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

A Long Ride to Cairns
On 4 May, local residents Stephen 
Lambert, Wendy Derix and grade 6 
student Nathan Derix-Brown, set off  
on a motorbike ride from Somers to 
Cairns. They are part of  the Long Ride 
to Cairns 2013 when participants travel 
from six Australian states to reach 
Cairns on 11 May. The purpose of  this 
venture is firstly to raise awareness of  
Prostate Cancer in Australia and to help 
raise funds for research and improved 
treatments.

Stephen, Wendy and Nathan will 
form part of  the Defence Ride Team as 
Stephen is a Petty Officer Bosun at the 
West Head Gunnery Range in Flinders 
and has been with the RAN for 22 years. 
The Vice Chief  of  the Defence Forces 
has encouraged service personnel to 
support this fundraising venture which 
started in 2010. Each year there has been 
a different destination.

From Melbourne the contingent will 
pass through Hay, Burke, Charleville, 
Barcaldine, where the 400 riders from 
all over Australia will meet up before 
pressing on to Longreach, Hughenden, 
Townsville and finally (with maybe sore 
backsides) Cairns. All this in seven days! 
The return home is not organised and so 
the participants will return by whichever 
way they choose, whether motorbike, 
plane or maybe even on a tourist ship.

Along the way there will be fundraising 
events, such as BBQs, camp-oven dinners, 
raffles, tin-shakes and whatever it takes to 
raise funds. Already Stephen and Wendy 
have raised $1377. 

As fitness will be an important issue 
on this ride, both Stephen and Wendy 
have trained with kayaking, which 
included a paddle by Stephen from 
Somers to Flinders. (He assures me that 
it wasn’t on a work day, as he would have 
been just a bit late arriving!) Wendy, who 
is a Balnarring girl, is also a keen tennis 
player, and as we players know, tennis is 
not a bad way to keep fit. 

Anxiously awaiting their return will be 
their huskies, Saber and the pup, Luper.

The family are keen to stay in Somers, 
although at the moment they are in rented 
premises.

Oh yes, for the mechanically 
minded, Stephen is riding a Suzuki 
1800cc Boulevard, and Wendy, a Harley 
Davidson 883 Sportster. They both look 
impressive machines as do their riders!

If  our intrepid trio return prior to our 
next edition, we should be able to include 
some highlights of  the trip and an idea 
of  the funds raised for this particular 
cancer that is diagnosed in more than 
3000 Victorian men each year.

ROD NUSKE
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Nautilus
on the Web

Don’t forget back issues
of  the Nautilus are

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

Our purpose

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

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

2. Stories and examples of  local creative endeavour.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Printing: Curry Printing, Mornington

©Copyright remains with the authors & editors

I know we seem to have too many signs in Somers, so perhaps 
someone (not necessarily a local of  course) has decided to reduce this 
proliferation one by one!

Carolyn really thinks she has made a master move against her cousin 
Bridget in a game of  chess at the Somers General Store.
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Dear Somers friends,

Your informative and ‘newsy’ Nautilus 
(March/April 2013) prompts me to 
thank you for your community effort 
and to inform you that soon our 
Somers house will have new owners 
– an Aussie family with two children, 
current Somers residents.

We sell Westhaven after 40 
memorable years with growing-up 
children and grandchildren; 1973–2013. 

The magic for them and us is 

Christabel’s          
Mt Bulla prize

Local Somers sculptor Christabel 
Wigley has been awarded the people’s 
choice prize in the Mt Bulla Sculpture 
Award. This follows on from her 1st 
prize in the Montalto Sculpture Award 
in 2012 for ‘Fingers Crossed’. 

Her seven-metre-high piece ‘Irene’ 
seems totally in keeping with the striking 
landscape of  Mt Bulla and Christabel 
feels elated that she was be able to create 
something in keeping with that amazing 

backdrop.
It was built in her Hastings studio, 

and it’s interesting that until you get very 
close to it you are not aware that it is 
made from 300 pieces of  burnt wood. 
A truly carbonised sculpture!

The piece was inspired by extremes 
of  nature such as the recent tsunami in 
Japan and volcanic eruptions around 
the world.

Christabel has been an artist for 20 
years and has provided a number of  
totem poles for Somers Arts Fairs, so it 
seems she has always had an attraction to 
the production of  large-scale sculptures.

ROD NUSKE

described in the haiku ‘Somers Siren’ 
(Haiku Earth Water Air, Shalford Press). 
[See page 15 of  this issue.] I donate this 
book to the Nautilus archives. There are 
a range of  haiku relative to nature that 
you are welcome to publish.

Though we leave our Somers house 
we will return to friends and familiar 
places. 

Thank you to Somers and its folk 
for 40 wonderful years.

Sincerely,
Jeannine, Sue and Frank Lees 

Somers foreshore 
news – Eastern Cliffs

After many months of  discussion, 
agreement has been reached to 
develop a demonstration area on 
the Eastern Cliffs section of  the 
Foreshore Reserve adjacent to the 
Hattons’ Tasman Road property for 
the purpose of  demonstrating what 
could be accomplished in a joint 
venture between local residents and the 
Foreshore Committee of  Management 
for the total Eastern Cliffs area north 
of  the top walking track.

For many years it has been difficult 
to strike a balance between protecting 
the unique qualities of  the Crown Land 
Reserve and at the same time maintaining 
the areas adjacent to private properties in 
a manner that minimises the risks from 
events such as fire and subsidence and 
addresses the natural aesthetic need of  
the area. It is also recognised that it is 
important to keep access to the Reserve, 
its walking tracks and the access points 
to the beach in a safe condition for the 
benefit of  all that use the Reserve.

The initiative to develop the 
demonstration area has the support 
of  the Residents, the local Foreshore 
Committee of  Management and DSE 
and will give all residents of  Somers the 
opportunity to watch and comment as 
this project progresses.

A contractor will be employed by 
the Somers Foreshore Committee of  
Management to develop this project and 
supervise any additional work that may 
be done by volunteers including adjacent 
property owners.

It is hoped that over a period of  
years, the Eastern Cliffs area of  the 
Reserve will serve as a good example 
of  how public land can be maintained 
in a cooperative venture between 
Residents and the local Committee of  
Management.

JOHN HATTON           
for Residents of  Eastern Cliffs

ROSS MILLEN for Somers Foreshore 
Committee of  Management  
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Science Night at Somers Primary School

On 25 March Somers Primary School 
held its annual Science Night. This is a 
celebration of  the learning the children 
experience in a most vital subject. 
Children from Years Prep to Six have 
45 minutes of  Science each week. The 
focus is on building the conceptual 
understanding of  children as they grow 
and develop. Many of  the concepts 
presented are repeated at different 
levels so that as the children become 
more sophisticated in their thinking, 
their understanding of  key concepts 
becomes more complex.  

The focus of  the program is squarely 
based on practical activities. Children 
have learned to build and program 
robots, use wires and batteries to 
make light bulbs work, understand key 
concepts involved with flight, including 
how Newton’s Laws of  Motion apply 
to rockets. Another key aspect of  the 
program is an understanding of  the 
environment and the Earth systems 
which affect the environment. This 
includes studies which explore growing 

plants using fish poo (Aquaponics), 
recycling, and use of  alternate sources of  
energy such as solar and wind, recycling 
and sustainability.

