try and take
Crete and constantly launched air attacks
on the Allied fleets protecting it. Jack’s
ship was in the Mediterranean fleet at the
time and was tasked, along with other
ships, with defending Crete and, if they

lost the battle, evacuating the survivors.
The battle lasted for six days and six
nights and at the end of it, the sailors
on Jack’s ship were asleep on their feet.
The Germans were bombing them the
whole time and when the battle finally
finished, the Germans had lost 6000
men and the Allied forces had lost 4000.
The Germans had taken Crete but at a
heavy cost.
After the war ended Jack’s fleet went
to Japan and he was there for several
months. He was one of the first groups
of men to enter Hiroshima. He and his
fellow sailors had not been told about
radiation and as such they did not worry
about it.
With everything that has happened
to him Jack was fortunate to survive.
Out of all the friends he had from when
he was in the navy, fewer than five of
them are still alive, either killed in the
war or having passed on.
Two years before Jack left the navy he
applied to do a real estate course and got
a job working for a building company.
He did well in his job before moving to
a new position as the security manager
for the Channel 7 transmitter on top of
Mt Dandenong. He did that for several
years before retiring to Somers which he
knew well from his time at the Cerberus
navy base. He stayed in Somers for 10
years before moving to the Rosebud
Retirement Village.
Jack met his first wife, Pauline, while
he was in the navy. She was in charge of
stores where Jack’s ship had come into
port late at night. The marriage lasted
for 12 years and they had three children:
Patrick, Michael and Jane.
Jack’s second wife, my grandmother,
was called Nadia. He met her after he
had left the navy.
Jack’s oldest son, Patrick, is a
journalist and has lived in Thailand
for the past 20 years. He is the boss
of Daily Planet Media, an environmental
newspaper. Michael is a school principal.
Jane now has four grown-up children.
When Jack was young he was very
good at sport which occupied a lot
of his time. He even scored a century

when he was in the navy at the age of
17 in a cricket match against the army.
Once Jack got too old to play, he liked
to umpire football and cricket. He was
fond of fishing and frequently played
golf with the commodore of the naval
base when he was on leave. Later in life
he enjoyed reading, listening to music
and watching documentaries, historical
programs, sport and English comedies.
When I started this biography, I
didn’t know nearly as much about Jack
as I do now.
This is but a fraction of his story. I
know that he was incredibly brave and
an excellent sailor. He fought in many
battles and was deservedly promoted
very quickly. One of the things he
was most proud of is the fact that he
became the youngest Master at Arms
the Australian navy ever had despite
leaving school at 15 and joining the navy
at 17. He was not only an incredible
sailor though; he is also a good man,
one of the best I know. He is, was and
always will be the last of the Masters.
Medals received by Jack over his 30
years of service include:
The British Empire Medal
The 39–45 Star
The Atlantic Star
The African Star
The Pacific Star
The Defence Medal
The Mine Sweepers Medal
Compiled and edited by TONY DUBOUDIN
from a biography by DANIEL HOHAUS,
Jack Cusick’s step-grandson.
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Our very successful
school basketball teams

The grade 5/6 girls’ team who were undefeated the whole season and
won the grand-final by 10 points. Natalie, Beth, Sheila, Suzi, Myah,
Brianna, Sophie, and Piper. The coach being Jasmine.

The grade 5/6 boys’ team who were also undefeated the whole season
and won the grand-final by 12 points. Jack, Caden, Riley, Corey,
Bailey, Jayden, Trenton, Thomas and Cooper. The coaches are Jason
and Kolie.

Mini Olympics
It is the time of the Olympic Games and our primary school children
held their own mini Olympics on Friday 3 August. Following an
Opening Ceremony the children participated in such events as hockey,
high jumps, relay running etc. In the hockey photograph Caden and
Bailey are seen ready to commence battle while successfully clearing the
high jump in style is Maisie. The students really had a great day and
maybe it has planted a seed for the year 2020.

12

The 10 years and under boys’ team who did so well in the season and
were runners-up in the competition. Ben, Tyler, Elijah, Ben, Dylyn,
Chris, Cooper, and Harry. The coach is Steven.

Grade 6 Graduation is a serious event nowadays so our grade 6 students (and their parents)
organised a car-wash day on Saturday 9 June. To say the least it was a great success. Over
90 cars were processed and lots of sausages and coffee dispensed. Approximately $1300 was
raised! As to the effectiveness of their work I can personally vouch for the result. The Golf has
never looked so good!

And this is why the day was so successful, as the children Gabby, Piper, Teagan, Grace and
Suzi not only worked hard but enjoyed it as well.

Perhaps one of the reasons the car wash was
such a success were Kerry Hannah’s rather
bold efforts to flag down passing motorists.

Tennis Club news

Somers juniors
bring home
a pennant
Somers Tennis Club’s section 5 junior team
brought home a pennant after defeating
Dromana five sets to one in the grand final
at Rosebud after finishing the season on
top of the ladder.
Members of the wining team were:
Caden Adams, Harry Tucker, Andrew
Mikkelson and Andrew Wilson.
The weather during the season was
some of the worst the four junior Somers
teams would have experienced with some
teams washed out five or six times. Despite
the weather and uneven rounds of matches
the performance of the junior teams was
excellent.
In section 2 the Somers team was
placed second losing the preliminary final
to Mount Martha. Team members were
Mitchell Tucker, Daniel Gouthro-Dowling,

The winning section 5 junior team (left to right): Andrew Mikkelson, Caden Adams, Harry
Tucker and Andrew Wilson.
Jackson Hannah and Ryan Routh.
The section 8 finished in fourth
position and just missed playing in the
finals. Section 8 team members were:
Taylah Hannah, Sebastian Francis and
Jevvan Mealey.

The section 10 had a great season
finishing in fourth position only one
point out of playing in the finals. Team
members were: Ebony Vince, James
Seward, Lachlan Lee-Smith and Tristan
Bitters.
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Somers Yacht Club news

New sea rescue boat
Somers Yacht Club has a new rescue
boat for the coming sailing season – a
Russian-made 5.7-metre BRIG brand
Rigid Inflatable Boat (RIB).
The new boat will replace the club’s
aluminium boat designated SA1 that has
done sterling service for more than 20
years as start boat.
The sailing committee decided to
purchase a new boat because SA1 had
reached the end of her useful life.
Members of the committee spent
several months investigating the various
options for a replacement.
As most other clubs are using RIBs
it was felt Somers Yacht Club should
have a closer look at them.
Several members involved in sea
rescue visited yacht clubs using similar
boats and acted as crew on a couple of
occasions at two of these clubs. The
advantages of the RIB soon became
clear and the decision was made to
purchase a BRIG. Interestingly the

boat is manufactured in Russia by the
space engineers made redundant with
the cutback in the space program.
The boat has a fibreglass hull with
Hypalon tubes, centre console and 90HP Mercury four-stroke engine. It is
ideally suited for coaching and large
enough to handle the big seas sometimes
encountered at Somers.

Local sailors selected for special squad
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Two Somers teenagers have been
selected to become members of the
Yachting Victoria development squad
and the national youth sailing squad.
Michelle Bursa and Chelsea Haynes
are both 16 and have known each other
since they were three. They grew up
together as neighbours in Somers and
have sailed a Hobie 16, Vitamin Sea,
together since October 2011 at Somers
Yacht Club.
As well as competing in the Hobie
Nationals and Youth Nationals this year,
the girls have represented Somers Yacht
Club at the Torquay YC Australia Day
Cat Regatta, the OAMPS 2012 Victorian
Youth Championship at Sorrento, the
Bad News Regatta at Currumbin,
Queensland, and the Victorian Hobie
state titles at Westernport Yacht Club.
Michelle and Chelsea have continued
to sail together over winter aiming to get
about six hours on the water each week.
Best results this year are: 3rd Australia
Day Cat Regatta, 5th 2012 Hobie state
titles (open), 2nd 2012 Victorian Youth
Championship.
The girls were awarded the Victorian
Sailing Cup (Hobie 16) at the Yachting
Victoria awards night in June.

My time at
Somers Camp
Following are four reports from Somers Primary
School children who attended the Education
Camp in Lord Somers Road from 12–20 June.

Somers Yacht Club members Harrison and Lucy Ede proudly hold the perpetual State Junior
Mirror cup which they won at the Victorian Mirror Championships against very strong
opposition. They also achieved the distinction of being 3rd overall. It is now 30 years since their
father Nic also won the junior title with Mike Schwarz.

On 12 June we went to Somers Camp.
A handful of kids from each school
on the Peninsula were chosen for this
camp to make new friends and have a
great experience. 160 people around the
Peninsula came to the camp, including the
teachers. It was a great experience for me
as we stayed at the camp for up to nine
days. You lost count of time sometimes
because you were busy with activities,
the people were great and the food was
delicious. One of my favourite activities
was making damper because we learned
how to make billy tea, make Milo and
s’mores. Everyone made new friends and
had a great experience.

RILEY ARMSTRONG

I went to Somers Camp in June. I went
on the giant swing, the flying fox and
low ropes course and high ropes course.
We went boating and on a night hike. I
slept in hut 7 and every night we had fun
activities like concerts, discos, bush dance
and a camp fire. Every night after dinner
the canteen was open and everyone in
the camp got $8 each to spend.

KATELYN GRIFFITH

Somers Camp was a great experience for
me because it had everything from the
rock climbing to great food. My favourite
activity was archery and I did it almost
every day for the morning activity. I
wanted to go to the Somers Camp
because I wanted a challenge and because
I’ve never been away from home so long.
All the people were really friendly and
the staff tried really hard to find people
friends. It was weird being so close to
home but not being allowed to leave.
Visitors’ day was great because I could
show my parents and younger brothers
and sister around the camp.

