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

Community art project
Somers Foreshore Committee applied for a Community
Grant which enabled Somers Primary School to purchase
the materials used to create a ceramic mural. This was done
as part of the Arts Program and the senior grades, under
the guidance of arts teacher Sarah Pilgrim, made 180 tiles
and put them together into three panels which were erected
as a single unit on the foreshore, along the trail not far from
Somers General Store.
The end result is an attractive and colourful addition to
the artworks on the foreshore.
At the grand opening in November representatives from
the classrooms, Josephine and Max, did an excellent job in
speaking to the gathering about the project.
ROD NUSKE

Standing proudly in front of the installed ceramic mural is grade four
student Josephine, who with fellow student Max spoke on behalf of
the children who worked on the project.

Art teacher of Somers Primary School Sarah Pilgrim and
Chairperson of Somers Foreshore Committee Pam Bannister on
their hands and knees placing ceramic tiles to form the attractive
mural.
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Our purpose
Somers Paper Nautilus aims to connect all the groups
and individuals of Somers and to help reinforce a sense
of community and belonging by giving them an avenue of
expression through:
• News relevant to Somers and the surrounding area as

well as items of general interest.

• Stories and examples of local creative endeavour.
• Letters.

The Paper Nautilus will not become involved in party
politics nor take sides on any issue. However, we encourage
readers to feel free to express their opinions on matters that
concern them and the Somers community.
The volunteer editorial committee will have the final
decision of the paper’s content and reserves the right to
edit or omit any item on legal grounds or because of space.
Views expressed in the Nautilus are not necessarily shared
by the editorial committee but are those of the authors.
We aim for inclusiveness and openness, catering for a
diversity of views without rancour.

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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The continuing saga
of Garden Square
Below is a copy of an email from Rob Egan representing Friends
of Garden Square (FROGS) to Fiona Colquhoun of the
Mornington Peninsula Recreation Planning Team.
In Vol. 9, Issue 3 of the Paper Nautilus the issues regarding
the retention of one tennis court were addressed. At the moment
there is a groundswell of local opinion that supports the retention
of this court. The spending of Shire monies in this direction is
apparently not possible, although there is money to improve the
surrounding grounds and hopefully the toilets. Members of the
FROGS are willing to engage in fundraising to repair the court
surface rather than replace it and other minor works with council
approval.
Dear Fiona,
Your email of 18 December 2012 has been drawn to my
attention by Steve Clifford, one of the members of our
FROGS group.
As chairperson of the FROGS committee and the only
person from FROGS who was involved in every meeting
on the subject, I was disturbed to read that the plans now
being proposed by Council “will bring into fruition many
of the improvements suggested by former FROGS”.
The clear implication here is that these plans have the
approval of the FROGS group.
As such, that statement is a substantial misrepresentation
of the FROGS’ position and I must ask that it be corrected
in a follow-up email and perhaps a letter in the Somers
Nautilus newspaper without delay.
I have on record every communication on the subject of
Garden Square and in every one, retaining one tennis court
was the first priority.
A sub-committee was even set up to look into ways of
keeping it, but not as a serious tennis court. Its unique value
to the community is as a ‘hit and giggle’ court for children
and non-tennis-playing holiday makers to enjoy as they have
done for decades (and still do).
There is no other place where parents can patiently play
with and teach children about tennis (or just have fun with
a ball and racquet) for hours in such a beautiful setting.
You just can’t do that at Camp Hill Reserve. You need to
make a booking and real tennis players are always impatient
to get on the court. And the sun beats down on the surface
so it’s simply too hot for young children.
Games on Garden Square are different and those
youngsters who experience childhood fun games under
the shade of the trees on Garden Square talk about it for
the rest of their lives.

Many of the volunteers who
supported FROGS were stirred into
action by their own recollections.
It doesn’t matter that the surface
is uneven – that’s part of the charm.
It’s not dangerous either because
no-one moves very fast. I’ve lived
beside the court for 25 years and never
seen or heard of a fall.
Certainly, the surface will need some
maintenance over time but FROGS
understood that and we were prepared
to look at ways the community could
assist with that.
After all it was the community that
built the courts and planted all those
trees in the first place.
FROGS are grateful that the
Council wants to do something with
Garden Square but we are concerned
that all the things that make it unique
and so special will be lost if it’s
turned into just another artificial
playground.
There are many places where
energetic, competitive games can be
played – it would be a tragedy to destroy
Garden Square’s unique character just
to create another one.
It’s one of the few places where
non-combative recreation can be
enjoyed under beautiful gum trees
filled with parrots and other native
birds.
That is why FROGS committee
was so focused on retaining (and only
adding) activities that enhanced that
setting.
We were also keen to keep it as
natural as possible without any artificial
‘gardening’ additions.
There are so few spots these days
that have retained their simple, natural
charm – Garden Square is such a place
and therefore needs very, very little
done to it.
It’s a precious place and with a
little community effort and some
Council support it can be preserved
for children to enjoy for decades to
come.
Yours sincerely,
Robert Egan

Dolphin Research Institute
needs your help
Dear friends,
The small population of ‘Somers’
bottlenose dolphins is as special as
the resident dolphins in Port Phillip
and the Gippsland Lakes – but not as
well documented nor studied.
The Dolphin Research Institute
needs your help – photos, videos,
sightings, diary-logs from those
lucky enough with a bay view, even
anecdotes of when the dolphins
arrived and seemed to stay. This
allows us to put ‘dots on the map’,
vital for when issues such as dredging,
tourism enterprises, aquaculture
expansion or new shipping lanes
occur in Western Port.
The dorsal fin of a dolphin is the
equivalent of a human’s fingerprint
– unique! Your images will hopefully
allow us to identify individual
dolphins, and hence monitor the pod.
All images will be accredited if used
in any of our publications.

Join DRI’s Community Dolphin
Watch with your sightings. Send your
images of Western Port’s dolphins
to me, Jenny Parsons at: comms@
dolphinresearch.org.au or phone DRI
on 5979 7100.
Here’s your chance to go beyond
enthusing about the dolphins and their
antics when you see them, to doing
something constructive and positive
for them and their environment.
Remember, follow the distance rules:
don’t deliberately go closer than 30m
when swimming, or 100m when
boating (jetskis 300m).
Regards,
Jenny Parsons
Communications Officer
Dolphin Research Institute
PO Box 77, Hastings Vic. 3915
www.dolphinresearch.org.au; www.
facebook.com/driface
1300 130 949

A sincere plea

Apologies

Could the person or persons who
borrowed, from the Somers Store, the
Friends of South Sea Foreshore Reserve’s
photo album, please return the album to
the Store?
We have recently finished a CMA
grant and the album needs updating.
The album is provided to give
everyone the opportunity to see what is
happening on public land.
The volunteers have paid for the
production of the album out of their own
pockets as a service to the community.

In our last issue (Vol. 9, Issue 4)
the front-page story ‘My Vietnam
adventure’ was written by a young
person aged 9. Unfortunately we
spelt his name incorrectly. His real
name is Becken Cloherty. Sorry
Becken.

Regards from the Friends

***
Also in the last issue an error was
made regarding the date of birth
of Max Soyman and Bony’s son
Alan. It was printed as 1983 when
it should have read 1961. Our
sincere apologies, Max and Alan.
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Are you looking for a sea-change for
weekends & holidays, but you don’ want
to buy a beach house?
This little gem in Somers might just be the answer for you.
A 12-month lease on a ground-floor flat (half a house),
close to beach.
Available from late February 2013
Features:
Glorious views across Westernport Bay to Phillip Island and Flinders.
Fully self-contained, fully furnished – not posh, but simple and
comfortable.
2 bedrooms. Gaze at the stars from the master bedroom.
Open plan living/dining/kitchen.
Close to beach, shop/café, post office, bus stop, wineries.
Large semi-wild garden, adjacent Foreshore Reserve, bird life &
visiting koalas.
Carport parking. Steps to entrance. No wheelchair access. Not dog friendly.
Kitchen with sea views. Gas stove, double sink, new fridge.
Small bathroom with large shower recess. Separate loo with a view!
LPG HWS. Wood burning heater & natural gas heater.
South-facing deck, spectacular view of the Bay through garden & trees.
Shared laundry with washing machine, sink & built-in ironing board.
Suit weekenders seeking a quiet, peaceful get-away in sight &
sound of the sea.
Rent covers cost of electricity, water & garden care.

For information and/or inspection ring: 0407 501 863

High Tech Dentistry with Good Old Fashioned Care

Ph: 5983 5348

Dental Trauma Fridge Cheat Sheet:
Broken Tooth
1. Apply pressure on any bleeding
2. Find broken fragment and place in milk/saliva
3. Contact dentist
Loose Tooth
1. Apply pressure on any bleeding
2. Gently push tooth back into position
3. Check no interference on biting
4. Contact dentist
Tooth Completely Knocked Out
1. Pick tooth up by crown only
2. Suck on tooth to remove dirt
3. Put tooth root (pointy part) back into socket
4. Contact dentist
OR
1. Put tooth into milk/saliva
2. Contact dentist (as soon as possible)
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www.justshoreline.com.au

Yacht Club 50th Anniversary

A group of very fine gentlemen who have served Somers Yacht Club in
the capacity of Commodore.

Whizz-bang went the fireworks to end a wonderful celebratory evening
of the yacht club’s 50th Anniversary.

It was difficult for so many ex-Commodores to find room to have a
hand in cutting the cake no matter how big it was.

This is the formal dinner for Somers Yacht Club’s Commodores and
wives as well as widows of past Commodores.

Cool Art @ Coolart
Without Pier Gallery is hosting its fourth annual Art Exhibition
– Cool Art @ Coolart, at you guessed it, Coolart Homestead
in Somers. Works by over 35 artists from the gallery’s stable
are showing and more than 200 Paintings, Photography,
Sculpture and Glass are for sale. Local artist Stewart Westle
is showing current work.
The exhibition opened on 11 January and continues until
Monday 28 January, 10 am–4 pm daily. There have been
several talks and demonstrations by artists and the final one,
by Helen Cottle, will be on Saturday 26th at 11 am.