Our Environment Captains gave a 
presentation on Marine Conservation 
and we held a debate on Global Warming. 
Both these presentations were a great 
success. Visitors were able to see rubber-
band-powered tins and cars which use 
energy transfer to work, or experience 
gliders or fly a model aircraft using a 
computer-generated flight simulator. 
We were also pleased to host Dromana 
Secondary College students who 
demonstrated many excellent science 
concepts.

Our special guests, Mr Alan Marr, 
Principal of  Dromana Secondary College 
and Ms Carole Mayes, Principal of  Tyabb 
Rail Primary School, shared the enjoyment 
of  the night with approximately 150 
visitors. For once, the weather was 
kind and the rocket display provided a 
spectacular finale to the evening. 

DAVID INGHAM

Slippery slime is something the children love as can be seen by Sasha’s total enjoyment with this 
slimy substance.

Unwelcome 
presents
When a dog does what a dog has to 
do most people in Somers carry a 
plastic bag to collect the result. But not 
everyone is so considerate. There are 
penalties for not collecting your dog’s 
little presents but like most things it is 
a question of  enforcement.

One enterprising local resident 
decided enough was enough and tried 
shaming with the notice shown here. 
But apparently shame is not a powerful 
enough weapon in the battle against dog 
poo – after a week the original dog pile 
was still there.

Hopefully the owner of  the offending 
dog who left his visiting card will have 
spotted the sign and will now carry a 
little bag when it’s time to take Fido 
for a walk.

Maybe we should now consider 
collecting horse droppings too.    

TONY DUBOUDIN
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A very successful launching of  the Somers Space Vehicle. Principal David Ingham was under 
a great deal of  pressure being watched by this large audience! To cap it off, the vehicle glided to 
a successful landing.

Vicky, Melita, Jessica and Christopher Arena watch the robotic vehicle following the marked 
roadway. Is this the way future generations will be controlled on our roadways?

Aquaponics is something the children are 
being educated in by teacher Geoff  Barker. 
Who knows, it may be an occupation that 
one of  the children may take up in later 
years as our population keeps increasing 
and growing food becomes more and more a 
problem.

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

Flinders
Naturopathic Clinic

Wendy Green, ND
Naturopath & Nutritionist

Massage

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

Health Fund rebate can apply
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www.justshoreline.com.au

 

 

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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Obituary

John Morduant 
Lindsay Clarke
28/4/1917 ~ 29/4/2013

Many of  us will have seen a grey-haired, 
elderly gent wafting around Somers 
in his classic Citroen ‘Pallas’ car. On 
meeting him he was friendly, dignified, 
well spoken and reserved. What wasn’t 
apparent was that John Clarke carried 
with him a family heritage and a most 
remarkable life story; and what a long 
life it was. In hospital, facing his last 
and only major illness, he turned 96 
and his parting words to this writer 
were: “Goodbye old chap”. 

John Clarke was born in North 
Sydney and grew up on the family 
estate established in the early 1800s, 
not far along from the Australian 
Prime Minister’s Sydney residence, 
Kirribilli House. As a teenager John 
was fascinated by the sight of  Sydney’s 
Harbour Bridge taking shape as he 
watched from the household’s front 
veranda. The estate was established by 
John’s great-grandfather, the Reverend 
W. B. Clarke who made a remarkable 
contribution to the early development 
of  the colony of  New South Wales. 
Like many clergymen of  the time, 
Clarke had other skills and interests. 
His main extra professional skills were 
in the field of  geology and to that end, 
when not spreading the ‘good word’ he 
rode his horse out into the bush looking 
for materials that may lie beneath the 
surface. He is in fact credited with 
finding the coal in the Sydney basin 
and, to top it off, he prospected for and 
found gold. On putting some nuggets 
on Governor General Gipps’s desk, 
the worthy Governor said: “Put them 
away Mr Clarke or we shall all have our 
throats cut!” 

His role in early Australia may have 
remained forgotten if  he had not been 
discovered by Canberra historian Ann 
Moyal (Doctor of  Letters). She decided 
to document Clarke’s life and activities 

Coeliac awareness day

Somers Primary School hosted a 
gluten-free afternoon tea on 19 March. 
The whole school was catered for and 
was able to taste a wide range of  gluten-
free foods and learn about which foods 
are naturally gluten free and what 
foods are available at the shops. The 
purpose of  the afternoon tea was to 
raise awareness about Coeliac disease, 
which affects approximately 1:100 
Australians; the prevalence at our 
school being 1:46. 

There was a substantial display of  
gluten-free foods on offer, ranging from 
biscuits, cakes, lamingtons, muffins, 
popcorn, party pies and sausage rolls, 
fruit, cheese and the very popular jelly 
and milkshakes. This extraordinary array 
of  gluten-free foods was due to the 
enormous generosity of  parents who 
baked and gluten-free companies who 
donated their products. Children were 
able to line up a number of  times (quite 
a number of  times!) and try most of  the 
foods on offer – that might explain why 
lunch was not eaten that day!

If  any family is interested in trying a 
‘gluten-free baking challenge’ at home 

there are a few donated cake mixes 
available in the office – they are delicious.

A big thank-you to all the students 
who showed great interest and support 
in the diet that Sophie, Christopher, 
Angus and Isla have to adhere to, and 
who also displayed beautiful manners 
when choosing the gluten-free foods. 
And a super big thank-you to the parents 
who baked and helped and the staff  
who donated products and assisted: 
Vicky Arena, Amy Jessup, Sue van 
der Peet, Jo Shoppe and Margaretha 
Cornelissen, Michelle Hawkesworth, 
Louise Adams, Melinda Carlyle, Margot 
Magree, Tiffany Hunt, Yvonne Allenby, 
Jess Brady, Colleen Ralls, John Rogash, 
Judi Plummer, Pauline Drummond and 
David Ingham.

And thanks to the amazingly 
generous gluten-free companies who 
freighted in products:

V i t a l i t y  G l u t e n  F r e e 
Bakehouse; Greens General Foods 
(Basco); Silly Yaks Foods; Orgran 
Natural Foods; Melinda’s Gluten Free 
Goodies. 

KARINA SMITH
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and as she delved through the archives 
she found that the reverend was a 
member of  the Royal Society, a friend of  
Charles Darwin and at first count, there 
were 960 letters to sift through. This 
project went on for years and during her 
visits to Somers, friends would ask her 
how the project was going. She would 
reply that having lived with her man for 
every waking hour, she didn’t really want 
to talk about him. 

Strangely, quite often sitting across 
the table was W. B. Clarke’s great-
grandson, John Clarke, but at that stage 
they never made the connection. Some 
time later John found himself  the proud 
possessor of  his forebear’s history, all 
two volumes and 1500 pages of  it. But 
the connection with the author had still 
not been made; that is until a friend 
was admiring the books and remarked: 
“Goodness me, it’s by Ann Moyal”.

“Ann who?” saith John. To say that 
John was thunderstruck would be an 
understatement. The lovely thing was 
that John and Ann became firm friends 
from then on.

John was to make more discoveries 
through Ann Moyal pointing out that 
there was an Anglican school near 
Parramatta NSW called the William 
Clarke School. The headmaster David 
Raphael was introduced to John by Ann, 
and having discovered him, the school 
adopted John as a kind of  mascot. 
At John’s funeral, David spoke most 
eloquently of  John’s involvement with 
the school; stating that over a six-year 
period, John flew up to Sydney to attend 
speech nights and special occasions.