LACHLAN LEE-SMITH
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I went to Somers Camp from June 12–
20. I was in hut 5. The food was good. At
camp, we did archery, challenge swing,
rock climbing, environmental studies,
flying fox, abseiling, high ropes and low
ropes courses, boating and much more. I
would recommend if you got the chance
to go, go!!!

MYAH BRUYNEN

All the children enjoyed their archery lessons
and who knows it may be that this will lead
to representing Australia in the Olympic
Games one day. Lachlan, Myah and Riley
examine the result of their endeavours.

Katelyn was quite captivated by the camp’s
guinea pigs and I think this feeling was
reciprocated.
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Ellie Cole,
Paralympian
The Somers school children were excited
to receive a visit from Ellie Cole which
had been arranged by one of the local
parents. Ellie was known to Somers
Principal David Ingham as she was a
pupil at Mt Eliza North Primary when
he was principal there.
The whole school gathered in
the assembly area and were quite
overcome to be in the presence of an
Olympian. Ellie spoke of her disability
(an amputated leg due to cancer at age
3), being positive despite this, how
she became involved in swimming by
attending lessons at an early age, and
her desire to excel despite a disability.
Ellie began competitive swimming

in 2003 and by 2006 had won a silver
medal in the IPC World Championships.
In 2008 in the Paralympics at Beijing she
again won silver in the 100m butterfly
S9 event and bronze medals in the 400m
freestyle and 100m backstroke. Since
then Ellie has won other many other
gold, silver and bronze medals as well
as breaking a world record in the 100m
freestyle multi-disability event. She was
coached for the London Paralympics
at the Australian Institute of Sport,
Canberra.
After such an inspiration, the
children sent letters of support to
Ellie and other Paralympians. This just
may have contributed to Ellie winning
four gold medals (100m backstroke,
100m freestyle, 4x100m freestyle relay
and the medley relay) and two bronze
(400m and 50m freestyle) in London.
Congratulations, Ellie.

Another Somers
Recently we were driving through
Montana in the US heading towards
Glacier National Park on the Canadian
Border. For about 45km we drove along
the shore of Flathead Lake, named after
the local native American tribe, many of
whom still live on the nearby Flathead
Reservation. This is very picturesque
country – the lake lies between the Salish
Mountains to the west and the Mission
Mountains to the east and is of glacial
origin. It is also reputedly the home of
the Flathead Lake Monster, but it failed
to make an appearance during our visit.
At its deepest the lake is 113 metres
deep, so a monster could well be lurking
down there!
Towards the head of the lake, we
were rather surprised to see a sign
pointing to ‘Somers’, so we had to turn
off. Here we found a delightful small
town (population 556 in 2000) clustered
around Kalispell Bay. It is obviously a
popular fishing spot, and it also boasts
a marina with both sailing yachts and
motor boats moored there. There were
also a number of small islands one
to two hectares in area with just one
house on each, and within about 50
metres of the shore. We didn’t notice
any beaches, but with an elevation of
nearly 1000 metres above sea level,
and close to Glacier National Park, I

Peace has a great deal to do
with warm-heartedness and
respect for the lives of others,
avoiding doing them harm
and regarding their lives as
being as precious as our own.
If, on that basis, we can also
be of help to others, so much
the better.
THE DALAI LAMA

suspect the water temperature rarely if
ever reached a temperature comfortable
for swimming. Whilst the lake is quite
large, the shoreline is very irregular, with
many small coves and headlands, and
back from the shoreline is mainly fairly

hilly, so houses not on the shoreline still
enjoyed a view of the water between
the many trees.
Perhaps we should establish a ‘twin
towns’ relationship?
JEREMY GRANT

Jean and Jeremy Grant in Somers on the shore of Flathead Lake, Montana.

Welcome to historic Somers indeed. The town was created in 1900 when a sawmill was built
to provide sleepers for the Great Northern Railroad and the company erected homes for their
workers. The mill finally closed in 1948. The temperature range for the town is from 2º to
36º and its elevation is 889 metres. The Glacier National Park is not far away. Somers was
named after George E. Somers who was the Vice President of the GNR and was responsible
for overseeing and expediting the lumber town.
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10th Anniversary
Somers Arts Fair
Who at the inaugural Somers Arts Fair
in 2002 could have envisioned the size
and scale it would become for our 10th
anniversary? In 2011 there were over 420
artworks for sale and 2012 is shaping
up to be our most successful year, as
we continue with our signature eclectic
mix of art show and fair. Without the
selfless support of the dedicated parent
volunteers and the generosity of our
community, such an ambitious event
could never take place.
The aim of the Arts Fair is to provide
a true country-style fair and art show
that has something for everyone. We
will have live musical entertainment,
face painting, children’s games and
activities. The popular market stalls will
be selling local crafts, cakes, gourmet
food (new this year will be a delicious
beef spit roast), local wine and beer,
snow cones and show bags to name just
a few. The Balnarring Scout Group has
many activities planned including rocket
launcher and targets.
Our workshops were enjoyed by
many last year and can be pre-booked

The 2011 totem pole ensemble.

2011 painting by Sara Catena.
through the school office from
September. Geoff Hook is returning
to hold his popular caricature workshop.
The cartoons he creates during his
workshop will be auctioned at 2pm
along with our totem poles and other
donated artworks. Renshi Pete Smedley
will be running Zen Do Kai martialart outdoor sessions for anyone over
5. Local artist Monique Morey will run
pastel demonstration classes for children
and adults; these will be in a marquee
and will be on a ‘come and try’ basis.
Soul Circus is excited about performing
their piece, ‘The Carnival’ on stage and
holding a circus workshop.
The Cyprus pine logs have been
delivered to our artists and they are
busy creating our highly sought-after
totem poles. We are very grateful to
Michael Leeworthy, Paul Mutimer, Ron
Roach, Gaye Sloan, Andrew Wilson,
Kirsty Bell, and Belinda Armstrong
(who is designing an individual totem
pole and collaborating with a local
Aboriginal artist group on another), for
volunteering their time and expertise.
A new addition to our program for
the 10th anniversary is the celebration
of sculpture. The popularity of the
outdoor sculpture for sale in previous
years convinced us to extend our range
of indoor works. We are pleased to
announce sculptor Sam Larwill will be
exhibiting. Bernie Shalekoff is exhibiting
10 exquisite walking companions

intricately detailed by the wood-burn
method and a mounted wood-burn
sculpture. They will be very popular!
The deadline for entry forms
is looming. If you are intending
to exhibit, the forms need to be
submitted on or before 28 September.
Money raised at previous Arts Fairs
has provided Somers Primary School
with essential academic programs,
equipment and infrastructure that
otherwise would not have been possible
for such a small school. Our school
choir is one such recipient and will be
performing during the fair. Last year’s
proceeds enabled the school to purchase
more computers, teaching resources and
a shade structure for the playground.
The Somers Arts Fair committee
would like to extend an invitation to all
to join us for an enjoyable family day
on 28 October, from 10am to 4pm at
the Somers Primary School.

MORAG SEWARD

Heard from a
Grumpy
If cars are required to be road
worthy then perhaps roads
should be required to be car
worthy!
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How to make a Pipe Cleaner Fairy
Materials: 1 pipe cleaner, ½ a pipe cleaner, wool, large wooden

A fairy song
by William Shakespeare

bead, 2 smaller coloured beads, silk flower petals from a dis-

Over hill, over dale,
with a small slit in the centre), permanent marker.
Through bush, through brier,
Method: 1. Start with the larger pipe cleaner bent in half for
Over park, over pale,
the main body and legs. Tuck the wool in the centre of the bent Through flood, through fire!
pipe cleaner. Twist the pipe cleaner over the wool (hair) to hold I do wander everywhere,
the wool in place. 2. Thread on the large wooden bead (head)
Swifter than the moon’s sphere;
so that it looks as if the hair is coming out of the head in crazy
And I serve the Fairy Queen,
waves. 3. Twist the second pipe cleaner around the body, just
To dew her orbs upon the green;
under the bead, to make the arms. Now, bend the arms towards
The cowslips tall her pensioners be;
the body and twist to create little loops for hands. 4. Slide the
In their gold coats spots you see;
smaller coloured beads to
Those be rubies, fairy favours;
give your fairy a body.
In those freckles live their savours;
5. Finally, bend the two
I must go seek some dewdrops here,
legs up towards the body
And hang a pearl in every cowslip’s
and twist to create two litear.
assembled silk flower (or you can use a circular piece of material

tle loops for feet. 6. Draw

on eyes and a mouth to finish your fairy.

How to make a Fairy House for your pipe cleaner fairy
Materials: Any empty and cleaned large plastic bottle, for example
fabric softener bottle or large juice bottle, or large milk bottle etc., craft
knife, fairy stickers, glitter glue, silk flowers, gumnuts, gum leaves, curly
ribbon, feathers, bits of lace, hot glue gun.
Method: 1. Cut out doors and windows with a craft knife (adults only). 2. Decorate the fairy house with stickers, glitter glue, and curly
ribbon. Next, use the hot glue gun to stick on fabric flowers, gumnuts,
and gum leaves.

20

Dragon Glove Puppets

Dragon Scale Pizza

Materials: Old gloves,
coloured felt, buttons,
needle and thread.
Method: 1. Cut two wings
and a crest from your felt,
for each of the gloves. Sew
the crest and felt to the
top of the glove. 2. Next,
sew on two buttons on top
of each other (the large
one on the bottom and the
smaller one on top) to
make eyes.

Note: To make sewing
easier put a cup inside the
glove to prevent stitching
through to the other
side.

JOKE

A.

Ingredients:
1 pita bread, pizza sauce, salami,
mozzarella cheese.
Method:
1.
Spread the pizza sauce on the pita
bread.
2.
Layer the salami so that they are
overlapping a little bit and look like
Dragon Scales.
3.
Top with a little bit of Mozzarella
cheese.
4.
Cook in the oven at 180OC for 10
minutes or until the cheese has melted.