Having more money doesn’t make you happier. I have
50 million dollars but I’m just as happy as when I had
48 million.
Arnold Schwarzenegger
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The promotion
I have rarely told this story, but during
my service in Vietnam in 1970 I had the
privilege of being promoted in the field
to the rank of officer.
The last 24 hours of my journey
to Vietnam were spent in a hurricane
aboard a ship in the South China Sea. I
woke that morning in sheer terror. It was
like being in a gigantic washing machine
with all of the world’s pots and pans. The
ship itself groaned and screamed as it
plunged through monstrous waves. I got
up, with great difficulty dressed, and was
immediately sea sick. We spent all that day
working in shifts in the hold, tightening
the chains securing our cargo of 50-ton
Centurian tanks and bulldozers. If any
of this cargo came loose in a storm like
that the consequences were not worth
thinking about. That night we didn’t
go to sleep, we passed out from sheer
exhaustion. I think I heard someone say:
“If this thing sinks, don’t bother waking
me”.
The next morning I woke to an
amazing stillness and silence. The only
thing I could hear were Asian voices
speaking softly. I showered, dressed
and went on deck. The first bloke I met
casually said: “Well, this is Vietnam.
Welcome to your war.”
The voices I’d heard were those of
Vietnamese fishermen passing us as they
headed out to sea for their daily fishing.
We were moored in Vung Tau harbour,
behind us, the South China Sea; to the
right, Cape St Jacques or, in military
jargon ‘radar hill’. To the right of radar
hill was the port town of De Long, where
a great deal of war material was unloaded.
It was here, at ‘the hard’, that landing
craft like ours came bow-up onto the
man-made gravel beach, opened the bow
doors, dropped the ramp and rolled out
their cargo.
Behind De Long lay the provincial
city of Vung Tau and the military airport.
Left along the coast were a few villages
teeming with refugees. The last village on
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that stretch of coast was Cat Lo.
Situated at Cat Lo was a US marine
river-patrol base or ‘riverine’ as they came
to be known, a large refuelling facility, a
navy SEAL Special Forces unit, a navy
SEAL construction unit and a contingent
of the famous 101st air cavalry (see
Apocalypse Now). Also situated at Cat
Lo, as I was to discover only a year ago,
but not to my surprise, was a ‘Project
Phoenix’ (don’t ask) training facility. As
it turned out we had a bit to do with Cat
Lo. One day I was walking around the
base ‘having a look’ when I came across
an amazing sight.
Coming toward me was an American
soldier with long black hair down to his
waist. He wore green fatigue shirt and
trousers, sunglasses, around his neck a
string of beads, a ban-the-bomb sign, a
round badge on his left breast with the
word ‘love’ on it, a hippy bag over his
shoulder and tyre-rubber ‘Ho Chi Minh’
sandals on his feet. I had no intention of
letting him pass without an explanation
so I stopped him and asked. His reply
was that the only place where one could
explain matters such as these was over
a cold beer. I took an instant liking to
the man.
Sam explained that he was a draft
dodger in the States. He finally ended
up in court where the judge gave him
the option of jail or military service; so
here he was. Another two beers please
waiter. His commanding officer was an
understanding man who agreed to let
Sam ‘do his own thing’ as long as he
turned up and did his required duties.
Sam and I got on well and over time he
showed me around the traps. As a matter
of fact we all got on with the Cat Lo
crew quite well.
In the bar one afternoon I asked
Sam what other entertainment there was
around here. “Well,” said Sam “tonight
you and I are going to the officers’ club.”
“What!?” I said, astounded. “I can’t go
to the officers’ club, I’m not an officer!”
“Yes you are, man,” said Sam with
conviction, “you’re a colonel.”
“I can’t be a colonel, Sam, I’m too
young.”

“OK man, you’re a major.” Me: “No,
too young.” “Right, man, let’s cut to the
chase.”
He finished his drink, stood up,
looked at me and calm as you like said:
“Let’s go, lieutenant.” And that was
it, promoted in the field, or in the bar
as it was. On the way to the club, Sam
explained the deal to me.
“Just go with the flow, look and learn,
stay low key, be polite, follow protocol.”
In the foyer the man in charge, a major,
came over. Shaking Sam’s hand he said
how nice it was to see him again, and
asked who he’d brought with him. Sam
introduced me as Lieutenant Pullin from
Australia. The major warmly addressed
me as ‘Lootenant Poolan’ in his southern
drawl, telling me they had Australian
guests from time to time and what a
pleasure it was to meet me. Apart from
the dread looming in the back of my
mind I must say that I was beginning
to like my new line of work. The major
told Sam he was sure he would show
me a good evening and went back to
entertain his guests.
The place was astounding. A fourmetre hedge surrounded the complex.
The lawns were lush green; a patio
surrounded the pool. The whole front of
the building was glass with sliding doors,
so outside was inside. A large bar at one
end, tables and chairs in the middle and
around the pool, dance floor and stage.
The whole thing, Sam told me, was flown
in, contractors and all, by Hercules, and
put together some years ago.
The place was comfortably crowded.
Sam pointed out the guests: there were
diplomatic personnel, nurses, officers
from different serving armies, journalists
and entertainers. At some time in the
evening the place went quiet when a
guitarist came on stage. I couldn’t believe
it – Jimmy Hendrix! Not so, explained
Sam, but a dead-look-alike soldier. I’d
never seen Mr Hendrix live but I knew his
music. This guy played ‘The Star Spangled
Banner’ just like Jimmy did, except this
man didn’t wander off like Jimmy, he
played it right through.
That performance put goose-bumps

on my neck. I saw two battle-hardened
marine officers standing to attention and
if a tear had rolled down one of their
cheeks I would have understood perfectly.
What a night.
Not long after that the door opened
and in walked my commanding officer.
Whoops! The major directed him straight
to me. “Captain, I’m sure you know your
colleague here, Lootenant Poolan, don’t
you?”
The skipper glared down his nose at
me. “I know him well!” he barked.
“Well, Captain, I’m sure you’ll give
Lootentant Poolan a ride back to your
lines in your Land Rover, won’t you?”
drawled the major.
“I certainly will,” replied the skipper.
The major went away to his duties. The
skipper glared at me. “I’ll see you later!”
he barked and went off to see his friends.
“Look at it this way,” consoled Sam,
“at least we have a good reason to drink;
now we can calm your fears.” Sounded
good to me.
In the Land Rover I sat in the back
seat awaiting my fate.
“Pullin!” barked the skipper.
“Yes, sir.”
“Impersonating an officer!”
“Yes, sir.”
“Guilty!”
“Yes, sir.”
“Punishment, Pullin. Lean over the
back and get a couple of cold beers out
of the Esky for me and Bob, the driver.”
“Yes, sir.”
“And Pullin, you ever pull another
stunt like that again …”
“No, sir.”
“And another thing, Pullin.”
“Yes, sir?”
“You’d better get yourself a cold beer;
you look like you’ve had a hard night.”
“Thank you, sir.”
A few weeks after that night Sam
and his unit moved off a fair way down
into the Mekong Delta. I didn’t see
him again until he showed up for our
going-home party. Before he left for
the Delta we spent another night at the
officers’ club. In the foyer the major again
greeted Sam warmly, then turning to me

Zarabelle and Pearl Rose

Alma grazes as her ‘cria’ (baby alpaca), Pearl Rose, is enticed to eat by her owner Zarabelle
while friend Zachary watches.
Many little girls want to own a pony,
but 9-year-old Zarabelle Coles always
felt differently. Her thoughts strayed
along the lines of acquiring perhaps a
giraffe, a camel, a llama or an alpaca. It
just so happened that the last animal
on Zara’s list was one her parents could
said what a pleasure it was “to see you
again, Colonel”. Over the years I’ve often
thought there was more to Sam than I
was aware of.
During that evening the major and I
caught each other’s eye across the room.
He smiled, nodded, raised his glass and
winked. It dawned on me that it didn’t
really matter who I was, we were all in
this thing together. I was Sam’s guest and
Sam was whoever Sam was.
Then the door opened and in walked
my commanding officer. He made a
beeline for me. “Well, Lieutenant Pullin,
I presume!” he barked.
“Well no sir, apparently I’m a colonel
tonight.”
The skipper rolled his eyes and sighed.
“Whatever. You know the drill.”
“Yes, sir.”
LINDSAY PULLIN

agree with, being thankful that it was
not a hippopotamus because really the
swimming pool was a little undersized.
So very kindly they arranged for Santa
to fly in Suri pure-breeds Alma Rose
and Will on Christmas Eve 2011, along
with their companions Darjeeling and
Niamh. After a gestation period of 11½
months, Pearl Rose was born to Alma,
completing the herd of now five alpacas
in Zarabelle’s back yard.
Zarabelle is quite serious about
alpaca handling. She has completed two
Alpaca Whisperer Workshops where
she learned how to handle the animals
using the ‘gentle handling’ method,
tuning in to the way the alpaca thinks
and feels. This has helped her in Junior
Handler competitions at the Red Hill
and Berwick shows where she achieved
a 2nd and a 3rd placing.
When Pearl Rose is four months old,
Zarabelle intends to start halter-training
her and eventually show her at the Red
Hill Show in 2014.
There is another ambition in her
mind and that is to walk her favourite
alpaca Will to school for ‘show and tell’.
(I hope I can be there with a camera!)
ROD NUSKE
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The art of the Ames’
Somers resident and writer/
photographer for this paper, Rod Nuske,
picked up a Graham Norris book at
the Hastings Library titled Australian
Artists Today. On opening it up a painting
jumped off the page and it was by our
own Allan Ames. This, he thought, was
worth investigating.
Many of us like to dabble in the arts
and some people are quite good, but
very few of us can live by art alone.
So how did Allan manage it? Probably
the best way to explain this would be
to quote from an often-used profile:
“Being a self-taught artist and
partially colour blind (colour deficient),
Allan developed his own unique realist
style. For subject matter, he chose to
paint mostly the remainders of our
heritage: early settlers’, miners’ and
farm cottages and homesteads (his
great love). Occasionally Allan turned
his talent to painting inner-suburban
terraces and townhouses, using his
keen eye for detail and natural flair for
perspective to great advantage. Though
lack of normal colour perception would
usually impede an artist’s work, Allan’s
use of his limited colour perception
(mostly earthy and sepia tones) add a
wonderful ‘early Australian’ atmosphere
to his work. He held as many as three
successful solo exhibitions per year.
Many important commissions resulted
from these, including his paintings used
for Christmas cards for the Red Cross
and the Children’s Hospital. His work
is represented in private collections
in Britain, Holland, Ger many,
Switzerland, Sweden, Yugoslavia, South
Africa, Papua New Guinea, America,
Canada, New Zealand and throughout
Australia.”
So there you have it.
While Allan was painting, his wife
Carol was working hard at a very
different and specialised art form of
her own. Following her interest in early
furniture Carol attended classes, studied
the work of American folk artists and