At the Celebratory service, those 
attending heard of  John’s wartime 
service in bomber command during 
the Second World War and like most 

returned servicemen and women, war 
service left its mark. For John, war 
service was an all-consuming experience 
and in later life he was happy to unload 
some of  his stories. 

John was one of  those Australians 
shipped off  to Canada to learn to fly. 
Training was mostly in a Tiger Moth 
but he soon found himself  seconded 
to the RAF in England. With the rank 
of  Flight Lieutenant, John flew Handley 
Page Halifax bombers and Liberators. 

So many stories! One stands out and 
may give a clue as to why John survived 
bomber command when so many did 
not. It was probably a matter of  luck 
and quick thinking. John and his crew 
were on a bombing raid over a German 
city when the Liberator was caught in 
the searchlight beams. The cockpit lit up 
to such an extent that it was impossible 
to see the instruments and at the same 
moment the turret gunner yelled out 
that a Messerschmitt fighter was bearing 
down on them. Instead of  trying to 
swerve the aircraft, John closed the 
throttles, pushed the stick forward and 
plunged the aircraft into a dive. The 
Messerschmitt was heard passing over 
the top of  them and as John pulled out 
of  the dive they cleared the searchlights 
and commenced their journey home. 

John’s brother-in-law was not so 
lucky. Richard Lawrence was an RAF 
navigator and he did John a favour by 
taking him to his family’s home. Here 
John met Richard’s younger sister Betty. 
They fell in love and subsequently 
married. Back in the air, something 
John would never forget was the sight 
of  Richard’s stricken Liberator, on fire 
and rolling and sinking from the sky. 

A son, Christopher, was born in 
England and in 1945 the trio came to 
Sydney to begin living a more normal 
life. After a time, John joined BP and 
rose to a very senior position. Two more 
children, Penny and Nick were born and 
Betty joined and became curator of  the 
Ian Potter Gallery. The Clarkes moved 
to Somers 15 years ago. Unfortunately, 
Betty developed an illness and died 10 
years ago. After a period of  mourning, 
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John emerged in his late 80s to begin 
a new life which included a return to 
the tennis court, albeit with a racquet 
vintage 1944. He resisted all attempts 
to provide assistance with meals and 
house maintenance. John joined the local 
Probus club and sang in the choir, and 
at age 90 purchased a piano and found a 
piano teacher. He even bought a pup and 
continued to drive in his beloved Citroen 
cars until the last weeks of  his life.

John Clarke certainly lived until he 
died. Even moving up into his 90s, he 
had no arthritis, had excellent eyesight 
and perfect hearing. A massive stroke 
brought him down and during a short 
stay in hospital an amazing life came 
to a close.
                                 BARRY MERTON

Obituary

Noel Johnston Brian 
Danne  
11/3/1927 ~ 30/4/2013 

Noel was born in Spotswood, one 
of  six children of  Anglican Minister 
Noel senior and Gladys. During 
those early days on the waterfront 
at Williamstown he was introduced 
to one of  his life’s constants and 
passions – sailing!

He went to Melbourne Grammar 
and spent most of  his youth at the 
Anglican vicarage in Collingwood 
from where he no doubt developed 
another of  his life’s passions, the 
Collingwood Football Club. The first 
major achievement in his life was to 
play with the Collingwood Reserves, 
and since then he never wavered in 
his vociferous support for the club.

Noel’s first job was with William 
Angliss Meatworks, both in the 
office and later on the work floor in 
Queensland and New South Wales. 
This was followed by occupations that 

had a common theme of  management 
and organisation, including a five-year 
stint in a newsagency at Camberwell 
Junction, then time as marketing 
manager for Turner Industries (Stanley 
Tools), and Burgess Furniture. His job 
prior to retirement was the stressful 
one of  managing the Melbourne 
Wholesale Fruit and Vegetable Trust 
in Footscray. It is reported that the 
stallholders were puzzled by the fact 
that he could not be bribed!

He made many changes and 
improvement s  inc lud ing  the 
introduction of  computers and 
initiated the collection of  excess food 
for the Sacred Heart Mission, which is 
still running as the Melbourne Food 
Bank group.

All this time Noel was a very 
active member of  the CMF (Army 
Reserve), and commanded the Monash 
University Regiment until he stepped 
down in 1971, by which time he 
had attained the rank of  Lieutenant 
Colonel. 

Noel and Anne were married in 
April 1952 and were blessed with five 
children, Stephen, Kersti, Andrew, 
David and Kate. The marriage of  
two strong, proud and independent 
people was often forthright, but, like 
a rock, it stood the test of  time. To 
Anne he gave 61 years of  loyalty and 
friendship. He was a man who loved 

his wife through actions expressed 
with admiration and pride in her 
achievements. Anne describes Noel 
as a devoted and loving father who in 
every way wanted to have things done 
properly, and, as many of  you know 
he was a determined man who didn’t 
mince words.

Following their retirement to 
Somers Noel’s passion for sailing 
intensified; indeed for son David, 
his happiest and best memories of  
his father were when they sailed 
together, particularly the annual 
event of  the Marley Point race and 
Whitsunday sailing. His son-in-law 
Barry though, soon found that the 
nickname of  ‘Captain Bligh’ was 
not all that inappropriate when he 
crewed with Noel. As well as his 16-
foot ‘Explorer’ in which he won a 
state title, Noel sailed each race day 
at Somers in a variety of  yachts over 
the years with some success and a great 
deal of  enthusiasm and enjoyment. 
Being Noel though meant he became 
the fixture in organising the working 
bees and accepted responsibility for 
club maintenance. This was eventually 
recognised when the club awarded him 
a Life Membership.

There was also time given to the 
Foreshore Committee as Manager 
when he took under his guidance a 
group of  young unemployed people 
and proceeded to teach them skills 
while working on the foreshore 
building pathways, etc. 

Noel also took up golf  with gusto, 
playing regularly at Flinders and 
practicing continually on his home-
made putting green in an attempt to 
lower his handicap. He loved to sing 
and was instrumental in starting the 
Probus Men’s Choir where he provided 
a fine tenor voice.

A great sadness that occurred in 
Noel and Anne’s lives was the death 
of  their daughter Kersti.

Noel’s grief  was profound, felt 
deeply and silently. 

Generally Noel didn’t show his 
emotions easily, but underneath the 
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Obituary

Noel le Rossignol
5/1/1922 ~ 21/4/2013

Remembering Noel Le Rossignol: at 
the funeral on 3 May 2013, St John’s 
Anglican Church, Heidelberg.

Son Peter le Rossignol 
I would like to talk briefly on dad’s 
spirit and enthusiasm for life and 
his strong desire to make the world 
a better place to live in. Noel the 
runner, gardener and educator of  
attitudes.
The runner: He started running 
when I was 15 and he was 45; he was 
overweight and could only run one 
lap of  the oval. After four years of  
increased training he finished his first 
marathon; 23 years later he finished 
his 49th marathon. His best marathon 
was run at Hanover in Germany at 
the world veterans’ championships; 
after he had run the 5km, 10km and 
the 10km cross country earlier in the 
week. In retirement at Somers with his 
wife Verna he indulged in his passions 
of  running, gardening and supporting 
local causes like the Somers fun run. 