Did you know? According to the Chinese Zodiac Calendar, the Year of the Dragon runs
from 23 January 2012 to 9 February 2013. The
Dragon is the fifth sign in the Chinese Horoscope and signifies luck.

Past Years Of The Dragon: 2000, 1988, 1976,
1964, 1952, 1940, 1928, 1916

COLOUR IN

Q. What
is a dragon’s
favourite
vegetable?
Chilli pepper !
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The busy Bartholomews
With Anne Duff and Bart Bartholomew
circling the world in different directions
over many years, it was a wonder the two
of them ever met at all. Anne was near 40
and she was having such an adventurous
life that getting married to some bloke
or other didn’t seem a priority. Anne is
a city girl who grew up in Strathmore,
Victoria and she was a contented child
in a very large family. In fact she had no
fewer than seven siblings. They all got on
well together and to this day they enjoy
great family gatherings.
On leaving school Anne studied to
be a teacher and so commenced what
might have been a life-long career but
she soon found standing in a classroom a
bit confining, especially when outside the
window and beyond, she was conscious
that there was a whole world waiting to
be explored. So in 1975, like so many
of us, Anne set off for London. She
travelled for a year but the Big Apple
called and Anne went to work for the
Australian Consulate in New York.
Life at the Consulate in Manhattan was

exciting and glamorous. She dealt with
Australians wanting to do business in
the United States and she can remember
helping Film Australia representatives
put on screenings of new Australian
films and entertaining the potential
US distributors. By now Anne realised
that the world of business, finance and
superannuation was her thing so she
went back to the United Kingdom and
completed a Masters degree in Business
Administration. However, on a visit back
to Australia in 1984, something happened
that altered her trajectory somewhat.
Bart was born and grew up in
Hertfordshire in England and he enjoyed
a very happy childhood in the (then)
semi-rural environment, but the peace
was shattered when the German blitz
hit London. Hertfordshire was too close
and not only that, there was an RAF base
nearby as well as the deHavilland aircraft
factory where Lancaster bombers were
being built. This was all very exciting
before the war for a small boy; in fact Bart
recalls that one of the first words he could

Anne and Bart Bartholomew, owners and custodians of the Larwill
house and studio.
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spell was, of all things, Messerschmitt.
However, when the war hit and even as
a boy, Bart was aware of the tragic things
that were going on. For instance, he could
see the bomber formations flying off on
their missions and when the formations
returned broken, he knew what it meant.
For a brief while Bart was evacuated to
Yorkshire but then the war ended and
it was time to get on with growing up.
In adulthood, Bart became an
advertising man and as a young accounts
executive he worked in Mayfair, followed
by a stint in Madison Avenue, New York.
He said he had some fantastic accounts
and the agency sent him to handle
business abroad. He lived in Jamaica for
six years and his son Scott was born there.
In 1969 Bart migrated to Australia and
took up a position with the prominent
agency USP Needham, where he says he
had a lot of fun in this highly creative
atmosphere. He then worked for a period
in the fashion industry and next, had a go
at real estate, with some success. Finally
he got into an area that really interested
him and that was the field of electronics
and science. He joined a company that
imported scientific instruments, especially
those associated with engineering
applications and in particular to do with
condition monitoring. Bart stayed with
the company for 18 years, right up to the
time of his retirement.
This brings us to the connecting
point between Bart and Anne. Anne
was involved in a group called the Joan
Littlewood Younger Set. It was a charity
organisation and one day Bart came
along to the monthly cocktail party. At
subsequent meetings Bart came and then
he came again and so on. Anne and Bart
got talking and they soon felt comfortable
together and then they started dating and
in time they became very comfortable
together indeed. They decided to marry
and were absolutely delighted when
Bart’s very elderly parents decided to
come out from England for the wedding.
Anne and Bart lived in Prahran for
some years but on a business trip to the
BHP plant in Hastings, Bart felt attracted
to the Westernport region. Subsequently

Anne and Bart went for a drive and found
themselves in Somers. And that was it!
Two weeks later they bought a house in
Alexander Avenue and then, 10 years later,
when the Larwill house came onto the
market they bought it. Bart had known
the late artist, David Larwill for some
years and Anne and Bart now consider
themselves to be lucky to be living in such
a beautiful house. It’s a lovely sunny house
but Anne and Bart were not contented
to simply sit in it. They were already
established members of the Somers
Yacht Club. Bart learnt to sail in Sabres
but Anne prefers dry sailing; she worked
on the start boat and more recently in the
tower, monitoring the races.
Anne worked in investment
management and research and financial

planning from 1984 to when she retired
in 2010. She was particularly pleased to
have been seconded to work during a
period of six years on a hearings panel
for complaints made to the Financial
Ombudsman’s Service. Her qualifications
and experience in finance have not been
sidelined. She was appointed to the board
of the Balnarring and District Community
Bank recently and for some time she
has been the treasurer of the Somers
Residents Association.
Bart’s the typical Englishman; he
loves tinkering. He has a room full of
bicycle frames and wheels but doesn’t
seem entirely clear on what he intends to
do with them. He also owns a beautiful
classic Velocette motorcycle and there’s
a Porche 9/11 residing in a friend’s

The Deane of music
Ron Deane has always been fascinated by the sound of the
human voice in song. As a youth in Adelaide he would lie quietly
in front of the wireless listening to the tenors and contraltos
with rapt attention. So it was little wonder that his love of and
interest in music continued when the high school had a strong
music program and his church a choir. Even the boy scouts
put on yearly concerts in which he became an important part
of their production. In his teenage years Ron used his pocket
money to build an extensive record collection which in more
recent times has become a formidable CD library. When he
was in his early 20s, the church put on a production of The
Pirates of Penzance with the church members practising for 12
months before their two sell-out performances in which he
sang the lead role of the Pirate King.
After Ron joined the Commonwealth Serum Laboratories
he spent five years in Perth where he joined the Gilbert and
Sullivan Society and was on stage for shows such as The Mikado,
and Trial by Jury. In 1959 in Perth, he was involved in possibly
the most exciting of his stage performances by singing in the
Australian Opera’s production of Pagliacci.
After becoming Marketing Director of CSL he travelled
extensively to capitals of the world such as London, Paris,
New York and Berlin and always made time available to attend
performances in their opera houses.
On his retirement to Somers with wife Marcia, Ron joined
the existing Probus Men’s Choir initiated and then led by Bruce
Margetts. Ron took over as conductor allowing Bruce with his
beautiful tenor voice to join the tenor section and also sing solos.
Some five years ago Ron was approached to join community
radio 3RPP, broadcasting on 98.3 FM and 98.7 FM from

shed and naturally, he belongs to the
Somers ‘CHAOS’ car club. And now
for something entirely different: Bart is
a student at U3A, studying the plastic
arts and among other works, he has a
sculptured form of a lady with generous
hips on the mantelpiece to show for it.
So the Bartholomews have certainly
made the most of the Somers living
experience. They enjoy the village life
and are very happy to be an integral part
of it; indeed, many Somers people will
know Bart as the auctioneer at the annual
Somers Arts Fair. He will be seen at the
next fair on 28 October, wielding his
hammer and knocking down art works.
This is when multi-skilling comes in very
handy.

BARRY MERTON

Mornington. He and two other alternate presenters provide a
program that follows along the lines of the program ‘Singers
of Renown’ that John Cargher hosted on the ABC for decades.
This means that there are exerpts from opera and musical
comedy whilst listeners are also encouraged to request their
own choice of music. You can hear the program on Mondays
from 1pm until 3pm and on Wednesdays from 2pm until 4pm.
If any men regardless of age feel they would like to join the
men’s choir, I think they will find, as the current members do,
that it will lift you emotionally and you will feel physically better
after a good evening of singing. Ron and the choir members
would make you most welcome at their choir practises in
the Community Hall at the Ron Stone Reserve on Thursday
evenings at 7pm. Any enquiries to Ron on 5983 5842.
ROD NUSKE
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Children’s book review

Grow It, Eat It
Publisher: Dorling Kindersley
Genre: Non-fiction, gardening
Age range: 6 plus; Author: Royal
Horticultural Society

This is the perfect book for the kids of
Somers. It immerses children in their
backyards by growing their own fruit
and vegetables, and then continuing that
journey into the kitchen; it’s a gardening
and cookery book all in one. Children
will learn how to plant seeds and then
turn their crop into delicious meals they
can eat. Because children have ownership
of the plant from beginning to end it
encourages them and the family to try
out new fruit and vegetables, experiment
with recipes and to eat healthily.
There are juicy tomatoes that make
fantastic pizzas, plump strawberries
that can be turned into strawberry
meringues, sunflowers that grow so tall
and the seeds make yummy bread, dark
purple aubergine fruits (yes, they are a
fruit) that stack into delicious tomato
and aubergine towers and many, more
tempting treats.
Children will discover how
plants grow, in simple terms, from
photosynthesis through to pollination.
They also learn the importance of caring
for plants and the land – composting,

mulching, bugs and proper water usage.
Then there are the exciting bits: the
children get to pick and collect their
crop, there are recipes to choose and
they must plan for next year’s crop with
harvesting, drying and seed-banking.
It’s a great book for friends who have
children in the city, as you don’t need
a big garden: Grow It, Eat It includes
plants that can be grown in pots too.
My children have become fascinated
with where their food comes from. Much
of this originated from their fascination
with their chickens beginning to lay
eggs – eggs don’t come from brown
cartons! We refer to this book a lot as
it demonstrates the whole growth cycle
of plants and the photos are beautiful.
This is a great book to have in the
kitchen, children’s resource area or on
the coffee table and if you borrow or
buy it you must surprise the kids and
cook them the jacket-potato mice (in
the ‘more recipes’ section at the back).
They might even eat the radish ears –
mine did!
KARINA SMITH