became a member of the Decorative
Arts Society. This got her going in
buying new and old furniture such as
dressers, chests of drawers and cabinets
of all kinds, restoring them where
necessary. This is where her skills came
into play – applying special effects,
painted finishes and adding colourful
floral highlights where appropriate.
Carol took some of her work to the
Tyabb Antique Market and was gratified
to find there was a healthy demand.
Then she was approached by some
developers and interior decorators of
display homes for her furniture items
and also had many orders to fill for
other commissioned work.
So as the saying goes, for Allan and
Carol, ‘it was all happening’. They very
much enjoyed their relationships with
their buyers, many of whom became
friends and loyal followers of their
works.
In the year 2000 Allan did an
unusual thing for an artist – he ended
full-time painting (although he still
carries out requested commissions).
He had many other interests including
– with his son – building and racing

dune buggies and competing in offroad rallying up until 1990. He also
owned two classic Volkswagens, one
a beautiful award-winning Karmann
cabriolet and right now he owns and
drives a lovely 1959 Morris Minor 1000.
Carol and Allan moved to Somers
from their property on the Kinfauns
Estate in Bittern (it became too much
to manage) and they are very happy and
settled in their home in Lord Somers
Road. There is enough room for Carol
to enjoy her love of gardening and
Allan has a run for his chooks. As for
community involvement, the Ames’
are enthusiastic and active members
of Somers Combined Probus Club and
they take great delight in their extended
family, following them in their various
activities and accomplishments, ranging
from the artistic (not surprising) to high
academia.
You won’t see the Ames’ running
around wearing funny hats and artists’
smocks – they’re just like the rest of us;
it’s just that they practised their artistic
skills and lived by them. That’s pretty
unusual.
BARRY MERTON
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Wendy Green,
naturopath
Do you feel tired all the time; stressed
and anxious, prone to every cold that’s
going around? If so, you’re not alone, but
feeling healthy and full of life is a goal
within everyone’s reach.
It was my interest in the health and
wellbeing of the whole person, and in
helping others reach that goal, which
led me to train as a naturopath and
nutritionist. After growing up in New
Zealand and working for many years in
arts marketing, I wanted to take my life
in this new direction, one that would be
fulfilling for me and helpful to others.
Since training for six years at the
South Australian College of Natural and
Traditional Medicine in Adelaide, I have
been practising for more than 13 years
and now have a clinic and dispensary in
Flinders.
Not just anyone can set up as a
naturopath. I am registered with the
Australian Natural Therapists Association
and must undertake further training each
year to remain registered. I am also
registered with the major health funds
– many of my clients are able to claim
their consultation fees from their fund.
My goal is my client’s overall health
and wellbeing, but it is a joint goal that
we work on together – naturopathy is not
simply about me issuing instructions. This
means paying attention to good nutrition,
hormonal and mood balance, good
digestion and balanced sleeping patterns.
These create a strong foundation for
good health to thrive.
What does a naturopath and
nutritionist do?
Naturopathy is a safe, natural and
effective way to tackle health problems
and promote wellness. It uses gentle
techniques and the healing power of
nature, based on a holistic approach
which treats each person as an individual,
treating the whole person not just one
problem area.
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When we stop to take a good look
at our diet and lifestyle it can prompt
us to make positive changes. So in a
first consultation I ask patients detailed
questions about themselves and their
lives, to build up a picture the person,
problems they face and health issues they
want to tackle. Together we come up
with a plan that suits the individual and
fits into a busy lifestyle.
This may include:
• Diet assessment, with an individual

eating program planned. This takes
into account specific needs such
as weight loss, food intolerances,
reflux, bloating, diabetes, slow
metabolism and many more. Good
nutrition must be suited to personal
tastes and the time available to
prepare meals.

• Anxiety and stress are addressed

– are you feeling overwhelmed?
Irritable and intolerant? There are
many natural remedies available to
deal with this, but it is far better to
have one individually prescribed and
prepared than to rely on something
bought over the counter.

• Immune

system strengthening.
Are you run down, constantly
fighting colds, sinus, hay fever and
low energy? It is vital for longterm energy to slowly strengthen
an immune system that has been
battered by too many bugs.

• Help with getting a better night’s

sleep. Few things are as draining
as lack of sleep and research has
shown that poor sleep is associated
with a higher risk of many common
ailments. If you are feeling sluggish
and lethargic, waking tired and
needing an immediate energy
boost, or suffer from insomnia and
constant waking during the night, I
can help you develop better sleep
patterns.

Making sure your food provides the
nutrients and balance you need for longterm energy is a great place to start. Is
there enough protein and calcium in what
you are eating? What about those midafternoon sugar cravings and headaches
at night? Do certain foods make you feel

slightly unwell? Are there also too many
empty calories in those snacks?
Bloating, reflux, constipation,
tiredness and poor sleep often mean
it is time to review both diet and stress
levels. One of the most important
considerations for health is your digestive
system. If this gets out of balance it can
leave you feeling tired and run down.
People get so many different and
confusing messages as to what they
should or should not be eating. It can
be a great idea to know what to look
for when checking food labels, especially
sugar and salt levels.
Low-fat food, for example, can often
be high in sugar to add flavour, and so
is not necessarily a healthy alternative.
Those ‘natural healthy snack bars’ may
be loaded with preservatives or sugar.
Nutrition is very individual and
needs to be assessed for each adult or
child. This is especially important when
a client’s goal is weight loss. Ensuring
energy levels and feeling good about
oneself are maintained during a weightloss program it becomes easier. This also
means looking at comfort foods, plus
stress triggers that can lead to overeating.
Our diets should not be anti-social or
depressingly narrow. Enjoying healthy,
nourishing food and feeling full of vitality
is a pleasure within everyone’s reach.
My main aim following treatment is
to provide my clients with individually
tailored advice and information so they
can become independent.
Wendy Green is a naturopath and
nutritionist with over 13 years’ clinical
experience. She can be contacted on
035989 1113 or 0427 131 256.

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

Consider the
neighbours
Has your noise ever disturbed your
neighbours? Do your neighbours ever
disturb your peace? I recently was woken
early on a Saturday morning by a neighbour
who was grass trimming. Now, I don’t mind
being woken by wildlife or human noises,
but the rude awakening by the loud noises
of a whipper snipper really got my goat up.
Whilst he removed his ear muffs to
listen to my words, he adamantly declared
his right to whipper snip after 7.30am.
Besides it being only 7.20 when we were

discussing his disturbance of the peace, I
felt my lack of knowledge gave me little
further grounds to continue my plea for a
peaceful Saturday morning.
All this led me to find out what our
rights and responsibilities regarding noise
are. The Environment Protection Authority
is the governing body regarding noise
pollution. The guidelines are set by them
and all municipalities in Victoria are bound
by them. I was surprised by some of the
rules, even vacuum cleaners are listed (you
know the squeal some vacuums make!)
and feel that everyone could benefit by us
becoming aware of the statutory restraints.
Basically, noise is described as any
unwanted sound. Residential noise is any

noise emitting from a home or land used
in connection with that home. Noise must
not be unreasonable at any time of the day
or night and if that that noise disturbs our
peace it can be considered a problem. Any
action we take, if it disturbs our neighbours
is an action to be taken with consideration.
We all need to be aware of the constraints
set out by the EPA as listed below, taken
from the EPA website:
Prohibited times for residential noise
The Environment Protection (Residential
Noise) Regulations 2008 apply to the
items and times shown in the table on this
page. The regulations can affect the way
some large-scale residential construction
is managed.

Let us all take note and be aware of our
neighbours while we are going about our
daily business. In the ever-changing world

we live in, there are night workers, there
is mental illness, there are grumpy old
bastards (and I am sure I am not one!),

but let’s all consider everyone else as we
move through the world.
DELINE SKINNER
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Somers Kindergarten

There was a wonderful look of surprise on the face of Georgy Cooper
when presented with a sheaf of flowers during the Christmas Concert,
acknowledging her five years as a Teaching Assistant at Somers
Preschool. Presenting the flowers is Arthur O’Bryan of the Preschool
Committee who wished her success in her new position at Woodleigh
School as a Teacher’s Aid with 3-year-old preschool children.

The rescue
To be married to a handyman is usually
considered a ‘plus’. It may mean that
a favourite radio is left dismantled on
the kitchen table (it had a ‘dry joint’),
or you find an exercise bike in pieces
in the computer room (awaiting a new
belt)! OK – life goes on, but sometimes
you can be faced with a hair-raising
situation.
It was about the time Somers gained
its own sewerage system and septic
tanks became redundant. Henry, my
husband, had ours cleaned out and
disinfected for future use as a water
tank to service our front garden, but
as it consisted of two distinct tanks a
hole had to be cut in one in order for
the water to flow into both. Henry did
show me the access hole in the garden
but as it looked only big enough for a
four-year-old to pass through, I thought
no more about it.
One sunny afternoon I had settled
down for my usual after-lunch nap when
a sharp rap came at the door. The lady
explained: “I was passing in my car and
I saw what looked like a vest tied onto
a stick waving in a desperate sort of
manner, so thought I’d better come and
12

A more relaxed Georgy.

warn you!” Immediately I realised what
Henry had done. I made a mad dash to
dial 000 and summon the Fire Brigade
and in no time at all along came several
fire engines and an army of yellowcoated saviours, all contemplating the
hole and wondering how on earth to
rescue Henry without skinning him.
Henry, standing on a bucket and with
his feet in water, heard them discussing
ways of rescue, including erecting some
shear legs equipped with pulley and
rope! With a great effort he managed to
raise his hands above his head and yell
out: “PULL ME UP”. And so two of
them did – slowly and carefully – with
minimum loss of skin.
Henry’s subsequent explanation
was that he had gone down the hole
with the help of a jury ladder he had
constructed, completed the task of
allowing the water to flow – and then
his jury ladder had broken in his efforts
to get out of the hole.
Our guardian angel had vanished
by this time, but if she reads this and
remembers the occasion, I would like to
thank her most sincerely for her timely
response to our predicament.
Incidentally, the water tank has been
working perfectly ever since!
BETTY BROADBENT

This CFA Fire Danger Rating sign has
been moved to its more prominent position
near the Store. Friday 4 January, with
its 40-degree temperature, saw the pointer
move up to ‘Extreme’ for the first time
this fire season. We hope it does not go
that extra move to ‘code red’. The sign
should be a constant reminder to everyone
that we all, during the fire season, need
to take a great deal of care in whatever
we do not to allow a fire to start and also
to raise the alarm as soon as any fire is
noticed.