The gardener: Dad loved working 
outdoors in his 2.5 acres of  garden; his 
version of  paradise. After serving in the 
Second World War (including as a Rat 

of  Tobruk and in Papua New Guinea) 
he undertook a horticulture course at 
Burnley; he did gardening at Dandenong 
shire council and then at Eltham. His 
last job before retiring to Somers was 
improving the parks and gardens in the 
high-rise Housing Commission areas of  
inner Melbourne. He had 30 men under 
him and it was a tough job which he 
carried out with commitment. While 
living at Somers dad indulged in many 
projects relating to gardening and the 
local causes/charities he supported, 
producing dozens of  potted plants to 
sell on stalls to raise money for local 
charities. He grew an oversupply of  
vegetables to give away to neighbours, 
friends and his children. 

The educator of  attitudes: Dad 
didn’t finish 9th grade. He was self  
taught by reading a wide range of  books 
and newspapers. He was determined his 
children would have the good education 
that he missed out on so he worked 
two jobs most of  his life. He funded 
a literature prize at Somers Primary 
School, and also funded the literature 
prize at Heidelberg PS, presenting the 
award when he was 90.

Daughter Karen Le 
Rossignol
Five qualities which reflect his 
personality and character:
Generosity: He enabled (with Verna) 
my study exchange to the USA, and 
sharing our family with a Texan 

sometimes gruff  exterior there was 
a compassionate and thoughtful 
man and a person at ease with his 
responsibility as a Justice of  the Peace.

Construction was also part of  
Noel’s life skills: extensions and a 
workshop added to the family home 
in Melbourne, a surfboard and a 
Mirror dinghy, then the holiday home 
in Hendon Avenue, Somers in the 
1960s, followed in 1992 by a 40-foot 
machinery shed in Sandy Point Road, 
which doubled as a rather dubious 
living accommodation prior to the 
erection of  their permanent home. 
There were also additional sheds and 
a windmill before all was completed! 
Even much later with Noel’s ill-health, 
the determination to continue with 
a positive attitude to life saw him 
order a laser-cut stitch-and-glue kit 
to construct a 22-foot plywood yacht! 
Efforts by the family to dissuade 
him were not successful and so 
construction began by Noel working 
from a sitting position to sand, cut 
and glue the quite large sections of  
ply. Although only partly completed 
it is a tribute to his tenacity.

In this period Noel was given a 
motorised buggy which had two speeds 
of  operation – Turtle and Rabbit. It 
was never driven at Turtle speed!

In the last few years Noel came to 
rely increasingly on Anne as his body 
continually let him down. 

He loved his extended family 
deeply and was always there to support 
them as arbitrator and conciliator but 
never with judgement. Daughter Kate 
wrote to her father: “In my eyes you 
have always been a very masculine, 
strongly determined (sometimes very 
stubborn), strict, yet fair man, head of  
the family, someone who likes a drink, 
a voice of  reason in times of  trouble, 
hard working, commanding, lovable 
man. Above all you’re my dad.”

Noel’s was indeed a life well lived. 
Rest in peace.

ROD NUSKE
From details provided by the Danne 

family and son-in-law Barry Smith.
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exchange student Marty, then sharing 
grandparenting with our French 
student Gaelle. All have contributed 
to his global perspective. He also 
valued education, generously believing 
in his children without putting on 
expectations. He encouraged a love of  
literature, as illustrated by the prizes he 
has donated at Somers and Heidelberg 
Primary Schools, and books around 
the house. He took his family to the 
theatre, musicals, opera, dance, ballet. 
One night we were late with car 
trouble; the only seats left were in the 
special boxes at the Princess Theatre 
– so he bought the tickets and I felt 
like a princess for the night! He was 
a wood gatherer (always had issues 
with the lights on his trailer!), and 
gave so much of  the wood away. He 
was really in his element on 2 ½ acres! 
He planted whole seed packets, and 
he was the pumpkin man at Deakin 
University where I distributed his 100 
butternut pumpkins each year.  
Loyalty: He treasured family, 
particularly his mother, and helped his 
siblings whenever they asked. He loved 
his dogs – Figaro the singer, Monty 
the runner, Digger the gardener, 
Maxie the dog at his feet and others – 
dogs should run free along the beach, 
he said. He knew I’d discipline them, 
but they knew they could get any 
food from him. Verna and Noel spent 
almost 60 years together, a strongly 
loyal couple. They had known each 
other since childhood (Heidelberg 
school/church, and their mothers 
plotting to get them together after the 
war).
Humour: He let his grandkids watch 
the morning cartoons on TV when 
their mother wouldn’t, and roared 
with laughter with them. They loved 
his twinkling blue eyes as he taught 
them how to tell ‘porkies’ – little 
humorous stories. Practical jokes 
were a bit of  fun. One day he laid 
flat out on the driveway at Somers to 
pretend he’d died, and just about gave 
his visitor a heart attack. He was a 
popular raconteur and storyteller. His 
laugh – we always knew he was in the 

audience, it was so infectious it got 
everyone else laughing.
Discipline: He was always writing – 
yes his novel seems a bit long at 96 
chapters – but the discipline of  writing 
it all by hand was commendable. And 
he told me how to end the story so 
I can finish it! He had a strong work 
ethic, getting out in the garden every 
day. He set himself  a mountain of  
tasks (he painted our outdoor deck at 
Phillip Island just after Christmas last 
year). And he would not be beaten by 
equipment – when the car didn’t work 
one day he rode the ride-on mower to 
Somers Post Office.  
Style: When I talked to people 
about Noel, so many used the word 
gentleman. As a dashing and good 
looking young man he gave girls 
gardenias when he took them to 
dances. He could waltz well, and he 
respected women – he made them feel 
special. He had a tough intellectual 
sort of  spiritual style which challenged 
hypocrisy and bureaucracy. He 
loved people, was eternally curious 
(maddeningly analytical at times). He 
always started up conversations, on 
the plane (not sure I’d want to be 
trapped in the middle seat next to 
an interested Noel dissecting my life 
history), or when we went for coffees 
at Somers General Store. Many of  his 
characteristics were part of  his era 
(the Depression, Second World War, 
post-war work ethic) but he also made 
interesting decisions which challenged 
him and others. He was a unique 
individual who gave of  himself  to 
others.

The gift of  Noel:
To laugh often and much;
to win the respect of  intelligent 
people
and the affection of  children;
to earn the appreciation of  honest 
critics
and endure the betrayal of  false 
friends;
to appreciate beauty, to find the best 
in others.
To leave the world a bit better, 

Obituary

Jennifer Lynne 
Gibbens 
19/8/1959 ~ 4/4/2013

In her too-short life Jenny spent her 
adult years doing something she 
loved and that was being a librarian. 
Whether at the Hastings High School, 
at an international school in South 
Korea or the 14 years she spent at the 
Flinders Christian Community College 
in Tyabb she had an occupation that 
gave her the satisfaction of  being in 
an environment she enjoyed as well as 
knowing that she was assisting young 
students with their education.

She also found time to be involved 
with the Frankston Theatre Group, 
providing help with their stage props.

Her sudden illness and passing was a 
great shock to her children Felicity and 
John and her many friends in Somers, 
where she lived for 30 years.

ROD NUSKE

whether by a healthy child, a garden 
patch, 
or a redeemed social condition;
to know that even one life has 
breathed easier
because you have lived.
This is to have succeeded.