Penny Woodward’s
latest gardening
book

those of us who haven’t quite achieved
this degree of health in our gardens,
the book includes a list of flowers that
attract insect predators.
It is attractively printed and a fount
of useful information to all gardeners
(as all Penny’s previous volumes have
been) and retails at $27.95.
This is Penny’s seventh book,
including an earlier version of this
volume which sold 20,000 copies over
10 years and the extremely popular Herbs
for Australian gardens.
ROD NUSKE

The latest book by Somers resident
Penny Woodward is Pest-repellent Plants –
for an organic solution to garden and household
pests. I can assure you that if your house
partner has turned out to be somewhat
of a pest then I regret this book will
not help you, but should the pest be an
insect or of a fungal, bacterial or viral
nature then Penny can provide help in
this latest practical book.
Though she does make the point
that, “A garden should be a haven of
growth and balance, not a place of
destruction. If your garden is healthy
then the pests will generally live in
balance with their predators.” To assist
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Book review

The Happiest Refugee: A memoir

by Anh Do

Anh Do’s book begins in the Indian
Ocean in a nine-metre fishing boat
with 40 other Vietnamese refugees. It
is 1980 and they are escaping from wartorn Vietnam. He is 2 years old and sick
from dehydration, his mother desperate
and unable to do anything to help him.
His family and friends encounter brutal
pirates and the imminent threat of death
by hunger and disease as they drift for
days, but nothing can diminish their
desire to make a better life in Australia,
where freedom exists.
Today Anh Do is one of Australia’s
leading comedians. He has also acted
in television series and films, written
screenplays, is a sought-after keynote
speaker and has written this memoir,
ironically titled The Happiest Refugee. It
is part family history and part account
of an unconventional and unpredictable
career. Anh’s memoir has been so well
received with booksellers it was reprinted
even before its official release.
The Happiest Refugee is loaded with
lots of humour. It’s so refreshing
and so frank; much like his stand-up
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performances. Anh uses this humour to
describe a real but quite painful picture of
his upbringing in Sydney. His attributes,
eternal optimism, a forgiving nature and
his amazing ability to laugh at himself
enable him to cope with a childhood in
war-torn Vietnam, and the early years
in Australia which were dominated
by poverty and paternal drinking and
violence. This humour and candour are
beautifully illustrated throughout the
book. For example, while his basketball
buddies wore designer sports shoes, he
bought another brand, Kind Lions, for
$15 at an Asian grocery store. To get grip
on the court he had to rub soft drink on
the soles. He describes living illegally in
a factory in Sydney with many cousins,
a karaoke singing Gran and his uncles
who were named in birth order: Uncle
Five, Uncle Six and Uncle Nine etc.
His family’s hardships and transitions
as migrants are very moving. The
difficulties they faced and the way they
dealt with them with such grace set a
great example to others who are born
more privileged. Anh’s mother often
couldn’t afford sports uniforms and
textbooks so he tolerated detention for
‘forgetting’ his non-existent textbooks
rather than admit his mother couldn’t
afford them.
Despite all of this Anh did well at
school and studied law at the University
of Technology, Sydney. He has an
amazing relationship with his mother.
His father abandoned his mother (who
couldn’t read or speak English) and
three children; so his mother struggled
to support the family on her own. Her
self-sacrifice has continued to be an
inspiration to Anh throughout his life.
Another motivation was a comedian
he met when he was about to sign on
for a 60-hour-a-week corporate job.
Anh asked how many hours he worked.

“Four,” the answer came back. Ahn
became a comedian!
One of his first gigs was in regional
NSW at an RSL club in the late 1990s.
The young Vietnamese novice comedian
stepped on stage to face 200 guys sitting
quietly remembering fallen comrades
who were shot by Asian men. “Bloody
hell!” he thought.
After five minutes of performing to
stony silence one of the Vietnam Vets
started shooting imaginary bullets at Anh
with accompanying “pap! pap!” sounds.
Anh Doh remembers it as the hardest gig
he reckons he’s ever done. But “slowly,
slowly, I won them over. The old guys
finally realised that if they closed their
eyes, this Vietnamese kid was actually
just an Aussie comedian up there talking
about his working-class childhood. After
the show an old guy came up to me,
slapped me on the back and said, “Jeez,
you’re funny for a slope.” It was meant
as a compliment. One of the ex-Diggers
bought him a beer after the show.
Ahn believes comedy is a great way
of breaking down barriers whether
they be racial, social or religious. And
comedy is a great confidence builder. He
is confident he will never again find an
audience “even remotely that terrifying”.
The Happiest Refugee Awards:
Overall Winner, Indie Book of the
Year Award 2011
Winner, Non-fiction Indie Book of
the Year 2011
Winner, The 2011 Nielsen BookData
Booksellers’ (ABA) Choice Award
Winner, ABIA (Australian Book
Industry Awards) Book of the Year
Winner, ABIA Newcomer of the
Year 2011
Joint winner, ABIA Biography of
the Year 2011 Shortlisted, 2011 NSW
Premier’s Literar y Awards,
Community Relations Commission
Award
Ahn Do is now married, lives in
NSW and is a father of three young
boys. His story will move and amuse all
who read it.

Compiled by KARINA SMITH

Bastille Day

Certainly it would be appropriate that to celebrate Bastille Day one
should play boule, wear a beret and quaff a pleasant red. This was
the case at Garden Square where Michael Wilson and Stephen Brown
toasted French National Day during one of the fortnightly gatherings
of the boule (or is it petanque?) enthusiasts.

Mum’s hollow log
When I was small and Mother wished
for a hollow log, I wondered why.
A log! Too small with lots of dirt
and jaggy bits to stick in your ears!
How would Mum fit in there?
Still every so often, she wished for a hollow log
to hide away, from what I asked?
There are snakes in there and rabbits too.
Why not stick with us,
we’re good company and cleaner too!
One day I knew, it was us you see,
we bugged her too much
and wouldn’t do the jobs she asked,
or just to be quiet!
She wished for that hollow log!
Then we grew and left the nest,
with fewer at home, but!
Still she wished for that hollow log.
Eventually it was just her and Dad.
The caravan became the hollow log on wheels.
For years and years, twelve in all,
they roamed the bush, they dug for gems,
they fished, crafted and talked.
They celebrated 80th birthdays far away;
in that hollow log they loved so well.
But Dad got sick and home did trot,
we nursed him there,
and then he was not!
We built Mum a new place, no wheels; she wished!
On her own, just Mum in her hollow log.
For a while it served her well.
Craft work, shopping and chat on the phone.

Everyone is most anxious to find out which of the boules is closest to
the jack.

She drove her car for years quite well.
Then came a day she felt unwell,
but she wouldn’t tell!
Lorraine discovered her kidney failings,
Mum was slow, not doing well at all.
Lorraine prescribed holidays at Warrnambool.
Wendy went and packed up Nanna,
took her back to Warrnambool!
Lorraine’s big house became the new hollow log.
Big enough, clean, no sticks in your ear, no snakes,
just a lovely place with rugs and comfy bed
and chair that stood you up or sat you down,
with crafty stuff and telephone, all handy in this hollow log.
For years Mum enjoyed her peace,
this hollow log she shared with Lorraine.
Then sadly she wore out some more and died.
We had to find a new hollow log,
a lovely box we planted six feet down.
For Mum we know, this wasn’t all,
her things she left, her bones and all,
but the best of her, to God it flew.
St Peter said, “welcome Irma,
your last hollow log is more a marble hall”.
So Mum, we ponder how it is,
no phones to chat, but chat you do.
You catch up with your Mum and rellies older too,
and Dad, Peter, Ann, Rene, Myrt and more!
One day dear Mum, we’ll come and chat some more!
For us just now, it’s not our role,
to seek for ourselves that hollow log.
But enjoy the company we have
and do the best we can to cheer,
those dear ones we have, still here!
KEVIN CLOSE
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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

www.justshoreline.com.au
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Of All My Somers
Infinite, the white-crowned waves don’t stop for merely
man-made yellow lines
nor do the massed sands shift to bluff of groynes or huff
and puff of Shire signs;
the sheoaks, wattles, tea tree, gums and grasslands of the
Bunurung’s Coolort,
our recent Sandy Point, were unpierced by the alien spears
of steel poles
bearing ironically black icons of European breeds of
dogs, horses, bottles,
naturists, all severed with a censorious diagonal of ‘No!’,
or ‘Not Between 9am and 7pm’,
as if time and space and the grace of Creation’s elements
can somehow be proclaimed,
proscribed, denied: in our pettiness and arrogance we
presume to ‘take control’,
we must control, must plan, must take a rational and
scientific stance
if we are to ‘enhance and optimise’ this our coastal village
‘green wedge’.
The Bunurung; the coastal village; the allure of past and
better times,
the dreamy cream-white haze of nostalgia and idyllic
Dreamtime;
images of a dozen Kulin clans seasonally, holistically,
attuned to
the patterns of the possums, kangaroos, the copperheads
and browns,
farming fish with stone-walled dams and shelling oysters
gathered from
the plentiful rock-pools lapping gently at low-tide;
ride the sweet pipe-dreams of good-willed and generous
Stone and Byrne
nostalgia, benignly ride the pre-‘Weed’ aromatic pipes of
Dr. Pat’s Tobacco
from Mr Robbey’s Crib Point fruit and vegie truck, or
Perrott’s Butchers in
1920s van from distant Hastings town, hear the milky’s
Clydesdale clip-clopping
from Balnarring, horse-whispering the way to go
regardless of the sobriety
or wakefulness of the dairy man behind the reins: all pipesmoke and mirrors dreams,
as far back as William Hovell fanning smoke signals, to
sealers at Ventnor,
from his explorers’ campfire at Sandy Point, and from as
near as twenty years ago
when my own children, with those of the Ralls, the
Booths, the Leas and countless

optimistic others swam Creek Beach blissfully, ran happily
on the tennis courts at
Garden Square, built cubbies amidst the rampant ferns and
trees of Banksia:
the point of all nostalgia is this looking back to better, and
the begging question:
are we any better off with the Somers which we are now
complicit in creating?
I know: in the face of such a complex question, in which our
‘secret’ Somers haven
inevitably must take its place and shape within the wider
social context of
these changed and challengingly forever-changing times,
I’ll seek an instant answer:
from the study of my PC Neighbourhood Energy and
solar-powered home, I’ll Google,
all hail Omniscient Google, I’ll Barney Google with my
Goo-Goo Googly Senior’s eyes,
‘Sustainable Coastal Villages’ and the solution will appear
as quickly as Standard Somers
Wireless Time allows, which means don’t hold my breath,
as I chase up the death and life
of this Somers that breathlessly and gratefully and now
how often anxiously I love!