What is Somers Bush Kinder and
why does it need support?
Answer: The Somers Bush Kinder
program is mainly financed by
community fundraising activities. This
innovative program allows our preschool children to engage with nature
in an outdoor setting where free play,
imaginative games and challenging
activities develop learning, confidence
and trust.
“Children make their own choices:
TSK070_elgeefundraiserA5.pdf
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exploring, climbing, collecting,
observing or just ‘being’ during a
bush kinder session. They use their
imaginations and engage with the
bush surrounding, initiating their own
learning. This learning is observed
and, where necessary, facilitated by the
teachers,” said Julie Giorgiou, Somers
Pre-School director.

Soldier beetles
The Discovery Centre of Museum
Victoria received many enquiries about
the swarms of beetles in suburban
gardens in and around Melbourne in
early 2012 and now they are down here
in Somers in November/December 2012
and again in January 2013; they are Plague
Soldier Beetles, Chauliognathus lugubris.

3:44 PM

ELGEE PARK

Invitation

TO ENJOY A PRIVATE TOUR OF
the Myer family PROPERTY
WITH BAILLIEU MYER AC
& TASTE THE RANGE OF ELGEE PARK WINES
A fundraising event
for the Somers Bush Kinder Program
Getting kids outdoors and in-touch with their environment
C

M

Y

CM

MY

CY

CMY

K

-PROGRAMMorning tea with Baillieu Myer AC
Talk and exclusive tour of Elgee Park - one of Australia’s
largest private sculpture collections - with Robert Lindsay
Director, McClelland Gallery+Sculpture Park
followed by wine and cheese tasting in the art gallery/
winery conducted by Winemaker, Geraldine McFaul
$50 inclusive* (100% tax deductable donation)
Friday 15 February 2013
10am – 12.30pm
Followed by optional lunch (price not included)
at Merricks General Wine Store
Address: Elgee Park via Junction Road (ext. Myers Road) Merricks North
Go via entrance to meet at winery building
*Ticket price includes: show-bag and free entry to an exclusive raffle with
prizes including 6-pack of Willow Creek wine (value $320)
Strictly limited numbers
RSVP and pre-payment by 10th February to
Arthur O’Bryan phone 0438598997
or email gerryarty@westnet.com.au

Plague Soldier Beetles in Somers.
This flattened, elongated, soft-bodied
beetle has a thin yellow/orange stripe
across the back of the pronotum. It has
metallic olive-green elytra (hardened
forewings), covering most of a yellow/
orange abdomen. The legs, head,
antennae and rest of the pronotum are
black and the beetle is usually about
15mm in length. This native species has
earned its common name of the Plague
Soldier Beetle not as a result of bringing
or spreading any dangerous plagues,
rather due to its habit of forming huge
mating swarms.
The larvae of this species live in the
soil and feed on soft-bodied invertebrates,
while the adults feed on pollen and nectar.
The species is found across large parts of
the country, including urban areas, and
adults can be seen from spring through to
autumn. During their mating periods they
can appear in such large numbers that it is
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not uncommon for them to weigh down
the limbs of weaker plants.
Their bright colour warns off
predators as they are capable of releasing
distasteful chemicals and would not make
a good meal. For homeowners who
may be hosting huge numbers of this
colourful species, don’t be too concerned
– following the mating swarm the beetles
tend to disperse.
From the website of Museum Victoria

ITProfessor
Business and Home
fixed ADSL & wireless 3G
data & networks.
PC Maintenance.
Websites. Shops. Email.
Development. Hosting. Support.
Domain & SEO Management.
Business Systems Analysis.
Project Management.
Contact Matthew Taylor to discuss
your needs in plain English
or bits & bytes.
support@itprofessor.com.au
Phone Message 03 9024 2524
ITProfessor Pty Ltd - Box 424 Somers
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Springtime
pigeons
I wake to a sound more urgent, closer
than the awakening dawn chorus. I pull
back my curtains and from my pillow
watch through the window.
Two pigeons flutter and flap on
the black telephone wire strung across
my front yard. Their wings crash and
whack as they cavort in the dawn of a
spring day. This dance of love, or ritual
of procreation, breaks the quiet of the
morning as, leaping and beating wings,
they join together. The wire wobbles
and shakes and then they part, bowing
to each other. One heads to the ground
strutting and pecking contentedly, the

Surprises
Not only the birds
and the bees
I stepped out my front door and to my
surprise spotted this echidna ‘playing’
in my pot of water lilies. It was a timely
reminder that in this hot weather it is not
only the birds and the bees we should be
making water available to. I must admit
though I’ve never before seen an echidna
apparently having such fun in the water.

other, the male I presume, watches his
mate while his rhythmical call powers
out for the world to hear, bobbing
and pacing till he joins his mate on the
ground with a final primal call. Here
they bow to each other again, and begin
a quiet cooing; bending, nodding and
strutting together on the soft green lawn.
DELINE SKINNER

Stories from the garden
With this story from Deline Skinner we’re
encouraging contributions of stories about
birds or animals in people’s gardens. Have
you seen something in your garden that has
amazed, touched or amused you? We’d love
you to share your stories with the community
of Somers through the pages of the Paper
Nautilus.

Christmas visitor
On Christmas Eve we were paid a visit
by a most unexpected guest. This lace
monitor had clear determination in the
path he was taking and once under the
gate quickly headed up the tree. Initially
I wondered whether he was an escaped
pet but on further enquiry discovered
they are local residents and sometimes
seen by others. So if you hear a rustle in
the grass it might be one of these shy,
rapid-moving locals.
BRONWEN GIBBS

Saxil Tuxen and
Banksia Estate
Back in the 1920s when Somers was
a fledgling village, a new style of
urban design, Garden Suburbs, was
being popularised. Ebenezer Howard
developed the concept of using housing
developments to combine people and
place in a style that integrated environment
and community, rather than imposing grids
of urban planning on the topography. His
ideas were embraced by surveyor Saxil
Tuxen, who went on to become one of
Melbourne’s leading town planners.
Saxil Tuxen applied this concept
to develop a design for Somers’ lovely
Banksia Estate. He had worked with Walter
Burley-Griffin and his wife Marion BurleyGriffin on the Ranelagh Estate in Mt Eliza
and it is possibly this association that has
mistakenly led people to attribute the
Banksia Estate design to Burley-Griffin.
Auguste Tuxen, Saxil’s father, was

granted a survey licence in the Colony of
Victoria in 1868. He was part of the team
that surveyed the Black Allen line, that is,
the straight line of the Victorian border,
stretching from the Murray River to Cape
Howe on the east coast. Auguste ran a
surveying firm in King Street, Melbourne,
which Saxil took over upon his father’s
death in 1913.
For over 10 years, Saxil was Consulting
Engineer for the Shire of Flinders and
designed a number of estates across the
Peninsula, including our Banksia Estate,
with streets centred around and splaying
out in an octagonal design from the
central reserve of Banksia Square. He also
designed estates in Bittern, Crib Point,
Merricks Beach, Mt Eliza and Rosebud.
Saxil and his family holidayed in
Somers, and it is thought the family may
have owned land on the foreshore here
in the early years. He was passionately
concerned for the underprivileged of
Melbourne and as a member of the Slum
Study Group he conducted surveys and
prepared maps indicating sub-standard
housing in Melbourne and designs for
replanning. Saxil voluntarily did the
survey work for Lord Somers Camp and
continued to work for the underprivileged
for many years.
The Brotherhood of St Laurence had
Saxil Tuxen as a member of its original
board, and in this role he worked with
Father Tuck to create a settlement in
Carrum Downs for the underprivileged
that is still well regarded today. The family
remembers his concern and compassion
for people and that his door was always
open to anyone in need.
Saxil was one of Melbourne’s leading
town planners and was a founding
member of the Melbourne Town Planning
Association. In that time he contributed
suggestions and ideas that helped to
form the Melbourne we know today.
It was his proposal to save the Yarra
River from re-alignment and construct
the Yarra Boulevard. He campaigned
to save Melbourne’s tram network at a
time when others were calling for it to
be removed. Saxil designed many estates
across Melbourne suburbs including Park

Orchards, Keon Park, Port Melbourne,
Hilltop in Mont Albert, and Merrilands
in Reservoir.
Saxil lived 1885–1975 and the
community of Somers can be proud of
having this great man as one of its forming
fathers.
DELINE SKINNER
Note: Saxil was also reponsible for other
designs locally including the Palm Beach
(Garden Square) Estate.

The naming of
Williams Point
Historians among us will no doubt
object to the unofficial ‘hands-on’
naming of one of the Somers seaside
headlands, but this is how it happened.
When members of the then
Foreshore Committee were spending
a lot of time and energy trying to
improve one of the steeper beach
pathways, we became tired of calling
it ‘the-point-at-the-end-of-the-pathwhere-John-Williams-used-to-live’,
so we started calling it ‘Williams
Point’ in our minutes and notices.
This is how common usage can enter
the local language, and how the name
of one of our best-known residents
has become part of our geographic
vocabulary.
IAN TAYLOR
Note: As a young teenager I was
conscious that my contemporaries
referred to the point as Williams Point,
which was quite understandable as ours
was the only house on it. Blue Haze sat
close to the east but not on the point
and then there was nothing till Campsie
to the west. I had often wondered how
suddenly it changed from a point of
reference for friends and acquaintances
to common and official usage. Thank
you, Ian, for the explanation.
BRONWEN GIBBS (nee Williams)
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SUMMER COLOURING-IN FUN

How to Sew a Sock Doll

by www.karensvariety.com

It’s easy to make dolls out of
socks. Choose socks that are
strong and thick, very colourful
and have interesting patterns.
Step 1 - Cutting and Assembling
the Body
Cut the bottom (not including the
heel) of the foot of the sock in
half. Use the toe piece to make
arms. Cut the remainder of the
foot up the middle to the heel to
form the legs. With the sock inside out, stitch as shown in the
diagram to form the arms and
legs. Sew the arms to the body.
Turn the sock inside out and stuff
the body with Hobby Fill.
Step 2 - The Head and Hat
To make the neck, tie a bow
of yarn or ribbon above the
arms. Place balled-up stuffing inside for the head.
Make small gathering stitches at the top of the head and
draw tight. The remaining
sock can be rolled down to
form a hat.
Step 3-Embellishments
Add embellishments such
as buttons for eyes, lace,
rhinestones, fabric flowers
etc to personalise your doll.