            Ralph Waldo Emerson
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Teeth-whitening 
secrets

“How do I make my teeth whiter?” 
“Is teeth whitening safe?” “Does 
whitening toothpaste actually work?” 
These are all questions I get asked on a 
daily basis in our dental clinic. I would 
like to take a moment to unravel these 
tricky questions and share with you 
the dentists’ secrets to having whiter 
teeth.

Teeth-whitening procedures have 
become a controversial and confusing 
topic over the past 20 years. We have all 
noticed how perfectly white the news 
reporters’ and celebrities’ smiles are 
today so naturally having white teeth 
has become a very popular desire in our 
society. People will go to great lengths 
in an attempt to achieve the ‘perfectly 
white smile’, but at what cost? 

The population’s desire to have 
whiter teeth has led to the production 
of  many fast and cheap solutions to 
having whiter teeth. There is now a 
vast variety of  whitening toothpastes 
available in the supermarket and many 
opportunities to have teeth-whitening 
procedures with your dentist, beauty 
therapist, and cosmetic specialist, even 
booths in shopping malls. So which ones 

are safe and which ones cause more 
harm than good?

We advise people to use whitening 
toothpastes in moderation or not at all 
for the simple reason that the majority 
of  them are highly abrasive. There is 
a high risk of  ‘enamel wear’ which 
occurs when the thin outer layer of  the 
tooth is worn away with abrasive tooth 
products. Once this happens the damage 
is irreversible and may contribute to 
tooth sensitivity and discolouration.

Professional teeth whitening (or 
bleaching) procedures use chemicals 
rather than abrasive products to whiten 
the teeth. The chemical agent reacts 
with the stain deep inside the teeth to 
neutralise it, making the procedure far 
less harmful because it does not cause 
stripping of  the enamel. On that note, 
even though teeth whitening or bleaching 
is safe it is not advised for everyone. The 
teeth must first be checked for things like 
enamel thickness, gum health, existing 
sensitivity, existing decay and fillings, 
and cause of  discolouration (e.g. surface 
stains or internal discolouration). 

When it comes to professional teeth 
whitening see someone you trust to do 
the procedure in the safest possible 
way. It is in your best interest to know 
what percentage of  bleach is going to 
be used and how the entire mouth and 
gums are going to be protected during 
the procedure. Worksafe Australia lists 

hydrogen peroxide (a common bleaching 
agent) at concentrations above 6% as a 
hazardous substance that should only 
be administered by a trained dental 
professional such as a dentist and a 
dental hygienist. The Australian Dental 
Association warns the public that having 
teeth whitened by anyone other than a 
qualified dental professional is risky and 
it increases the likelihood that you may 
suffer permanent damage to the teeth 
and mouth. 

The easiest way to have whiter 
teeth is to keep them naturally white 
by following two simple steps:

1. avoid surface stains by limiting 
tobacco, red wine, soy sauce, coffee 
and tea. However, since most of  
us will have at least one of  these 
on a daily basis, have your teeth 
professionally cleaned to remove 
these stains at least twice a year;

2. avoid yellow plaque stains by 
brushing with a soft toothbrush 
twice a day and flossing regularly 
(medium and/or hard toothbrushes 
are abrasive and may contribute to 
enamel wear).
The secrets to teeth whitening are 

simple and if  you have any further 
questions please contact me (Dr Tiv) 
at the Balnarring Dental Centre on 5983 
5348 or email me on: smile@bdental.
com.au

DR THIVAGAR NIRMALANN
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Somers  
archaeology
When I see the BBC Time Team 
digging up remnants of  some 
monastery in the Midlands, conjuring 
up the magnificent history of  Britain, 
I wonder what we might find here at 
Somers.

Could there be a midden perhaps, a 
pile of  shells indicating that Indigenous 
folk sat around on a warm summer 
evening centuries ago, enjoying our local 
seafoods, before setting off  along the 
beach to catch possums for dinner, then 
sew their hides into cloaks?

Or have we settled here on virgin 
land totally untouched by past human 
habitation?

Does our history extend prior to the 
1920s when a few beach shacks were 
built, then those several bridges across 
the creek and eventually Lord Somers 
Camp?

An experience from local history 
came a few years back at the Mornington 
pier when a replica of  Cook’s Endeavour 
was visiting. She rode gently on the swell 
at the wooden pier. The smell of  old 
rope mingled with salt and tar hung 
about this ship that had first sighted our 
eastern seaboard at Point Hicks in 1770.

Other suggestions of  our past have 

emerged on a visit to the Hastings 
Museum to see the restored 40-pounder 
canon which defended us against Russian 
invaders in the 19th century. Read all 
about this in Bruce Bennett’s The Ham 
and Beef  Battery. Who would believe this 
incredible story of  battalions of  locals 
training to repel a potential invasion in 
the 1880s?  

Then there was the bluestone police 
station at Sandy Point to deter smugglers 
and the landing of  illegal Chinese gold 
seekers in the 1860s. Read all about 
that in Bruce Bennett’s All our Somers. 
Nothing much remains there today. 
Perhaps the bluestone well could be 
excavated.

What other stories are conjured up 
by remnants of  our past? There is a 

memorial on the headland at Flinders 
reminding us that the first telegraph 
cable came across Bass Strait from 
Tasmania to land at Flinders in 1859.

Then there are the Tubbarubba gold 
diggings in North Merricks, where a 
large group of  Chinese latecomers dug 
around in search of  the shiny stuff. 
I’d like to read a full story of  their 
endeavours. Did they get to find any? 
Is there still evidence of  their diggings?

But back to Somers in search of  any 
past history worth preserving. Bruce 
Bennett mentions that in the Second 
World War defences were stretched along 
the southern shores of  the Mornington 
Peninsula.  Machinegun posts, barbed 
wire and the like. Also several heavy guns 
pointing out to sea, for both training 
purposes and to give the Japanese 
invaders some discouragement. One 
such was positioned on the brow of  a 
high cliff  to the east of  Somers. There 
was a circular pit about two metres 
deep and about six metres wide. Split 
beams were used to build both walls 
and floor. Then extending east and 
west ran trenches which zig-zagged 
about 20 metres in each direction. 
These used chicken wire and tea-tree 
to prevent wall collapse. Whether these 
fortifications ever saw any serious action 
is questionable. I am still wondering 
what guns were installed and whether 
any of  the servicemen who served there 
might be living in Somers. 

Two similar installations were built 

Hastings gun.

Endevour at Mornington
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in South Beach Road where the water 
tower now stands and in Tasman Road, 
just west of  Williams Point. Both of  
these have been filled in.  

Walking up Miramar Road to check 
out the remaining site recently it came 
as a shock to find it is no longer there. 
Although it was on foreshore reserve, 
the fence has been removed and the 
trenches all filled in. 

It has become a common practice to 
take liberties with the foreshore reserve. 
If  you don’t like what’s there just push 
in with a chainsaw or bulldozer. It’s 
just a pity that this area had a historic 
significance for a town sadly lacking any 
substantial links with the past.