ROSS TOPHAM

I acknowledge Bruce Bennet’s history All Our Somers for some
of the ideas in this poem.

A century into the future

When Googling the history of the hansom cab, this French
postcard popped up. It’s a drawing by Jean Marc Coté in 1899
depicting his idea of an aerial cab in the year 2000. Considering
the situation we suffer now on the roads, even down here on
the Peninsula, perhaps we should be considering such an idea
for the year 3000.
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Passion mashing (also known as yarn bombing – crochet and
knitting decoration) on Williams Point track (Photo, Anne Doran)

A portion of the Blackberry from the track – it went right down to
the gully. (Photo, Rosemary Birney)

Crazy women do crazy things
For months the crazy ladies (and chaps) of Williams Point have
been attacking steep slopes covered with Blackberry, falling into
unseen holes amongst the brambles, sliding into the grabbing
thorny tentacles of monster weed banks – and ‘why are you
doing this?’ you ask.
These crazy ladies (and chaps) have been trying to give nature
a hand by removing the exotic weed and replanting the slopes
with indigenous groundcover that will hold the soil together,
help to restore the soil micro-flora and bring back the natural
balance to the site.
It’s a huge job and maybe we are tilting at windmills but if A sea of Blackberry and other weeds being removed by hand by Anne
you have been down the Williams Point track lately (the beach Doran (bottom of Williams Point track). (Photo, Rosemary Birney)
access track off the Tasman Road S bends) you will have seen
the exposed bodies of Coastal Banksias lying rotting amongst Passionfruit, Bridal Creeper and Asparagus Fern.
the weed ‘mulch’ and maybe you have wondered why they
The soil is full of water and left to grow this spring the
died and why the surviving trees look so stressed while Sweet weed would have taken another almighty leap. This is the right
Pittosporum have flourished along with Blackberry, Ginger, time to tip the balance in favour of the original vegetation and
replant native habitat.
The Port Phillip and Westernport Catchment Management
Authority is supporting this project through its Community
Grant program.
Coast Care has supported the work on the eastern side of
South Sea Reserve and a Caring for Country Landscape grant
also provided some plants for the eastern side.
Mornington Peninsula Shire Council provides ongoing
support for the project.
The volunteers provide their labour and expertise for free and
they pay for some of the plants, tools and consumables, such
as all the weed bags and chemicals. FOLKLAW, the SFCM and
John Blogg have very generously provided some of the plants.
Thank you very much.
The reward for the volunteers and Somers will be a successful
A windy cold day with the Mayor Frank Martin, Rosemary Birney
and Anne Doran at the bottom of the Williams Point track – photo outcome. We are hoping the reward for the environment will
by Tony Duboudin.
be huge!
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How about a mighty clap for the
workers? We would also love to have
your help or financial support for this
great work.
We can be contacted care of the
Somers Post Office or we work most
Fridays from 9 until 4 (sometimes starting
earlier and finishing later). We plan to
do some extra days soon as we did over
Easter.
Hope to see you down the slope and
please take a look at the photo album in
the Somers Store if the hill is a problem.
From the Friends
Number one dragon lady. (Photo Peter
Hohaus)

Somers turns out to help a little girl
The weather might have been cool
with showers but inside the R.W. Stone
Pavilion there was nothing but warmth
on a Sunday in July as the Somers
community gathered to help a little girl
with a disability.
Four-year-old Mackenzie Proppe has
a condition called holoprosencephaly
which means that her brain did not divide
into two hemispheres as it should. She
also has global development delay and
cerebral palsy.
None of these things have, however,
stopped her from attending pre-school
and she is now looking forward to going
to Somers Primary School with her twin
sister Charlotte and big brother Jamison,
6.
Over two hours on Sunday 29 July
more than 100 local residents and friends
attended a silent auction and afternoon
tea to help raise funds for Mackenzie’s
ongoing care. Most immediately the
family faces a bill of just under $16,000
for a custom-made, specially designed
wheelchair that will allow Mackenzie
greater mobility.
Mackenzie’s parents, Anton and
Tiffany, were overjoyed and amazed by
the response.
“We expected about 80 people but a
lot more turned up on the day. We are just

overwhelmed at the amazing response by
the community,” Tiffany said.
The Proppe family has lived in
Somers for 10 years.
At the final count the auction raised
$6500 from 60 donated items. Some
items were donated on the day and
missed out on the auction, including
solar panels. They were scheduled to be
auctioned over the weeks following the
silent auction in July to add to the total.
TONY DUBOUDIN

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

Mackenzie with her mother Tiffany.
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Managing stress:
practice the relaxation response
According to the National Center
for Disease Control and Prevention
[USA], 85% of the reasons for visiting
a physician are ‘stress related’. When
actually needed (in the presence of
an actual threat), your stress response
is extremely valuable. If it goes off
when there is no actual threat, only
an imagined one, your stress response
becomes harmful to body balance. If
your stress response is prolonged,
it does damage to almost every
physiological event in your body.
The opposite of the stress response
is the ‘relaxation response’.
According to the Harvard researcher
and physician, Herbert Benson MD,
there are many benefits to learning how
to manage your relaxation response.
Some of these include:
1.
Re d u c e s a n x i e t y a n d i t s
accompanying physical symptoms.
2. Calms your mind, thereby enhancing
mental concentration and efficiency.
3. Calms muscular and nervous
tension.
4. When practiced regularly, it can
lower your blood pressure and prevent
chronic high blood pressure.
5. Increases your emotional control.
6. Delivers more oxygen to your cells.
7. Guards against insomnia.
8. Promotes overall good health.
Controlling your breath is the best
way to solicit and strengthen your
relaxation response. Breathing is the
most basic function of human life.
Life begins with the first breath in and
ends with the last breath out. Between
those two breaths, the manner in which
we breathe critically affects how we
live, how we feel, how healthy we
are and how prone we are to illness.
The balance of the body, mind and
emotions can be clearly seen in your
breath pattern.
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Here are six guidelines for practicing
the relaxation response beginning with
your breathing:
1. Sit or lie down in a position where
your back is straight, legs uncrossed,
feet on the floor and your hands and
arms are supported.
2. Breathe in (inhale) through your
nose as you push your abdominal
muscles (‘tummy’) out (or up if you
are lying down).
3. Breathe out (exhale) through your
mouth (lips and jaw slightly open
and relaxed) by pulling your ‘tummy
muscles’ back toward your spine.
4. Notice the brief pause in your breath
pattern at the end of the inhalation
just before you begin the exhalation.
Notice it again as your breath ends the
exhalation and begins to turn around
to the inhalation. Consciously extend
these pauses a little bit. Focus your
attention on those pauses. Continue
these long, slow (sighing) breaths for
20-30 cycles.

5. Place your attention on each muscle
group in your body. Beginning with the
feet, notice any tension there. Move up
to the calf muscles and see if they are
tense in any way. Continue attending
to the muscle groups in your thighs,
hips, buttocks, abdomen, lower back,
chest, upper back, shoulders, neck,
biceps, forearms, hands and fingers, and
facial muscles. Whenever you discover
muscular tension, increase it for one
breath cycle. Release that tension during
the next breath cycle.
6. Finally, focus your mind on a single
image or word. Imagine yourself lying
on a warm beach or floating on a cloud
or watching a beautiful sunset. With
each exhalation, whisper aloud your
chosen word or phrase (e.g. ‘peace’ or
‘love’ or ‘I am completely relaxed and
at peace’). Whenever your thoughts
‘wander’ or unwanted thoughts intrude,
refocus your breath on the pauses in
your breathing followed by a return to
your word or phrase.
If you practice the above on a regular
basis, you just might reduce your
reasons for visiting a physician by 85
percent!
LLOYD J. THOMAS, PHD
(Dr Thomas is a licensed psychologist,
author, speaker, and life coach.)