Step 4 - Be Creative
Why not use other recycled materials such as
beanies and mittens to
create more wonderful
stuffed toys?

Fruit Salad with Nuts and Seeds
Ingredients: 1 cup vanilla yoghurt, 2 tbsp honey,
fruit in season such as strawberries, mango, blueberries, chopped nuts such as almonds, poppy seeds
and sesame seeds.
Method:
1.
Stir the yoghurt and honey together in a bowl.
2.
Wash and chop your summer fruits.
3.
Spoon the fruit into individual bowls and top
with the yoghurt and honey.
4.
Sprinkle almonds, poppy seeds and sesame
seeds on top to add a bit of crunch.

Scavenger Hunt at the Beach
Divide everyone into teams and give each team a
list of things to be collected or photographed
using a digital camera.
Here is an example of things that can go on your
list:

Three different kinds of shells

A feather

A piece of sea sponge

Something red

Three different coloured rocks

A piece of seaweed

A popsicle stick

Bird tracks

Dog tracks

A person’s footprint in the sand

A sandcastle

Everyone in the water up to the knees
For older kids you can make the scavenger hunt
more challenging by adding scavenger-hunt clues
and riddles.
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Children’s book review

Uno’s Garden
By Graeme Base (Penguin/Viking,
2006)

We love this book at home.
Uno’s Garden is beautifully and
imaginatively illustrated and creatively
written by Australian children’s
author Graeme Base. It introduces
the importance of natural balance
and how humans can wreak havoc on
the environment. The story features
themes of environmental degradation,
conservation of nature and habitat,
ecology, extinction and humans’ ability
to affect the world around them – for
better and for worse.
The opening verse sums up the essence
of the book:
“The animals go by one by one
A hundred plants, then there were
none
And all the while the buildings
double . . .
This numbers game adds up to
trouble”
All the animals and plants featured
in the book were invented by Graeme

Base. Some of the animals included
are the wonderfully named Leaping
Lumpybums (with their monkey-like
features and purple bottoms), the
adorable Timid Tumbletops (with their
large doe-like eyes), and the Flippered
Flipperflaps (who look like a cross
between a bee and a butterfly with huge
lips). The most significant character
is the elusive and very shy Snortlepig,
whom Base keeps in the background
– until he disappears.
The human voice of the story
is that of the aptly named Uno, the
first man to move into the forest. The
story proceeds as other people follow
Uno in moving into the forest and as
the number of people and buildings
increase, the number of plants and
animals decrease. Soon he’s joined by
other settlers, who pollute the area
and the flora and fauna decrease in
direct proportion to the increase in
population.
The end result is a sterile city
surrounded by polluted waters.
After the inhabitants depart in
disgust, Uno – and then his descendants
– build again more carefully, and as time
goes by the Pricklebacks, Flipperflaps,
Lumpybums and other creatures come
back – except for the Snortlepig, who
remains sadly extinct.
The final page sums up the whole
book and is titled ‘A Question of
Balance’. Graeme Base writes: “Getting
the balance right is not always easy
– especially between what people
need and what nature needs – and
it’s surprising how quickly things can
change when you’re not looking!”
Uno’s ideal garden and indeed world
is a harmoniously balanced community
of small dwellings carefully dispersed
amidst equal numbers of plants and
animals.
The book features arithmetic
and puzzles which teach children
how quickly adding or subtracting
numbers can alter the balance, while
they learn basic maths concepts along
the way. At the back of the book there
are instructions for several number

games relating to the book where
you have to find a number of plants,
animals, buildings and sometimes one
Snortlepig.
Uno’s Garden is a moving but
inspirational tale about how we all
unknowingly affect the environment
around us, just by being here, and how
we can learn from our mistakes and find
ways of improving the environment
around us.
Awards: Uno’s Garden has received
many awards incuding: 2007 Speech
Pathology Book of the Year, younger
readers; 2007 The Green Earth Book,
USA; 2008 The Wilderness Society
Environment Award. The book was
chosen as the theme of the 2007 Myer
Windows.
About the author: Graeme Base
is one of the world’s leading creators
of picture books. His alphabet book
Animalia received international acclaim
when it was first published in 1986
and has achieved classic status with
worldwide sales approaching three
million copies. It has also inspired an
animated TV series.
Other favourites by Graeme Base
include The Eleventh Hour, My Grandma
Lived in Gooligulch, The Sign of the Seahorse,
The Discovery of Dragons, The Worst Band
in the Universe, The Waterhole (and The
Waterhole Board Book), Jungle Drums
and The Golden Snail. In 2009 Graeme
produced the fascinating book Enigma;
can you crack the code? Graeme’s most
recent book is Little Elephants (2012).
Graeme lives in Melbourne with
his artist wife, Robyn, and their three
children – James, Kate and Will.
KARINA SMITH
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Five Short Stories
Jeff Grant was a teacher at Somers Primary
School in the early 1990s. His teaching
style was unconventional and storytelling
was a key skill. He took some time away
from teaching to write a book of short
stories which, having unsuccessfully done a
round of publishers, has languished on his
bookshelf. This is the second of five to be
published in the Paper Nautilus.

Losing things
In my life so far I have developed some
really amazing skills. Perhaps the most
specialised of them all is the ability to
lose things. Well, ‘misplace’ is more
appropriate than ‘lose’. Think about it
yourself: How many times do you lose
things, only to have them reappear
without warning?
I’m particularly good with money
and car keys. Although it is a rarity when
money finds its way back, one such time
was most fortunate. I had just sold one
of my trusty old cars. Having somehow
organised to get home without a car, I
immediately dropped the entire $800 in
a local milk bar. A number of hours later
I thought to myself, “I’d better put that
money in a safe spot”. Another hour or
so later I found myself back in the milk
bar sheepishly asking if anyone had seen
$800. Pretty stupid thing to be asking, eh?
To my stunned amazement, some kind
soul had left a message on the notice
board, “Anyone lose $800? Come to this
address”.
With my money intact I made a
promise to always do likewise if I found
lots of money.
Basically, losing things comes
naturally. By the time I was 16 I had
given up carrying wallets. I mean, every
time you lose a wallet, you lose the lot.
Nowadays I just have some money in
this pocket, license in that, credit card
in another. No worries, I still lose them
all, but not all at once.
The great thing about losing
possessions is that you get really clever at
20

dealing with it. I don’t waste time looking
for things. I figure they’ll finally get tired
of hide and seek and give themselves up.
If I was to get carried away, I could
conjure up enough ‘lost stories’ to fill
an encyclopaedia. Somehow I can’t
imagine it on the best-sellers’ list, but
one does emerge on the Jeff Grant semimemorable list.
I was 21 and life was taking me on
a journey overseas – the first stop to
the dark, forbidding Russia. In those
days a visit to a communist country was
fairly unusual. Hidden behind a veil of
menace and secrecy they were considered
the enemy. Consequently, visits were
incredibly difficult to organise and strictly
supervised.
The day of departure drew closer and
the Mornington Peninsula was drenched
in dust and heat. On the other side of
the world Russia was shivering at –20
degrees Celsius. This trip wasn’t going
to help the suntan.
After 30 hours in the air, our little
group of travellers peered down at the
snow-covered fields of this strange
country. For the thousandth time I re-

adjusted my money belt. Before I left
home, many an hour was spent wondering
how I would travel around the world
without losing things. Finally a friend
had made this wonderful little zippered
wallet that strapped around my waist.
Throughout the flight I kept making sure
it was secure and all its contents were safe.
Included in this valuable little collection
were passport, traveller’s cheques and
special visas to places like Russia.
Before long, the plane was nosing its
way down towards the icy tarmac. With
excitement bubbling over, we impatiently
waited for the plane to motor across
to where we could see the terminal
beckoning half a kilometre away. To

our amazement the engines spluttered
into silence. “Heck,” I thought, “surely
we don’t have to walk across 50 metres
of snow to begin our holiday?” I didn’t
even have my thermal undies on. Then,
from one side of the plane, two old buses
growled into view. As our shivery bodies
carefully trod down the icy steps, I could
but observe the armed guards flanking
the buses. These buses were the latest
in modern technology – no seats and
no heating. Maybe –20 degrees Celsius
was a nice day for these guys. All aboard,
I was thinking of what frozen sardines
would feel like.
As the bodgie machines headed
towards the terminal I did the onethousand-and-first check on my money
belt. I felt my stomach, and then my
waist. Like a mouthful of cold porridge,
panic slithered down my throat. I rapidly
checked under my six layers of clothing
to discover my money belt was playing
hide and seek. Being a professional loser
of possessions, I knew how to handle the
situation. Remember it’s not lost, only
misplaced.
Packed in like sardines, it was an effort
to squat down to check my travel bag. By
this time I had convinced myself that all
would be solved by discovering my little
wallet buddy in my travel bag. Without
warning the bus came to an abrupt
halt and I head butted the legs of the
person in front of me. Slowly standing,
the realisation of two important facts
suddenly hit me. Number one was that
the bus had arrived at the terminal and
people were unloading. Number two
was that the most important wallet I had
ever owned in my entire life was gone!
Not around my waist, not in my carry
bag and not just casually lying around
on the bus floor grinning at me. The
next horrible realisation was that armed
guards were checking passports before
entry. Having had so much experience
of losing important things, I also knew
I had reached the pinnacle of my career:
standing in the snow, standing by mean,
crew-cut, machine-gun-carrying soldiers
on the other side of the world. I was in
a little bit of trouble.