NIGEL BUESST

Somers siren
Summer at Somers
Sunshine surrounding  sea sky
Selfless synergy

Serendipity
Sharing and security
Somers submerges

Smiles soften sorrow
Shadows of  souls and spirits
So soon seventy’s score

Shall survival
See summers shared at Somers
Soon seeking spirits

FRANK A. LEES
Spring 2010

Responding to complaints by some older residents via the SRA, council removed a difficulty 
caused by the sharp incline of  the raised pedestrian crossing which, when added to the depth of  
the gutter, created a situation where it was possible to stumble, lose one’s balance and fall to the 
roadway. Correcting this entailed a week’s work by a number of  contractors and some large 
machinery. Perhaps this issue should have been foreseen in the design stage.
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Colour In this Wintry Picture 

Children all over the world still seem to be 
fascinated with skipping rope. There are many 
versions to the Skipping Rope Rhymes which 
call for the skipper to perform the actions 
mentioned in the Rhyme.  A favourite Skip-
ping Rope Rhyme is Teddy Bear, Teddy Bear: 

Teddy Bear, Teddy Bear,  
Turn around. 
Teddy Bear, Teddy Bear,  
Touch the ground.  
Teddy Bear, Teddy Bear 
Touch your shoe. 
Teddy Bear, Teddy Bear 
That will do. 
Teddy Bear, Teddy Bear,  
Go upstairs. 
Teddy Bear, Teddy Bear,  
Say your prayers. 
Teddy Bear, Teddy Bear,  
Turn out the light. 
Teddy Bear, Teddy Bear 
Say good night! 

SKIPPING ROPE FUN 

Marbles 

Marbles is a great old-fashioned game for kids over 4 
years of age. To play the game of marbles, first draw a cir-
cle about 60cm wide, in the dirt or on a footpath. You 
keep one marble as the shooter, the others go in the circle. 
Sometimes the shooter is bigger. You shoot your marble 
from outside the circle into any of the marbles  

inside the ring. The marbles 
you've knocked out of the circle 
are yours. You take turns with the 
other player(s). Whoever has the 
most marbles wins!  
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Here are some inexpensive ‘old-
fashioned’ games great for getting the 
kids out of  doors and for building hand-
eye co-ordination skills, social skills and 
self  confidence. 

Flashlight Tag    A combination of tag and hide-and-seek, Flashlight Tag has many variations. Playing 
at night makes it a livelier game, with players frequently changing their hiding places during the course of the 
game.  This game is suitable for school-age children. You will need a Flashlight (torch) and also extra batter-
ies.  On warm nights you can play this game outside in the backyard, making sure you set some boundaries 
first and on cold wintry nights you can play the game inside the house making sure you first remove any ob-
stacles that might be too hazardous to negotiate in the dark. How to Play: One player is designated ‘it’ and 
given a flashlight. ‘It’ counts to 50 while the other players hide. When ‘it’ finds someone, he or she shines the 
flashlight on the other player. That player then becomes ‘it’ and the first player is free to go hide. Variations: 
There are dozens of different rules and variations for playing Flashlight Tag. Some say that the flashlight must 
remain on at all times, so that the hiders can see ‘it’ approaching and may change their hiding places. In anoth-
er variation, ‘it’ puts the tagged players in ‘jail’, from where they can be rescued by other players.  

Chalk on the footpaths 
Use the footpaths as a canvas for art .  Let the 
children be creative! You never know what they 
will come up with. Young kids like to lie down 
so that mum or dad can use chalk to outline the 
shape of their body.  Then they can fill in the 
body parts as they like. 

Did you know that Hopscotch started as a training regi-
men for Roman foot soldiers who trained in full armour 
and field packs? They thought this would improve their 
footwork, and it probably did. Roman children started to 
imitate the soldiers and voila, a new game was invented.  
First start by using chalk to draw your hopscotch diagram 
or use masking tape on a floor.  Each player has a marker 
such as a stone, shell, button or beanbag.  The first play-
er stands behind the starting line to toss her or his mark-
er into square 1. Hop over square 1 to square 2 and then 
continue hopping to square 10, turn around, and hop back 
again. Pause in square 2 to pick up the marker, hop in 
square 1, and out. Then continue by tossing the stone in 
square 2. All hopping is done on one foot unless the hop-
scotch design is such that two squares are side-by-side. 
Then two feet can be put down with one in each square. A 
player must always hop over any square where a marker 
has been placed. A player is out if the marker fails to land 
in the proper square; the hopper steps on a line; the hop-
per loses balance when bending over to pick up the mark-
er and puts a second hand or foot down; the hopper goes 
into a square where a marker is; or if a player puts two 
feet down in a single box. The player puts the marker in 
the square where he or she will resume playing on the 
next turn, and the next player begins.  

Sometimes a dome-shaped ‘rest ar-
ea’ is added on one end of the hop-
scotch pattern where the player can 
rest for a second or two before 
hopping back through. 

There are many different variations of 
the diagram that can be drawn.  Why 
not try this French version which is in 
the shape of a snail?  
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down there this afternoon.”
The hours dragged away for ever. The 

bloodthirsty Vikings were saved from my 
final onslaught. The more I mentioned 
the snake, the larger it grew. No doubt it 
would have slithered away to somewhere 
safer. I just couldn’t understand how no 
one shared my heightened anxiety.

Eventually the big moment arrived. 
With all the family in tow, we took a 
leisurely stroll around the farm. With 
increasing anticipation we approached 
snake territory. To my utter amazement 
the snake had remained. Not only was it 
in the original spot, but it hadn’t moved 
a fraction. “Maybe it’s dead,” I thought. 
The courage shown by the elder members 
of  the family was incredible. As they 
crept in closer, the brave Viking-killer 
drew further back. Not until someone 
stood upon the reptile did realisation 
dawn upon this young warrior. Like early 
morning fantasies, the threat melted away 
with laughter. My copperhead snake was 
nothing more than a protruding pine 
root!

right and left checking out potential 
battle spots for afternoon revenge against 
the crazed Vikings. With the speed of  a 
blowfly through an open door, my seven-
year-old fantasies quickly evaporated. 
Only metres away a copperhead snake 
curled menacingly at the base of  an 
ancient pine. With gumboots flying, 
the hero of  the morning was screaming 
headlong across the orchard. Half  crying 
and heaving breaths of  relief, I finally 
completed my journey back to the safe 
confines of  the kitchen.

I can still remember explaining the 
snake to the entire family. With machine-
gun stutter and wide-eyed exaggeration 
I recalled the encounter. With a touch 
of  disappointment I noticed my tale 
appeared to have very little impact. Come 
to think of  it, I don’t think they even 
believed me! At the very least I expected 
we’d all head back down there and do 
away with the slithery menace. “I tell 
you what son, after work we’ll go for 
a look,” said Dad. “What!” I thought, 
“Wait all day? I’ve got to battle Vikings 

Five Short Stories

A teacher at Somers Primary School in 
the 1990s, Jeff  Grant’s teaching style was 
unconventional and storytelling was a key 
skill. He took time away from teaching to 
write a book of  short stories. This is the 
third of  five to be published in the Paper 
Nautilus.

Vomit and other 
embarrassing 
moments

The battle had been a long and bloody 
one. Hour after hour I had stumbled 
across fields littered with moaning 
and injured fighters. With only a 
broken shield and dented sword I had 
stood shoulder to shoulder with my 
remaining warriors, fending off  one 
wild attack after another. The Vikings 
were a determined and frenzied mob; 
they attacked us from all sides. At the 
moments when our ring of  defence 
looked certain to fail, I would charge 
like a true commander. With weapon 
flaying around my head like helicopter 
blades I would save the day once 
again. My troops rallying around me 
with renewed enthusiasm, the dreaded 
enemy would melt before us. Our 
exhausted bodies crept back into the 
forest. Hidden under the canopy of  
trees came the realisation that heroes 
would live to fight another day.