Somers and
Don McCall
“The people of Somers are revolting!”
So said the Minister for Education
in 1949. The local District Inspector of
Schools replied: “Oh, I don’t think so.
I’ve met some and they seemed to be
quite nice people.”
As a matter of fact, there was a
rebellion brewing. Those nice people had
been told* that in a few months, their
primary-school children would no longer
attend school in the leased Legacy Club
building in Tasman Road but instead,
would be bussed to and from the new
Red Hill Consolidated School. (*From
its birth in 1925, when ‘Balnarring East’
became ‘Somers’, only a brave man or a
fool would dare to tell those seaside folk
what to do.)
These were the people who had
fought for the establishment of a
primary school during the mid 1920s,
going, it is whispered, to the extremes of
fudging figures and inventing children to
bolster their case! Their rebellion rested
on several bases, the ‘being told’ only
having a minor importance. (They said.)
Instead of a healthy walk to school,
their children would be separated from
their community and subjected to hours
of bus travel daily, causing an unearthly
get-out-of-bed time and a late return
home. They’d be stuck in single grades
with children of their age instead of
benefitting from the educational and
social situation in their multi-graded rural
school. They’d be far from parental help
in time of need. (Not everyone had a car
in those Dark Days.)
The people won. The children
stayed! There were rumours of ‘political
intervention’ but, as Somers was not
along the way to or from any other school
area, the authorities deemed it cheaper
to pay the Legacy building lease than to
add to Dyson Bus Company’s coffers.
“What on earth has this got to do
with Don McCall?” I hear you cry.
“Everything!” is the answer. Had that

school not been there, the McCall would
not have continued teaching! What a sad
loss to the world of education! (Not
everyone would have thought that, but
in a democracy such as ours, even the
tiniest minority is allowed its voice.)
Bert McCall, orchardist of Merricks
North, had recently died, leaving his
widow nothing other than the orchard and
an assortment of debts. Son Don juggled
teaching with working the orchard. It
was not a happy situation and he was
on the point of a premature resignation
from teaching. Then he managed to be
appointed to the Somers Primary School.
Until that time, his experience in
primary schools had consisted of time
in two large suburban schools with grades
of 45 to 50 children and a couple of oneteacher rural schools of 40 to 45 children
with all grades from prep to grade 8. That
was par for the course in those ‘Good
Old Days’.
No wonder the idyllic life of an
orchardist appealed! All you had to do
was prune in the wet of winter, pick in
the sweat of summer, plough when the
ground was either a bog or set solid, spray
an expensive fungicide or pest control
all over the orchard 20 minutes before
an unexpected rain washed it all off,
repair or make fruit cases and repair or
replace fences in your spare time. Getting
the fruit to and from the coolstore for
grading, packing and sending to various
markets helped fill the days. Tractors
weren’t all that plentiful, but there was
an evil-tempered horse that seldom took
more than an hour to catch and harness
up. The house had neither electricity nor
telephone. Water was in a 1000-gallon
tank. All that was pretty well par for the
course, too.
The Somers School was bliss! Fewer
than 16 children and some grade levels
were free of pupils. Each week’s program
of work was required to be set out in a
daily time-table system listing what was
to be taught/learned/studied in every
subject and when that would happen.
Doing this for only four grades was
almost enjoyable.
Then there were the children. (By

now, the youngest of my batch will be
rapidly approaching 70, so whoever is
reading this to the poor old things can
skip the next sentence or two.) Truth
to tell, those children were a delight!
Corporal punishment existed at that time,
but it wasn’t needed. That’s not to say that
the Little Dears were all angels, but it does
say that their behaviour was always within
acceptable bounds, unlike my previous
schools. Somers children were mainly
known as ‘Edward’ and ‘Patricia’ rather
than ‘Ted’ and ‘Pat’. I liked that. ‘Mr
McCall’ and ‘Sir’ were more acceptable
to a person of my high standing than
‘Teacher’.
It wasn’t just words. One morning
when my cantankerous motorbike was
at its worst, I arrived about 10 o’clock to
find the grounds empty. As I entered the
building, a stranger rose from MY chair,
saying: “You must be the Late Mr McCall.
I’m Mr Weir, your District Inspector.
When I tried to open the door half an
hour ago, a boy appeared at the window
and told me that if I wanted to come in,
I’d have to climb through the kitchen
window around the back, then clamber
through the servery into the schoolroom.
I did all that and found the children all
working. This has been a first for me in
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many ways.” Far from being annoyed, the
Inspector gave me my first promotable
assessment. (Thank you children.)
Back in the uncontrolled days of
mid 20th century, we not only knew
about Guy Fawkes (born 13 April, 1570
in Yorkshire), but we celebrated the
anniversary of The Gunpowder Plot with
bonfires and fireworks each November
5th. Sunday, 5th November 1950 was
such a day. (The Rev. Mr B** from West
Somers did enter a note of mild protest,
but withdrew his objection when some
of the pyrotechnically inclined parents
suggested that he replace the ‘Guy’ on
top of the huge bonfire in the middle of
the school grounds.)
For many weeks, children had added
combustibles to this pile. A Mr B** had
been spotted unloading a trailer-load of
dubious burnables from the Somers Store
and many others contributed, too. The
School Committee provided two shillings
per child for fireworks and the Mothers’
Club gave two pounds for larger items to
be set off by adults. (Doesn’t seem much?
Well, it filled a paper bag per child and
lasted them more than an hour.)
A similarly stimulating event took
place on (or about) the 24th May 1951
with the celebration of Empire Day.
Modern Australia had been founded,
fostered and financed by the British
Empire. Commemorating this fact lasted
for more than 50 years until it was diluted
in 1958 by some with a less than sensible
sense of history into Commonwealth
Day. Those occasions not only provided
the opportunity for a bit of fun but also
gave the focus for some relevant history
and geography, which subjects were soon
to be mutated into a questionable ‘Social
Studies’ with its ‘suggestions’ for areas
of study.
A world away from The Bonfire was
The Beach. If the weather was warm
enough, the whole school splashed and
paddled and had swimming lessons,
sometimes with the help of a mum or
two. If conditions were not conducive
to swimming, we used the sand for
drawing, modelling, writing and anything
else we could think of. Rock pools
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were investigated for their plants and
creatures. Flotsam and jetsam collections
were drawn and written about. The
mood of the waves and the motion of
the tides were discussed. The Master
mooched along the high-tide line seeking
nautilus shells, never finding any. (Jess
Montgomery had dozens of them!)
Sadly, it all came to an end, otherwise
the present Somers Primary School
would still be in the arthritic clutches of
an octogenarian McCall. Back in those
loosely structured times, on any day of
the year, teachers resigned, retired, died,
gained promotion or just transferred to
another school for some reason. The gap
was temporarily filled by teachers recently
out of Teachers’ College. They remained
for weeks or months or sometimes years
until a permanent replacement arrived.
Noel Healy was about to replace me and
I was to be sent to a West Gippsland
school. I knew Noel, having been a year
behind him at school and in the school’s
gymnastic team with him. I suggested a
swap. At first he was most interested.
The other school had a residence with
it and was only a minute away from a
railway station. Unfortunately for me,
he paid a visit to the neighbourhood
and immediately decided on Somers. He
came. He enjoyed the children and the
community to such an extent that, after
leaving for promotion a few years later,
he returned to Somers as soon as the
system permitted.
During the past 60 years, I’ve managed
to more or less keep in touch with Somers
and some of its people, including expupils. In many respects, the village has
managed to retain its character and slight
isolation. It seems to me that most of the
many new settlers who’ve gone there have
been delighted to preserve the quality of
the place.
However, on the breeze of rumour,
there’s the suggestion of radical realestate readjustments. I have the hope
that devious developers will be heard
to declare: “The people of Somers are
revolting!”

DON MCCALL

Letters from
Gregory, circa
950AD
From mid-medieval France to modern-day
Melbourne, retired University of Melbourne
classicist John Martyn has traced the life of a
valuable ‘Unknown Gregorian Manuscript’.
In 1975 the University of Melbourne
purchased, on request by then Classics
lecturer John Martyn, medieval
documents collected into a manuscript
that were to be used by final-year Arts
students taking a course on Latin
paleography (the study of ancient
writing).
Now a Principal Fellow in the
School of Historical and Philosophical
Studies Professor Martyn says the
folios (or pages) from the 9th to14th
centuries were costly. “In those good
old days departments at the University
of Melbourne were given annual grants
to buy artifacts, folios, Greek pots and
such; a luxury not affordable today.”
The manuscript containing the
folios was for several years kept in an
unlocked filing cabinet drawer in his
office, and used in classroom exercises
on understanding the direction of pen
strokes, the interpretation of scripts,
analysis of illustrated capitals, and
related particulars of paleography.
It is now kept “carefully protected
in a special container”, secure in the
University’s Ian Potter Museum of Art,
where it is part of a small but important
collection of medieval manuscripts.
Because as it turns out, the
documents are important letters from
Pope Gregory, very likely copied in
a French scriptorium at Fleury-surLoire some time around 950AD, where,
from the early Middle Ages onward
monks painstakingly recreated works
of scripture, scholarship and learning.
“When translating all of Pope
Gregory’s letters in the 1980s and

’90s my attention was drawn to these
Gregorian folios, but I didn’t work on
them then,” Professor Martyn says.
“Last year I spent a week in the Potter,
in which I sensed their importance.”
Professor Mar tyn has now
published a scholarly book about the
documents – which constitute copies
of 40 (three only fragments) of the
total 854 letters written or dictated by
Pope Gregory the Great (c. 540-604),
known collectively as his Registrum. It
was Gregory who sent Augustine on a
mission to convert the Anglo-Saxons
of Britain, and Gregory’s writing and
thought had profound influence on the
shape of worship in the Roman church.
Considered by Professor Martyn
to be the “greatest of all the popes”,
Gregory is also apparently the favourite
of the current pontiff, and Professor
Martyn has sent a copy of his threevolume translation of Gregory’s letters
to Pope Benedict. “A reply soon came,”
he says, “indicating that he would keep
the books for his private library, and
he prayed that God would bless me.”
As much as the manuscript of the
letters is significant, it’s the back-story
of these documents themselves which
is especially compelling.
Professor Martyn says the close
affiliation of these letters to those in
the Bibliothèque Nationale in Paris,
known to be from Fleury-sur-Loire,
shows their provenance.
When every book of the era was
copied by hand from another book,
introduced errors, scribal habits and
style, choice of materials and their
performance over time are all clues
to time and place of creation, and
experts refer to kinship patterns of
manuscripts, like a family of books,
each descending from the other.
Professor Mar tyn says the
manuscript now residing in the Potter
consists of plain and ‘illuminated’
(richly illustrated) pages from
other dismembered manuscripts.
From English letters pasted inside
the manuscript’s covers, its recent
provenance can also be worked out.