Those brain operators were having
a wonderful time calculating all the
possibilities: “They’ll shoot him, they’ll
arrest him, they’ll shout at him – in any
particular order.” Then one of the last
calm operators remaining suggested that
I casually jump back on the bus. And
one smart little fellow (who no doubt
gained a promotion over the incident)
suggested that my money belt, with its
entire contents, must be playing hide
and seek on the plane. By this time I
had created total havoc at the Moscow
airport. With my long hair and old
black coat, I was surrounded by four
screaming guards with guns at the ready.
Fortunately I couldn’t understand what
they were saying, but I don’t think it was
all that nice. Inside the busy terminal,
fellow passengers had discovered my
absence and were frantically looking for

any important person who could speak
English.
Apart from guns waving around
under my nose, I was concerned with
something even scarier. With the plane
still in sight, I realised that there was
obviously no need refuelling and two
more busloads of refrigerated sardines
had headed out. Inching slowly up the
plane steps I realised that my dream of
a nice uncomplicated trip was about to
fly back out of Russia. OK, this is not
a problem. These nice men standing
around yelling at me were probably
fine human beings, and as soon as they
realised that I just needed to go quickly
back to the plane, everything would be
back to normal. In the past I’ve also
had quite a deal of experience playing
charades. So with outstretched arms I
very calmly attempted to show these
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The Giving Tree
at Somers Primary
School

hardened soldiers that my money and my
passport were back on the plane. Either
I hadn’t practised enough or they didn’t
like charades, but the whole exercise was
a failure.
Finally, after what seemed to be
about 16 hours, another uniformed
person appeared on the scene. Boy, the
English language never sounded sweeter.
This wonderful woman questioned me
as to why I was causing such a national
security problem. With a quick explanation
I related my slight problem with losing
things. With bewilderment written all over
her face, she explained how further advice
and permission would be required from
someone even more important. Relaxing
a little I figured there was some chance I
wouldn’t be just shot on the spot.
Any rate, to cut a long story short,
within about 15 minutes I was enjoying
my second trip on a Russian bus. With
just a bus driver and two armed guards,
there was certainly more room, although
the conversation was a touch boring.
I hurtled up the steps of the plane
and quickly passed many impatient
and angry faces on my way down the
aisle. Remembering the seat number,
I expected to discover my little leather
friend very soon.
The moment of truth: on the vacant
seat, no money belt! On the floor below,
no money belt!
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Amongst the rising screams of
panicking operators, the same little
fellow who suggested finding the belt
on the plane felt decidedly sick. “Umm,”
he suggested, “sure we didn’t leave it in
Melbourne?”
Slowly turning to meet the eyes of
my armed guards, I knew things were
getting out of hand. You know how I
said you don’t bother looking for those
lost things? That they just get tired of
hiding and give themselves up? Well, this
money belt was pushing things a bit far.
With guns pointing at my stomach,
my saviour came in the shape of a
little fat peasant woman. With a gaptoothed smile and a knobbly old hand
she shoved a brown paper bag under
my nose. Naturally its contents were my
lost – oops, misplaced – money belt.
With everyone breathing a sigh of relief,
another ‘lost story’ was reaching its final
chapter.
There is a sorry side to this tale. Since
that particular incident I have continued
on my merry way of losing anything and
everything. The shame of it is that it
never seems to concern me that much.
I always think of trundling back across
towards the Moscow terminal with a grin
from ear to ear understanding I will never
reach those losing heights again.
JEFF GRANT
Illustrations by Bronwen Gibbs

Somers Primary School families donated
a huge number of goods to a Christmas
Giving Tree for disadvantaged children
across the Mornington Peninsula. The
Giving Tree was set up in the school
office where the toys and food were
dropped off.
The gift donations were extensive
and included: new toys, clothing, CDs,
books, craft items, sport equipment,
gift vouchers and much, much more.
There was a large donation of toys
from BP arranged by one of the school
parents which was wonderful.
Food vouchers and non-perishable
food items were also donated and
included: cans of vegetables or fruit,
plum pudding and Christmas cake,
packets of jelly, long-life custard, packet
of biscuits and Christmas goodies (nuts,
lollies, pretzels, chocolates, etc.).
A Salvation Army volunteer came
to the school mid-December to collect
all the goods. There were about eight
black recycling tubs full of goods packed
into the back of his car and he was very
grateful for our small school’s generosity.
All these toys and food items will

make a difference to children and families
who are disadvantaged or homeless, and
suffering from destitution, sickness, or
abuse this Christmas.
The statistics and facts presented
to the children at assembly late
November were indeed humbling
and confronting. Every day more
than 605,000 disadvantaged Australian
children struggle and face more
challenges before the first school bell
than most of our children face in a
lifetime. They often take on household
responsibilities beyond their years, suffer
neglect, abuse, hunger and many are
homeless.
Sadly, many of these Aussie kids go
without receiving a gift or a Christmas
meal simply because their families can’t
afford it.  
The Salvation Army in Rosebud,
Hastings and Mornington collectively
distribute more than 1500 hampers and
new toys to more than 1600 children
each year. And that is just one relief
agency. Southern Peninsula Food for
All distributes 500 Christmas hampers
per year, and Western Port Community
Support distributed $14,883 worth of
Christmas hampers and $9447 worth
of Christmas toys in 2011.
An enormous thank-you to all those
who donated to the Giving Tree at
Somers Primary School. We hope to
make this an annual event, giving from
our very fortunate school to others not
so fortunate. We would welcome the
Somers community to visit the school
next year and donate as well.
KARINA SMITH

Somers School Camp achieves ‘5 stars’
for sustainability
Somers School Camp is the newest State
School to achieve 5-star Accreditation in
Sustainability as a Resource Smart School,
a Victorian Government initiative. Rob
Gell presented this award at the camp on
Sunday 9 December to the 160 children
attending the nine-day Somers program
from Barwon South West Regions,
the Geelong North and the Bellarine
networks.
Somers School Camp has a wholeschool approach to environmental
education for sustainability. This approach
has emerged from its school vision and is
articulated in all facets of the camp. The
camp’s strategic plan incorporates many
sustainable practices.
Somers School Camp has been
successful in achieving the completion
of all five modules of the Resource Smart

Australian Schools initiative. Through
outdoor activities, community living and
environmental studies children and visiting
staff at SSC participate in activities which
raise awareness of sound sustainable
practice such as water conservation,
biodiversity, renewable energy practices
and waste management. Sustainability
is a context for the community and
the children to participate in planting,
harvesting, energy conservation and
careful waste management of organic
and hard-waste materials. SSC connects
with other communities at local, state
and national levels.
Somers School Camp is very
proud of this award and will continue
to implement sustainable practice so
children can live and learn in, with and
for the environment.

Rob Gell (centre right) and Simon Hum presenting the 5-star Accreditation for Resource
Smart Schools to Somers School Camp Principal, Denise Anthony.
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Principles for
mastering your
thinking
In his book, Change Your Thinking, Change
Your Life, Brian Tracy writes about seven
principles for mastering your thought
processes. Since we know that the stress
we experience in our lives is caused by
our thinking and perceptions, I wanted
to share Tracy’s principles with you.
Brian Tracy writes: “When you begin
thinking in a positive, confident way about
the main aspects of your life, you take
control over what is happening to you.
You bring your life into harmony with
cause and effect. You sow positive causes
and reap positive effects. You begin to
believe more intensely in yourself and your
possibilities. You expect more positive
outcomes. You attract positive people and
situations, and soon your outer life results
will begin to correspond to your inner
world of constructive thinking [and your
communication skills will reflect precisely
that].
“This entire transformation begins
with [the nature and quality of] your
thoughts. Change your thinking and you
will, you must, change your life. The one
thing you must do is to create the mental
equivalent of what you want to experience
in your reality. Everything else will follow
from that.”
1. Principle of Control: You feel
positive about yourself to the degree you
feel in control of your own life (and vice
versa).
2. Principle of Cause and Effect: Says
that for every effect in your life there is a
specific cause whether you know what it
is or not. There are no accidents.
3. Principle of Belief: Whatever you
believe with feeling becomes your reality.    
4. Principle of Expectation: Whatever
you expect with confidence becomes your
own self-fulfilling prophecy.
5. Principle of Attraction: You are a
living magnet. You invariably attract into
your life people and situations in harmony
with your dominant thoughts.

6. Principle of Correspondence: Your
outer world is a reflection of your inner
world. You can tell what is going on inside
you by looking at what is going on around
you. “By their fruits ye shall know them”
translates to “by your fruits shall you know
who you are”.
7. Principle of Mental Equivalency
(Law of Mind): Thoughts objectify
themselves: Your thoughts, vividly
imagined and repeated, charged with
emotions, become your reality.