I was seven years old and the row 
of  giant pine trees had again provided 
a theatre for heroic battle. Like every 
other child hero, the war had to end 
around an eating time. I mean you can’t 
win the ‘War of  the Worlds’ if  you miss 
lunch time. Casting aside my fruit-case 
shield and pine-limb sword, I trotted 
off  home for lunch. Rather than taking 
a shortcut through the apple orchard I 
moved slowly along the row of  pines – 
reliving heroic battle deeds.

By this stage my eyes were darting 
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A whole afternoon of  battles wasted 
on a dumb pine root. Very quickly I 
justified my mistake. “With the sun 
overhead it looked shinier,” I blurted. 
“I never quite got close enough for a 
really good look. Anyway, you never can 
be too safe about these things.”

For all my explanations I just felt 
sillier and sillier and my burning face 
went redder and redder.

So for the first time in my entire life 
I experienced a really weird sensation. In 
one word it was titled, ‘embarrassment’. 
No doubt when you’re a baby you do 
pretty embarrassing things. Maybe vomit 
over your granddad’s shoulder or poo 
really badly in your nappy. The wonderful 
thing is that you are so young and stupid 
it doesn’t matter at all. I can’t imagine 
a baby having a sleepless night just 
because it piddled on the new Persian 
rug. Then all of  a sudden you’re a little 
bit older and bang! Embarrassment! No 
avoiding it, and no explaining it, but from 
there onwards, when you least expect 
it, embarrassing moments pop out of  
nowhere. The killer snake definitely 
goes down in my memory bank as the 
first time I suddenly wished I could be 
somewhere else; away from the laughter 
and silliness. Unfortunately as you get 
older, embarrassing moments are always 
lurking around like a bad smell. They 
don’t always show up but they’re never far 
away. My next book may actually be titled 
‘Friends and embarrassing moments’. 
Imagine if  everyone in the world wrote 
just one story about how they made a 
complete fool of  themselves. I’m sure 
a lot of  funny situations would emerge.

I’m pretty sure the brain operators 
have something to do with all of  this. 
In fact I have a theory: At various times 
throughout your life, the number of  
brain operators employed in your body 
can change dramatically. For instance, as 
a baby the only operators available are 
pretty young and inexperienced. They’re 
new to the job and just maintain basic 
survival. Once again, just imagine two 
of  them on rostered duty:

“Hey man, more of  that brown runny 
stuff  just crept out of  his bottom.” 
“Worry about that later! I think he’s trying 
to eat a building block thing.” “Don’t 
panic, I’m pretty sure it’s too large to fit in 
the mouth bit.” “Look at the observation 
panel for a second. Am I seeing things 
or is our body climbing out over some 
wooden bars?” “Strange view.” “Boy that 
ground looks a long way away.” “Look 
over there. It’s another big human, I’m not 
sure but I think we’ve seen her before.” 
“That’s right, she’s the mother thing.”  
“Hang on, we’re in the air.” “Boy, we 
don’t fly too well.” “Good catch, mother 
thing!” “Press the cry button; we might 
get that runny stuff  cleaned out of  the 
white fluffy bit.” “Good thinking buddy.”

See what I mean? Young body, 
young operators. As you get older you 
employ more brain operators for more 
jobs. Maybe specialist brain workers 
who concentrate completely on the 
environment – picking up papers and 
worrying about ozone layers. The early, 
young brain operator only worries about 
the strange environment that suddenly 
appeared inside its nappy. Then as you 
get really older the operators take early 

retirement or get pensioned off, and 
you finish up nearly as stupid as when 
you started out. So what’s my theory? 
Well, I think more brain operators being 
employed increases the chances of  being 
embarrassed more often. When you’re 
really young or really old, who cares!

In 1983 I’m positive I had a full 
team of  operators. Maybe even some 
emergencies on the interchange bench.

In the summer of  that year I 
backpacked around New Zealand, with 
no care and very little money. I wandered 
around the North and South Islands for a 
month. Never quite knowing where each 
day would find me, I met some wonderful 
and interesting people. I travelled in 
trucks, backs of  utes, motorbikes, boats 
and plenty of  miles on foot. In most 
places the local people were used to 
overseas travellers and lifts were easy to 
get. There were even instances where 
people would give a hungry hiker a meal 
along with the rest of  the family. Maybe 
it’s not safe to recommend a trip like that 
nowadays, but then it was a common 
event.

Towards the end of  this journey my 
most memorable embarrassing event 
occurred. On this particular day I was 
trudging through the mountains of  the 
North Island. The weather was sticky and 
hot and the main town was still a hundred 
kilometres away. Having already walked 
for hours I was overjoyed to stumble 
across a little country pub. Realising the 
day was closing in and the next town was 
still light years away I decided to wait. In 
the shadow of  the old building I patiently 
waited for a passing vehicle. One hour 
had soon turned into six and the day had 
rapidly darkened. Peering into the warm 
and lit pub I noticed that only a few old 
bush types were still around.

Having only a little money left I’d 
only been able to afford a meat pie diet 
throughout the afternoon. Every two 
hours, mainly through boredom, I had 
munched merrily away on yet another pie.

By 10 o’clock the prospect of  picking 
up a lift was looking extremely remote. 
The mountains sighed with a chilling 
wind and the moon remained hidden 
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behind a blanket of  cloud. Having little 
choice, I trudged off  down the road into 
darkness. The basic idea was to continue 
walking until reaching a bridge. At that 
point I planned to choose, as all hobos 
of  the world would, to sleep underneath 
the cover of  the bridge itself. The clouds 
were looking menacing and I didn’t fancy 
the thought of  sleeping in the rain.

Half  a kilometre from the old pub 
I suddenly became aware of  the sound 
of  screeching tyres and the roar of  a 
‘hotted-up’ car. Very soon a strange sight 
appeared from the murky gloom. I’m 
not particularly knowledgeable about 
cars so I can’t begin to tell you what sort 
it was. I do remember it was shiny, had 
fat tyres and the back stood a good deal 
taller than the front. Stopping next to me 
it throbbed and shook as if  it wanted 
to take off  at a thousand kilometres an 
hour.  

The side window wound down 
and a face (which I have absolutely no 
memory of) asked if  I wanted a lift. I 
can remember that the voice sounded 
like a happy country type so I gladly 
accepted the lift. DEFINITELY NOT 
ACCEPTABLE BEHAVIOUR THESE 
DAYS.

As we screamed off  down the 
windy mountain road I discovered that 
the driver’s turn-off  was some twenty 
kilometres away. So, regardless of  the 
lucky turn of  events I was still destined 
to sleep in the wilderness. As a result of  
this information I kept my eyes peeled 
for any bridge that would supply shelter 

for the night. As we screamed around 
the curves my new companion chatted 
happily away. As it turned out he was 
in an excited mood. For the past six 
months he had desperately been trying 
to sell his ‘souped-up’ car. After months 
of  frustration he had, on this exact day, 
found a buyer. A final clean-up in the 

morning and an exchange of  registration 
papers would finalise the deal. Within a 
minute of  hearing this success story, I 
threw a completely different angle on 
the whole deal.