“At some stag e the whole
manuscript of Pope Gregory’s letters
had been obtained by the scriptorium
of the Abbey at Tenbury Wells in
Worcestershire, in England,” he says.
“The library of the abbey of Saint
Michael was turned into one serving
a Choral Music College, and is now
part of a well-known school … the
sixteenth century books and musical
scores having been sent to the Bodleian
library (at Oxford University).”
Professor Martyn says the original
donation or purchase of the manuscript
by the Abbey at Tenbury Wells probably
occurred late in the 10th century, not
very long after the work had been
copied in Fleury-sur-Loire.
“All the works of Pope Gregory
were in great demand during the first
few centuries after his death, in England
especially, following Augustine’s
mission, and regular use by monks of
this manuscript which contained his
very informative and beautifully written
correspondence may explain its gradual
disintegration due to regular use, until
many folios were hanging loose, no
longer held firmly by the leather spine.”
And so some centuries later –
around 1600 – “several folios were
removed from the tattering manuscript
and used by musicians looking for some
good quality old folios to employ as
outside protection for their precious

musical scores.”
They have been much ‘abused’, with
wear and tear at the top of the music
roll and holes where the various musical
parts were attached.
He has recently studied 80 musical
part-books in the Bodleian Library at
Oxford, and the oldest ones, containing
17th century ‘pop songs’, show damage
caused by the removal of the Gregorian
folios.
So although we know so much
about the ‘lives’ of these documents
from around 950 until the 17th century,
one can only wonder about their
whereabouts, until they made their
improbable way to Melbourne in 1975.
This latest, and to be his last,
publication is Professor Martyn’s
32nd book and he is also the associate
producer for an historical film based on
his book The Siege of Mazagâo (which
occurred in 1562), to be produced by
Pixar CG.
He has completed most of the work
on the script, and is the technical adviser
to the producer, Stephen Amis. He says
it will be “a very modern production,
probably circulating late in 2013”.
KATHERINE SMITH
This is a slightly edited version of an article
from the July-August, 2012 edition of
Voice, the monthly newspaper of Melbourne
University. (Photo, Peter Casamento)
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Coolart
in the wet
Brian Thomas is the head ranger at
Coolart Wetlands and Homestead. As he
mentions here, many activities are funded
by the Friends of Coolart, so if you are
not already a member you may consider
joining after reading his informative
report. You can drop in to the visitors’
centre after a slow drive from the entrance
in Lord Somers Road.
Sick of the rain yet? Not me! The
drought was too long for me to be tired
of the rain so soon. To see the wetlands
all overflowing and the water birds
returning is such a fantastic sight and
it’s also a relief. Although the ibis have
still not returned in the numbers that
we used to see them, they are breeding
and about 30 pairs have chicks. Three
Freckled Duck turned up on the lagoon
last December and have stayed around
in small numbers off and on ever since,
in fact there were seven of them on the
lagoon just a few weeks ago. Freckled
Duck are very rare visitors to Coolart
(in fact very rare full stop, as they are
Australia’s rarest Duck).
With the high water levels Bluebilled Duck have returned; these are
spectacular looking birds with the
males having bright, sky-blue bills,
shiny, polished-mahogany bodies
and jet-black heads. The females are
grey in colour with a slightly grizzled
appearance. The males however still find
them alluring and display to them with
flamboyant posturing and splashing. I
picked up a dead Blue-billed Duck at
the base of the old stables wall. It was
in exceptionally good condition (apart
from the obvious, tragic fact that it was
dead) and I popped it in the freezer to
be taxidermied at a later date. It is now
sitting handsomely in the visitor centre
having been stuffed. Interestingly it has
a small white patch on its neck which
Blue-bills don’t usually have. Its demise
may have been caused by it flying at

36

night and seeing the corrugated iron
roof of the stables reflected in the
moonlight, may have mistaken it for
water and tried to land – misjudging
both the distance and resistance of the
roof. I report interesting sightings on
Birdline (an online Birdlife Australia
website where you can register sightings
of rare or unusual birds). Birdwatchers
regularly scan this site and as a result we
have birdwatchers visiting Coolart after
having seen my postings.

An immature Darter has also been
with us for quite some time. Again,
rare visitors to Coolart, Darters are a
little like cormorants except that their
beaks are long and pointy unlike the
cormorant’s bill which is hooked at
the end. They also swim lower in the
water than cormorants, with only their
long neck and head showing above the
surface which gives them their alternative
name of ‘snake bird’. Like cormorants
however, they hang their wings out
to dry. I picked up a dead Darter at
Hastings foreshore and that one has
also gone into the freezer (nicknamed
‘The Freezer of Death’ by my ranger
colleagues) for future taxidermy. A
couple of interesting occupants of the

freezer recently were a Shy Albatross and
a Grey-headed Albatross, both found
dead in the Rye area. I would love to
have an albatross suspended from the
ceiling of the visitors’ centre with its
wings outstretched so that visitors have
the opportunity to see just how big these
magnificent birds are, but alas one of
the conditions on my permit for holding
wildlife is that they are to be offered
to the museum first and the museum
wanted both specimens.
The taxidermy of the wildlife is
funded through the generosity of the
Friends of Coolart and the specimens
are of great interest to visitors and a
very useful interpretation tool for the
rangers. Being able to point out the
various physical attributes of a bird and
compare them with others gives people a
practical insight into how and why birds
are built the way they are.
Over the past year, sightings of
Wedge-tailed Eagles at Coolart have
increased, with a pair seen flying over
the property on several occasions and
sometimes at quite low altitude. I twice
saw three of them flying, two males and
a female (you can tell the difference in
the sexes in birds of prey from their
size – females are larger). The two
males were locking talons and tumbling
through the air, but exactly what this
behaviour represented I don’t know.
There has been quite a lot of
interesting raptor behaviour recently.
The Swamp Harriers have started their
aerial courtship, first attracting attention
with a high-pitched ‘Peuw!’ and then
making a deep u-shaped swoop in the
sky, repeating this over and over again.
The Black-shouldered Kites are back
at their favourite nesting tree but it’s
hard to make out what’s going on. There
was a lot of activity with the pair calling
and dropping into the top of the tree
(where the nest has been previously) but
on one occasion a third adult turned up
and there was a bit of a kerfuffle when
one bird attacked another, knocking it
through the branches where the attacked
bird sat all fluffed-up for a minute or
so until the attacker returned and made

another assault on it before all the birds
took off and disappeared from view.
The pair is back but I still can’t see what
is happening in the treetop.
I disturbed a Nankeen Kestrel one
morning which was roosting in the
shelter of the visitor centre breezeway.
It was pre-dawn and the startled bird
flew out into the night but landed on
the ground only a few metres away. I
presumed that it was too dark for it to
see where it was going so left it in peace
to wait for daylight. I came back later to
check on it and it was no longer there
so I guessed that it had taken off but
was surprised to find it a few moments
later in a nearby storeroom (I’d left the
door open). It was sitting on the ground
and I had no trouble in simply picking
it up. I could easily feel its breastbone
which wasn’t a good sign and its eyelids
were partly closed – it didn’t look good.
I took it to our local wildlife carer but
by the time I reached her it had died.
So now it is another specimen awaiting
taxidermy in The Freezer of Death.

BRIAN THOMAS

Why indigenous?
Many residents often ask why we
are so concerned about keeping and
restoring indigenous vegetation on
public foreshore land. For a start we go
to the dictionary to define ‘indigenous’
or correctly, ‘indigenous to’; it says
“originating to and characterising a
particular region or country”. Region
would then mean indigenous to Somers
or Southern Victoria, etc.
Plants pre-man developed in a
particular area because of topography,
climate, soil types and circumstances.
Often these are very precise. Take
temperature and altitude: in many areas
trees often end in a line – the tree line.
(Just look at photographs of some high
mountains.) Above this point the trees
will not germinate.

Over millions of years plants have
adapted to areas that provide the best
conditions for their survival; they
have adapted to the natural predators
which prevent them from becoming a
monoculture. Other organisms assist
plants to pollinate or spread their seed.
Should we introduce a plant from
another area or another country, this
plant is then away from the restraints
of the natural controlling elements
and could multiply uninterrupted, thus
effectively preventing the local species
from developing. In the animal kingdom
we know the effects of the cane toad
on our indigenous fauna.
“So what?” you may ask, “What do
we lose?” In nature, indigenous fauna
and flora work together in a natural
order. The results are somewhat like
what happens to our own bodies and
their tubes, pipes, pumps, filters, bacteria
etc., all of which are made up of single
cells and which, in Richard Dawkins’
words, are in themselves “breathtakingly
complicated”. They work as one
organised unit. If you introduce foreign
or excessive material (e.g. fats) or remove
parts, our bodies will eventually cease
to function effectively.
Our indigenous plants, soils, insects,
animals and bacteria flourish because
they evolved over time. Introduce any
one of the above from another area
and you run the risk of upsetting the
whole system.
I am sure you could name a large
number of examples where this has
happened. You need look no further
than your own garden, where masses
of weeds are invading your other plants
with the potential of choking your
treasures and threatening their survival.
These weeds are growing out of their
environment and out of control.
Any group looking after indigenous
areas would have little work to do were
invasive species unable to interfere.
Often a small disturbance of the
soil can upset the balance and have
a multiplying effect, compounding
problems.
PETER STRICKLAND