Putting these laws to work
These mental exercises enable you to
begin unlocking the powers of your
subconscious mind. They enable you to
put these laws to work in a deliberate and
systematic way.
You activate the Law of Control by
choosing consciously to view yourself as
an active creative influence in your own
life. When you take mental control, you
place your hands firmly on the steering
wheel of your own destiny. You become
the architect of your own future.
You free yourself from the Law of
Accident when you become aware of the
role of your own thoughts in directing the
course of your life.
You activate the Law of Cause and
Effect when you stand back from your dayto-day life and reflect upon the incredible
number of coincidences that have shaped
you into the person you are today. You see
that nothing happened by accident. You
realise that everything happened, and is
happening, as the result of immutable
law – even if you can’t see clearly where
your life is going at the moment.
You trigger the Law of Belief when
you accept that your life and your
experiences are leading you toward the
accomplishment of something important.
The more you think about this as inevitable,
the more likely it is to come true for you.
Your beliefs do become your realities.
You apply the Law of Expectations
when you confidently expect to gain
something worthwhile, if not invaluable,
from everything that happens to you.
This attitude of confident self-expectancy
makes your life into more of an adventure,

with unpredictable but happy events
occurring to move you toward some
positive outcome. You become more
optimistic and cheerful, as well as calm
and relaxed, and your expectations do
become self-fulfilling prophecies.
Your positive, future-oriented thinking
triggers the Law of Attraction. You
begin drawing into your life people and
circumstances in harmony with your
dominant thoughts of hope and optimism
and confidence. The more you think of
yourself and your life as uniquely blessed
and important, the more you attract to
yourself the ideas, opportunities and
people that make your dreams come true.
Consistent with the Law of
Correspondence, you see yourself as a
special person put on this earth with a
special purpose, and your outer world of
relationships, health, work and material
accomplishments begin to reflect your
inner attitudes of mind.
As you plant these thought seeds
into your subconscious by continually
holding them in your conscious mind,
by the Law of Subconscious Activity,
your subconscious begins to make all
your words, feelings, actions and even your
body language fit a pattern consistent with
your new self-concept and your new goals.
You use the Law of Substitution
continually; know that your major
responsibility in this process is to keep
negative thoughts of fear, anger and selfdoubt out of your mind. You do this by
holding thoughts of faith, hope and love
instead, until these new thoughts are firmly
rooted and growing with a life and power
of their own.
You apply the Law of Concentration
by dwelling continually on thoughts of
courage and confidence, of hope and love
and on the wonderful future life has in
store for you. You take time each day to
sit and soak your mind in positive and
uplifting thoughts, knowing that whatever
you dwell upon long enough and hard
enough will eventually materialise in the
world around you.
LLOYD J. THOMAS, PHD
(Dr Thomas is a licensed
psychologist, author, speaker and life
coach.)
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Africa, the in-between bits
Somers residents Simon and Madeleine
Boadle have had another adventure in their
MG, driving through the non-tourist areas
of Africa. In this issue Simon begins the
story in Johannesburg.
Most tourists visiting Africa see the
iconic attractions like Cape Town,
Victoria Falls, the Big Five, and if they
are lucky the Wildebeest migration in
the Maasai Mara. These are all fabulous
experiences; but like Australia, Africa is
an immense land mass and tourists are
often on a tight schedule and have no
alternative but to dash from airport to
airport. We were lucky enough to have
a totally different experience, driving
40-year-old MG sports cars through
the heart of Africa. It was this unique
experience that allowed us to see the
95%, the non-tourist areas, and it
was these bits that made the trip so
memorable.
Out first stop was in Johannesburg
where we stayed with our hosts Richard
and Eleanor Wear – they have lived in
Pretoria for many years and it really
gave Madeleine and me a great insight
into the African version of a rural/
city lifestyle. Lifestyles and interests are
pretty much the same as ours except we
don’t have the razor wire, locked doors
and security systems. Drive 10 minutes
in one direction and you encounter

No need to say more than to identify Simon
and Madeleine.
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Our couple on the same hill where David Livingstone stood in Zambia.
shanty towns with continuous streams
of locals walking to and from work.
Drive 10 minutes in the other direction
and you are surrounded by beautiful
hills and health resorts.
We learned about Bukkies (utes),
Robots (traffic lights) and Braais
(BBQs) but it took me a couple of
days to figure out that a geyser wasn’t
a nice old bloke but a household hotwater service. Things are often not
quite what they seem in South Africa;
shanty towns may look disorganised to

a passer-by but they are well-ordered
chaos where landlords rule. They are
very dangerous places for outsiders,
but there are also strict codes for the
inhabitants and in many ways they are
more full of life than some of the other
Lego-style suburbs around Jo’burg.
Richard told us the story of his loyal
Malawian gardener of 20 years. After
being an important part of their lives
for so many years they were really upset
to see him waste away with AIDS. They
did their best by supplying him with the

The 10 intrepid starters at Cape Agulhas, the southern-most tip of Africa.

latest medicines they could find. But it
was all in vain, and when they eventually
cleaned out his room they found all the
unopened western medicines in the back
of the cupboard and under the bed.
He had been trusting potions from the
local witchdoctor instead. Poor Richard
was quite taken aback as after a 20year friendly relationship they honestly
thought they had a good understanding
of his life as well as earning his trust.
We were to pick up the cars in
Cape Town and give them a 1000km
shakedown run along the spectacular
coast and Garden Route, stopping at
wineries and major tourist attractions.
The local MG fraternity were incredibly
hospitable, putting on road tours
and BBQs. After a fabulous week in
Cape Town we headed NW towards
Namibia. Leaving the well-ordered
fertile agricultural countryside and
crossing into Namibia was a real visual
shock. The change in the landscape
was very abrupt – it was almost as if
someone had taken a gigantic blowtorch
and scorched everything in sight. Wellorganised farming enterprises gave way
to village life and wandering livestock.
Children play soccer with plastic bottles
and life for most doesn’t seem to go
past the village boundaries. The village
chief obviously plays a pivotal role in
the health of the village but once he
starts to lose his mojo, the people just
abandon their leader and join another
group. Namibia seems to be the leastdeveloped of the African countries and
this could be due to their insistence on
keeping up the traditional ways.
Our MGs are tough little cars but
they were not designed for the hundreds
of kilometres of corrugated Namibian
roads. Constant vibration and metal
fatigue took its toll with loose door
hinges, nuts and bolts dropping off,
broken exhaust brackets and shocker
mounts. Mechanical problems combined
with driver and passenger fatigue made
for some long days, but the rewards were
stunning landscapes and beautiful skies.
Like Australia, the few natural
attractions just take your breath away

A typical stop for lunch, which also enabled minor repairs to be made and provided an opportunity
to swap the morning’s experiences.
once you have endured the long drive
in off the main roads. Fish Canyon is
the second-biggest in the world after
the Grand Canyon and the massive
Sossusvlei sand dunes on the coast have
a stark beauty of their own that just
leaves you gasping – due mainly to their
size (up to 300m high) and the effort
required to scale these monster piles
of red sand. We climbed the famous
Dune 45 early in the morning to catch
spectacular views down the valley to

the coast.
Our last day in Namibia was spent
at Okonjima Lodge where orphaned
and injured cheetah cubs are nurtured
back to healthy condition before being
released into their 60,000-acre game
park. They now have 28 radio-chipped
cheetahs roaming free to hunt in an
unspoiled environment. Our guide led us
through the bush on foot to within 25m
of the cheetahs. They were completely
oblivious to our presence while going

A signpost at the Victoria Falls Hotel in Zambia.
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Madeleine scaling dune 45 of the Sossusvlei dunes. The dune is so named because it is 45 km
past the town of Sesnium on the way to Sossusvlei. It is one of the more accessible dunes as it
is but 80 metres high, whereas others reach 200 metres.
about their evening hunt. Cheetahs may
have very large hearts which enable
them to reach speeds of 115 kph in
short bursts, but it was our hearts that
were doing the pounding that evening.
Okonjima is the only place in the world
offering such a unique experience and
we were privileged to have it included
in our itinerary. If you want a special
experience, put Okonjima on your list
and you will not be disappointed.
Seeing animals in the wild remains
the highlight of the trip, but what we
didn’t expect was the huge numbers
of hippo, giraffe, zebra, elephant and
buffalo in the Chobe and Maasai Mara
game reserves. Lions, leopards and
cheetahs were harder to find but they
all made spectacular appearances on
cue. Abundant birdlife and exotic plants
appear when you least expect them and
are a real bonus to the bigger animals
in the game reserves.
No one expected the MGs to be a
comfortable mode of transport and
given the road conditions Toyota Prados
would have been a more sensible choice.
If 11 Prados passed by it would hardly
raise an eyebrow, but seeing a convoy of
11 brightly coloured MGs driving by got
whole villages on their feet, jumping and
waving madly. The concept of driving
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the full length of Africa and beyond was
almost too difficult for some locals to
comprehend but it always ended up with
a huge grin and vigorous handshaking.
A large part of the preparations
for the trip was centred round the cars
and making sure they were adequately
armour-plated to cope with the
uncertain road conditions. We had over
8000 km to travel from Cape Town to
Nairobi with no support vehicle and
limited tools and spares as once you
stuff in two changes of clothes and a

couple of toothbrushes there is very
little space left. Our own car had a
5mm-thick stone-guard running from
the underside of the radiator, under
the engine and gearbox almost to the
rear axle. A new exhaust pipe was fitted
giving extra clearance and exposed items
such as petrol and brake lines, fuel pump
and the underside of the petrol tank
were also well protected against stones
and hard knocks. The suspension was
raised about 20mm all round and light
truck tyres fitted. There was no special
preparation for the driver and passenger
except crossing fingers and toes.
The newer bitumen roads were
in better condition than some of our
Mornington Peninsula roads, however
we totally underestimated how bad some
of the gravel roads were and we soon
discovered that a potholey bitumen road
was in many ways worse than ungraded
gravel. South African truck drivers were
normally courteous but it soon changed
on entering Zambia, Zimbabwe and
Tanzania. It was if they had been trained
by Mad Max as they drove anywhere
on the road and often on our side with
lights flashing. The dozens of roadside
wrecks were clear evidence that they
drove a lot faster than their guardian
angels could fly! The annual road toll in
South Africa was 35,000 so who knows
what it was in Tanzania. Apart from the
lack of road maintenance, one of the

contributing factors to the many road
wrecks is the number of unroadworthy
petrol tankers, buses and taxi vans on
the roads. Second-hand petrol tankers
are bought mainly from the USA, and
the owners pay for the purchase price
of the truck after just four loads. There
is no incentive for drivers to rest or
carry out normal maintenance so the net
result is carnage. We were following one
truck when the entire side railing came
adrift and pitch-poled towards us across
the bitumen – just another lucky escape!
Another was when a Namibian youth
hurled a well-aimed rock at our car. It
cracked the passenger-side windscreen
badly but we considered ourselves lucky
that the windscreen didn’t completely
collapse into a thousand pieces. After
half a roll of gaffer tape to hold it
together we were on our way again.
About the only redeeming feature of
an MG in these situations is its size,
or lack of. We often steered between
potholes that only a push bike could
squeeze through.
To be continued . . .
SIMON BOADLE

Very interesting! Perhaps a ‘No Road’
automatically makes it a Street.