Sustainability Fair
for Balnarring
The inaugural Balnarring Community
Sustainability Fair, to be held on Saturday
24 November 2012 at the Balnarring
Racecourse, is currently looking for likeminded businesses, community groups,
local producers, artists and musicians to
become involved in the exciting inaugural
event.
The one-day Fair aims to inform,
educate and inspire the local community
to work towards a more sustainable
future.
On 24 November Balnarring
Racecourse will be transformed into a
vibrant meeting place for businesses,
organisations and community groups
that share a focus on environmental
and sustainable issues. Workshops for
children and adults, live local music and
guest speakers will also fill what promises
to be an innovative and exciting program.
The Balnar ring Community
Sustainability Fair is an initiative of
the Balnarring Primary School, widely
recognised for its dedication in its
curriculum to establish sustainable
principles as a cornerstone of the
students’ education.
Not only has Balnarring Primary
School been awarded over the past
two years with the Resource Smart
5-Star Sustainability Award, winner of
the Victorian Keep Australia Beautiful
Active School Award in 2010, runnerup of the State Landcare Awards and
winner in three categories of the Mayoral
Sustainability Awards in 2012, in 2011
the school also achieved the Water LiLi
(Learn It, Live It) bronze, silver and gold
awards.
Organisers of the Balnarring
Community Sustainability Fair are
inviting businesses, community groups,
local producers, artists and musicians to
become involved in this exciting inaugural
event.
For more information please visit

www.balnarringsustainability.org.
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Balnarring community flower show
The Balnarring flower show has been
running for 70 years now. It began life
as St Mark’s Anglican Church Balnarring
Flower Show, organised by a group of
talented local gardeners and has been
running ever since. Many people have
displayed their green thumbs including
children with small garden displays,
artists with their inspiring tiny posies
and the classic magnificent fragrant old
roses.
It is on again this year, with
categories to cater to everyone. Get
the kids or grandkids to enter the Mr
Potato Head competition, or submit
your own glorious flowers. Even the

ones you feel are not up to scratch might
just pass the line, or at the very least help
to contribute to a great show, and raise
funds for a local charity.
Come along to the Balnarring Hall
on the weekend of 20–21 October.
Bring your entries on Saturday 20th
between 9am and 12 midday, join the
Gala Opening on Saturday Night for
$20 per head, and come along on Sunday
10am to 3pm to enjoy Devonshire tea
and savour the sights as people showcase
their fantastic garden results.
For further details contact Celia on
0427 858 378 or Roberta on 5979 4086.
DEL SKINNER

A visit to the State coal mine
at Wonthaggi

When our Probus Club organised a
trip to the Wonthaggi coal mine I must
admit I didn’t feel too enthusiastic
about it even if my late mother-in-law
as a young girl possibly sounded the
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siren (you know how family stories
go) to commence the first shift in the
mine in 1909.
The whole trip turned out to be
quite fascinating with lots of historical
facts that I and my fellow Probarians
had no knowledge of. Such as, it was
the only government-owned mine in
Australia and it came into existence
when there was a strike in the coal
mines in NSW and the Victorian
government needed guaranteed
supplies for their steam trains. The
fact that the coal was of a lesser quality
was ignored as its availability was more
important.
The presence of coal in Gippsland
was well known and it had been mined
in Korumburra and other nearby
towns and then taken to Inverloch,
loaded onto whale-boats and rowed
out to ships for delivery to Melbourne.
A tent city was established at
Wonthaggi which was slowly replaced
by 100 cottages to try and cope with

a workforce of 900 miners, many of
whom had been unsuccessful gold
miners. In 1910 a temporary tent
hospital was erected and the first
coal train left for Melbourne on the
newly laid tracks. This year saw the
operation of a power-house which
provided electricity for the mine for
power and lighting.
By 1912 there were 1200 employees,
the Wonthaggi railway station built and
the town lit by electricity. The mine
by then was the most modern and
largest in Australia with the world’s
first push-button control of an endless
rope haulage system. The miners paid
a levy to set up medical and hospital
funds as well as a Co-op Store and a
Workmen’s Club.
The other side of the coin was that
the working conditions were quite bad,
the coal was in thin seams and fractured
and the Railways Department, which
was the responsible government body,
had little experience in mining. In 1934
the miners went on a five-month strike
for better conditions. This did not
amuse Robert Menzies who was the
minister for railways.
He complained bitterly about the
unions being led astray by communist
members.
In 1937 during a stop-work
meeting to protest about the lack of
safety in the mines, there was a loud
explosion when a shaft blew up and 13
maintenance men were killed. In the
59 years of operation 80 miners and
420 horses lost their lives in the mines.
A six-week strike occurred the
following year provoked by the
‘whitewashed’ enquiry over the
disaster. Improved safety conditions
in a new award were finally agreed to.
A National Coal Strike was called
in 1949 when other Australian miners
wanted the conditions the Wonthaggi
miners had won for themselves.
It is also accepted now that many
of the benefits and conditions that all
Australian employees enjoy today had
their origin at the Wonthaggi coal face.
The mine finally closed in 1968

after the extraction of 16 million tons
of coal from 4800 kilometres of mine
tunnels.
An 81-year-old miner Lou, with a
small group of dedicated volunteers,
works each Tuesday night to maintain
the portion of the mines that the public
enter, but fortunately never really
experience life as it was extracting the
coal. Lou, who at the age of 19 came
from the mountains of Northern Italy
in 1950, recalls crawling on all fours
in the damp, dark confines lit only
by his helmet lamp, and then hacking
away by hand at the coal seams which
were 100-million-year-old carbonised
plant matter.
His first job though was to direct
the horses which were confused by
his poor attempts in English to say
‘giddy up’ and ‘come here’ and went
the wrong way. At the time the miners
were paid by the ton of coal dug and
Lou remembers earning about £7 a
week which he felt at the time was
good money despite the less than
satisfactory working conditions.
When we visited the mine we were
shown the quite small toilet boxes
which Lou said were placed every
kilometre and were only emptied once
a week. Another less than pleasant
situation was the necessity to hide your
lunch away from the ever-present rats.
Perhaps I would have felt less
apprehensive as we with our guide
entered this underground world down
the 400-metre descent into the mine,
had I known that the ascent was to
be by an electrically operated minitrain. To gain an understanding of
working conditions of not so long
ago, and the substantial town that grew
from the efforts of the miners, I can
recommend a visit to the interesting
world of the coal miner.

A postcard labelled ‘Wonthaggi Coal Mine Official Quarters’ from early days at the mine.

Probus members Bill Peat and Terry Rutley well to the foreground during the underground
‘grand tour’ as our guide expounds on the dangers involved in mining at Wonthaggi.

ROD NUSKE
References: Google: Wonthaggi Mine
History; The Coast magazine (Dec./
Jan. 2011-12): Interview with Lou by
Katie Cincotta.

Jean Jackson and Probus members with our volunteer tour guide as he explains why the mining
union became such an important factor in seeking safer working conditions in the Wonthaggi
mine.
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The old man

waddled around the corner store. Old? Ancient! Time had
etched the lines of too much experience onto his face. Its
gravity had folded his still-large frame in half. It had frozen
the joints, so to move the body rocked side to side lifting
a foot so a hip could hop it forward. That busy peak hour
Kyoto intersection stopped as he made towards the road.
The descent of the gutter was a triumph of persistence. A
plastic bag in the middle of the first lane became apparent
as his purpose. Cars queued across the intersection, my
right turn waited with the others as he came close to my
window and commenced the pick-up of his trash. Being
folded, he was already quite close to the ground and stiff
knees were being pushed for more fold to enable an
arthritic knuckled hand to capture his target. The get-up
looked painful as well but masked by his air of victory in
keeping his street tidy. The ascent of the gutter was easy as
the slightly grinning winner recommenced his path down
the hill. The minor saga over, the intersection unfolded and
we went on our way with nary a toot or mumble of dissent.
“Traffic stopped, must be something wrong, I’ll wait till it’s
right” seemed the attitude.
At the Guest House in the jungle beside the surf at
Aoshima, Aloha took my hand and pulled me away from
my coffee, pen and pad. She sang her little birdsong across
the lawn, letting me go as she got on her tricycle. Turning
her head she eyed her back, making it obvious I was to
push her. With that all sorted out her birdsong restarted.
For a couple of minutes we circled the cherry trees, the
scooter with surfboard racks, and the barbeque, till she
noticed the Hibiscus shrub and I was motioned away, so
she could pick flowers. The parents are a bit sad for Aloha,
now 5, can’t speak yet; diagnosed Autistic. With her loving
parents taking her surfing daily, always playing, and with
her, and singing, and her direction of me and everyone
else, it seemed she had no trouble communicating in her
world.
The fishing harbour near Nichinan had nets washing,
drying and repairing and stacking, being moved about on
low flat trolleys. The two fellows strained but pulled their
trolley to no avail. The near bonneted lady with another
folded body rose from her net-knotting admonishing
the pullers and bowed to the trolley to push with her
insignificant frame. The loaded trolley groaned and was
moved to the stack. She laughed her way past ‘her boys’,
then myself who saw a bright glint in her 90-plus-year eyes.
Under the railway at Ueno against the footpath fence was
a homeless man sleeping soundly despite the six lanes of
traffic the other side of his gutter pillow and the swarm of
us pedestrians strolling by.
The Yank had sat beside me in the crowded tiny toy
train to Chierigahama beach. Ex-navy and now software
consultant, he’d been here for 25 years and keen on
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photography. On this train a year ago he’d left his camera
bag on the rack. Concerned at his folly and loss of $6000
of enthusiast’s equipment, he was able that night to Google
‘railway lost property’ and call them. “Yes, the bag was
handed in and is available for collection at ...” His daughter
drew him into her stories but his was not lost in the
rocking and rolling of the press of people heading for a
stroll along the shore.
The petrol station had two attendants, father and
son. It wasn’t that busy, and the father could tell from
our Japanese that we were maybe American, but not
disappointed that my son and I were Australian. While
filling we chatted and laughed about sons, how good
and bad they were. His English wasn’t very good, and
my Japanese worse, but there seemed no trouble with
comprehension, nor his ability to work the notes in the till
and the change, despite being blind. We shook hands and
backslapped and laughed our farewells.
Sure there are problems in this place too, but these little
interactions gave an insight to an extraordinary country
that despite 20 years of stagflation, a no-growth economy,
had happy people of many ages and abilities being included
and part of everyday living, with dignity and respect and
tolerance. If you want a lot of people to live together
meaningfully, there is much to learn from Japan.
TEDD WARDEN