A taste of France on four wheels

The Citroën car.
French cars have always had a reputation
for being individual, technologically
advanced and, well, just different from
the rest of the automotive world.
The Citroën Light 15, or to give it
its French name the Traction Avant,
which simply means front-wheel drive,
was no exception.
For its day (it first came out in 1934)
it was extremely advanced. It was the
world’s first production front-wheel
drive steel monocoque production car
and also had a front torsion bar and
wishbone suspension instead of leaf
spring which was the norm at that time.
The Light 15’s monocoque chassis
means it had a unitised body rather than
a separate chassis with the body then
built on the chassis, which again was
the norm at that time.
Because of its unique, for its day,
construction the Traction Avant was
also capable of 100 kilometres an hour,
which in 1934 was considered fast.
If you are lucky you might spot
Somers’ own Light 15. The beautifully

Simon Taylor
maintained burgundy 1950 model
Citroën belongs to Simon Taylor and
his wife Diana and has been Simon’s
pride and joy for 25 years.
“I think it was the second car I ever
owned and I bought it when I was at
university and it cost me $1000,” Simon
recalls. “The tyres, at $250 a piece, cost
as much as the car.”
He originally obtained two Light 15s
and used the best parts from these two
to make up his complete car. These cars
came from French Island where they
had been half buried in sand for some
years. A third car, which was used for
spares, came from Kinglake.
Simon has lived permanently in
Somers for the past four years after he
and Diana spent eight years in Hong
Kong where Simon was a business
adviser for a large computer company.
He now works for another computer
company and has a wide-ranging role
that takes him across Australia and New
Zealand.
While the family was in Hong
29

Kong Simon left his Light 15 with
a Citroën enthusiast who owns a
garage specialising in renovating and
maintaining the French marque.
He returned to find the car in better
condition than when he left for overseas
including having been resprayed its
current burgundy colour.
Simon’s Light 15 was manufactured
in England at Slough, outside London,
which means it has leather upholstery
and a wood-veneer dashboard, unheardof luxuries in the French-made examples.
The reason was the UK models were
aimed at the more affluent end of the
car-buying market.
In Britain in the 1950s the Traction
Avant was much loved by the criminal

fraternity, particularly bank robbers and
smash-and-grab gangs, because with
their front-wheel drive and wheels
strategically placed at each corner
Citroëns could out-corner and outrun
the rather old-fashioned and lumbering
Wolsley cars used by most British police
forces.
In many ways the Traction Avant was
the forerunner of today’s front-wheeldrive cars. Some people believe it was
also an inspiration for the British Mini
which came out in the 1960s and also
featured front-wheel-drive and wheels at
each of the four corners of the vehicle
resulting, like the Citroën, in advanced
handling characteristics for its day.
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

The interior of the Citroën showing the dashboard-mounted gear change.
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Mr Plinth on a
delicate subject
Part 3: The prostate years

In the radio therapy unit at the hospital,
there’s an inner chamber which houses
what looks like a sacrificial tablet and
looming over it – the ‘thing’ – an
enormous, steel monster with a single
round eye, arching over the tablet waiting
for its next victim (who happens to be
me).
Back tracking a bit: having had the
prostate organ in question probed
by ten popsies, I have been told that
there are some cancer cells present.
Treatments are prescribed and so, here
I am fronting up to the reception area
of the local radio-therapy unit. I have
already been X-rayed and the specialist
has nominated the aiming points on the
lower abdomen for the machine to fire
at and these points have been marked
with black tattoos.
There are various formalities to go
through; mostly involving money, and
then one is presented with a personal
bar-code. God’s trousers! I thought
bar-codes were for groceries, and now
I’m to be reduced to a bar code! In
the waiting room there are some other
men of prostate age and one of them
is drinking water from a bottle. I have
already consumed my three tumblers
of water as prescribed; apparently
you’re supposed to have a full bladder,
otherwise, they say, the bladder may flop
over the prostate gland, getting in the
way of the radio beams. This becomes
a matter of major concern because
full bladders have an annoying habit,
especially among the elderly, of wanting
to be empty again. Presently, a young
female hails you and you are invited to
follow her down the passage. You are
then shown a locker with your name
on it and you are presented with a blue
frock and a bed-sheet. In the changing
room you strip down to your singlet,
undies and socks and you don your frock
which doesn’t quite do up properly down

the front. With your clothes and shoes
crammed into a basket you now make
an entry into the inner waiting room. It
is ‘U’ shaped and there are people sitting
there trying not to look at one another;
all wearing the same blue frocks. The
sheet we are told is for modesty but by
now you’re thinking, “what the hell!”
In a while it’s your turn to be ‘done’.
You follow the technician past a heavy
door into the cavern and there it is, the
THING! There are two operators and
they are full of good cheer as they lay
you out on the tablet. Your feet and
knees are secured into red jigs and your
head also. The lower abdomen is now
fully exposed and the technicians add
red crosses to the tattoos so the ‘thing’
will have no excuse for not finding
them. Suddenly the tablet, with you on
it, is unceremoniously pushed headlong
backwards into the portals of the ‘thing’.
The technicians now depart, wishing you
God speed and you are alone with ‘it’.

The lights have been dimmed and there
are laser beams criss-crossing the ceiling.
Silence! Then the ‘thing’ coughs and
rolls lazily to one side. It coughs again
then lets out a very long belch. A sort
of: psst brrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrp.
Having thus relieved itself the ‘thing’
struggles back up and starts circling
you vertically. Then it stops again,
has a think, takes aim and fires off
another long belch. These, you think,
must be the radio beams because as the
process repeats itself you can start to
detect the smell of roast beef! Then, as
you continue to lie there, the bladder
problem starts insisting itself. The
trouble is the lower abdomen might
be smoking but it’s also being licked
by little breezes coming from the airconditioning system above and this is
exciting the bladder no end. The whole
procedure takes 500 seconds (I counted)
and if it had lasted one second more
there would have been a flood. Thank
goodness, the lights came on and the
cheery helpers appeared but they seemed
to have become a lot shorter. Apparently
their bodies had disappeared because
during the procedure the tablet had been
elevated by about half a metre; and to
cap it all, I nearly fell to my death by
trying to jump off too soon. Thanking
the technicians for whatever they had
done, I put my dress back on, gathered
up my things and sprinted off in the
direction of the plumbing department.
Oh what bliss! One session down and
only 38 to go!
BARRINGTON PLINTH
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Homage to Honda

The
was a
wobbly wander. The plan was simple, from Tokyo’s Ueno fast
train to Mito, then bus to Motegi. At Mito the bus only ran on
Saturday morning, and being Friday morning there had to be
another way. So slow train back to Tomobe, then another to
Shimodate, then a light-rail thingy to Motegi. That my rail map
didn’t show the last two options was only a measure of how
intense the rail system is. Besides, an extra few hours would give
more chance to see around the place, how people lived, played,
worked. City urban gave way to rice paddies, vegetable gardens
and forest when suddenly, and now five hours later, the railcar
was full of high-school kids. Being gaijen, foreigner or outsider,
different and white-haired, much staring and giggling ensued.
Japan is full of Japanese, (98%), 1% are Chinese or Korean, 1%
is everybody else, so on this backblock train I was a novelty.

Finally at Motegi, a temple next to the station beckoned.
There is no shortage of temples, shrines, or golf courses around
the place, and this one had a neat bronze statue of a pilgrim
with swag, umbrella hat, daypack and handy snack. Son and I
had bumped into a few modern-day pilgrims on the island of
Shikoku where if you visit all 88 main temples on that journey
you just may attain enlightenment. The one in Uwajima that
dealt with fertility was quite an education as well as enlightening.
Pilgrims are a jolly bunch and enjoy the trail with excellent
cheap food and accommodation everywhere. While cars and
buses lighten the effort for most, walking is the most ‘virtuous’
method. The Shrines inevitably have delightful gardens and
exude tranquillity.
Being a fan of things that work with wheels, Soichiro Honda
is up there with Phil Irving, Gottlieb Daimler, Henry Ford and
Larry Hartnett, and the motivation to be here in Motegi, to
visit the Honda Museum. Inspired by my steely pilgrim it was
appropriate to walk the last 10 km. The village had big deep
drains that hinted of good rains. The houses are close and many
carry their great age with dignity, thanks to good construction
with fine, wooden, materials. Clearing town the folding umbrella
pops out to allay the minor deluge, and the large drains do their
job.
The rain stopped, swapping for a fine foggy drizzle in the
still, warm air. There were many roadside shops catering for
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passing trade, now boarded up, with old signage redundant
as there is a megaplex whatsit some drive away, just like
everywhere else. A used-truck yard is curious for the crane
and tipper and van rigs that would be a hit back in Oz with
their low mileage, prices and utility. Pretty birds tweet, a valley
comes and goes, a truck stops, offering a lift. “Yes,” so good
pilgrimage is betrayed by the prospect of early shower.
The Honda Museum is part of the ‘Twin Ring’ circuit
where major car and bike racing occurs on two major racing
tracks, with a 5-star hotel, motorcycle training track, car
training track, kids’ car joyrides, a camping ground, holiday
lodges and the capacity to handle the fast flow of 100,000
people, their cars, drink, food, and toys. Not being a race
day, lobbing unannounced at the empty main-entry 10-lane
tollgate is a mild surprise, but after a few calls am directed
to the hilltop hotel. At the first bend a shiny Accord offers a
lift up to the hotel. Of large lumps of raw concrete it is of
the ‘brutal’ school of architecture but its strength and square
form somehow fits well in the soft forest landscape. Checkin finds the $140 tariff including dinner and breakfast with a
large double room overlooking the valley a bargain. The fond
welcome is surpassed by the sensational dinner with wide
focus on variety of taste and texture, while the valley subdues
in the twilight and the mood of mist into the night.
Instead of a Bible is a (Japanese) comic book of 600
pages to assist the slumber. It describes graphically the life
of Soichiro Honda. In a society that prides on conformity,
here is tribute to a non-conformist, a determined generalist
with practical knowledge of materials and fabrication, able
to dream, dream of the best motorcycle, or car, or mower,
or whatever, and strength of character to make that dream
happen, and good fortune to partner with Takeo Fujisawa to
manage the making and selling of Honda’s dreams.
The six-level museum with its comprehensive collection
gives the student of engineering or character a snapshot of
50 years of transport evolution, innovations and success in
striving for a happy customer, and some failures that enabled
success.

So, the homage was worthwhile, to get here, follow a story;
talking with all sorts without a common language, again
showed how understanding doesn’t just need words.
TEDD WARDEN