Upstairs in the control room, a brain 
operator was thoroughly fulfilling his 
present duty. As he turned to glance 
across at another operator he mentioned 
that “this human behind the wheel is 
driving very quickly considering the 
number of  curves on the road”. He 
questioned the other operator, “How is 
our body coping?” “No need to panic,” 
replied the other, “everything seems 
normal. Stomach OK. Head OK. No 
sign of  travelling sickness.” “Well,” 
sighed the worried operator, “if  you’re 
happy. Oh, no!”

One second I was congratulating the 
man on the sale and the next second I 
was vomiting a bucket of  regurgitated 
meat pies all over the front of  the car. I 
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do not exaggerate! I wasn’t even 
offered a fraction of  a second warning. 
Not even a moment to consider 
raising a hand. The view out of  the 
window disappeared behind a window 
splattered in spew. I somehow managed 
to throw up all over the driver’s feet. 
Bits of  mangled pie hung precariously 
on threads of  shiny dribble. It had 
found its way into the heater ducts, over 
the radio and even into the console 
between the two seats. Unhappily I can 
still visualise this projectile of  sludge 
slamming into the glass.

If  I can find anything positive to 
remember at least it was all over in 
one quick waterfall. No follow-ups, 
no spluttering out the remains, just 
immediate deathly silence.

The picture in the control room was 
one of  serene calmness. Both operators 
just stared blankly out of  the observation 
panel with mouths hanging slackly open. 
No buttons remained to be punched as 
no action appeared necessary. “Wow!” 
whispered one to another, “Not a single 
warning! Not even a wind-down-the-
window-and-vomit-outside chance.” “I 
told you four meat pies had me worried!” 
screamed the other.

Back in the car with the stench of  
recycled food beginning to rise, my bush 
companion continued driving. With a 
look of  shock etched on his face I 
don’t think the enormity of  my actions 
had registered. Finally he commented, 
“I think I better pull over”. What an 
understatement! “Yes,” I pathetically 
answered, “maybe that would be 
sensible.”

Not daunted by the ecological disaster 
spread throughout his beloved car, we 
began the painful clean-up. Armed with 
rags and towels the bits and pieces were 
collected up. May I add, never again to 
resemble a meat pie.

A fair amount of  finger work was 
required to displace sludge slowly 
inching its way down the heating vents. 
Throughout this charming little episode 
few words were spoken. My stunned 
embarrassment equalled only by the 
driver’s total shock left very little to say. 

In fact upstairs, my operators were 

putting me through the clean-up on total 
automatic. It wasn’t until a supervisor 
appeared on the scene that any semblance 
of  order returned. His immediate concern 
was my safety. “Have we apologised for 
this waterfall of  disaster?” he questioned. 
“How is the other human behaving? 
Have we considered running away?” One 
of  the operators mumbled a reply, “We 
think all is under control.”

As we closed the doors, wound down 
the windows and slowly drove down the 
road I began to apologise. Vomiting in 
strange cars was not something I was in 
the habit of  doing. “It must be something 
I ate,” I added. With a very forgiving 
nature, the driver accepted my humble 
apologies. “In fact,” he commented, 
“you’re the third bloke to do this to me. 
Dunno what causes it.”

I considered explaining how driving 
at a million miles an hour around windy 
roads didn’t help matters. However, after 
some thought I figured saying nothing 
was probably the best response. Plus 
four meat pies hadn’t helped a great 
deal either.

Further down the road we parted 
ways with all forgiven and forgotten. 
Standing in the dark I hoped the new 
owner wouldn’t mind a few exotic smells 
drifting around for the next few months.

We l l  c e r t a i n l y  t h a t  wa s 
EMBARRASSMENT of  the highest 
order. The only saving grace was no one 
else need ever know about it. Perhaps I 
shouldn’t have written this chapter; never 
mind, it’s done now.

Footnote1:
The supervisor upstairs recommended 
an operator be placed in charge of  food 
intake. It’s obviously had an effect – 
I’ve never eaten four meat pies in a row 
again!

Footnote 2:
I never did find a bridge that night. 
Funnily enough it began raining at 
about midnight and continued to bucket 
down right through until morning. 
Maybe punishment, do you think?

JEFF GRANT
Illustrations by Bronwen Gibbs

Security at home

It’s likely that we are all aware of  these 
recommendations, but how many of  
us have always intended to improve 
our security only to put it off  until we 
return from a holiday and find that we 
should have put locks on the windows?

1. Perimeter doors should be of  
solid construction and fitted with 
double cylinder deadlocks. These are 
very effective but are not to be locked 
when you are in the house in case you 
need to exit quickly. 

2. Replace fly-wire snibbed doors 
with security screen doors that have a 
proper lock.

3. Ensure that the windows also have 
secure locks, preferably keyed.

4. Smoke detectors by law must be 
fitted to all new houses and extensions 
and be active, but if  they chirp replace 
the batteries. In existing older homes 
install them anyway for your own safety. 

5. If  you go away, cancel paper 
deliveries and have a neighbour pick 
up any mail delivered to your house.

6. Set an automatic timer for lights 
and radio.

7. Never leave your house and car 
keys in the house.

8. Have a neighbour bring in your 
garbage bin.

9. Lock up external sheds after 
putting away tools and ladders.
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Grumpy column

Plenty of pain, not 
much gain
In the bad old days the computer 
industry used to have the catch phrase 
‘no gain without pain’ to help explain 
why those (by today’s standards) 
primitive devices crashed, lost copy or 
simply did not work.

So different now I hear you say. 
Wrong.

Having just upgraded my computer I 
can assure you that there is still no gain 
without pain.

Just transferring my files and data to 
the new device and setting up a WiFi 
network at home took a computer expert 
four hours and cost more than $400.

Imagine my delight when I tried to 
load the few programs my computer 
expert had not put on the new machine 
to be greeted with the message that this 
program is not compatible with this 
version of  Windows (version 7).

So I then had to buy newer versions 
of  the software that worked brilliantly 
on my old machine under Windows 
XP, which incidentally, will no longer 
be supported by Microsoft after 8 April 
2014. 

But the frustration continues. Having 
spent years working with Word 2003, 
of  course Mr Bill Gates and his mates 
have to change everything around in the 
latest version of  Windows. It has been 
explained to me that it is all logically 
arranged. Maybe logical to those who 
come fresh to Windows 2010 but for 
those who have become familiar, even 
(dare I say it) fond of  the older version 
of  Word then it is just infuriating.

So instead of  having everything to 
hand you now have to select from a menu 
that is part of  the ‘logical’ arrangement 
which lists everything under headings 
like Review, View, References, Insert, 
etc. It took me some time to find spell 
check which comes under review as does 
word count. 

There are now too many options in 
Word, 90 per cent of  which I suspect 
most people would not use or use 
once a year. For example, opening a 
new document gives one a choice of  
37 templates as well as regular options 
such as blog and creating a template.

I believe Microsoft could do well by 
selling a cut-down version of  Word and 
I don’t mean the ones they do already 
for small devices but a version that has 
a simplified menu with fewer options 
for use by people like me who use the 
program basically for word processing, 
not report writers who seem to be 
Word’s main target market.

Perhaps it could be called the 
Grumpy Old Man’s Word.

It’s not just on the computer where 
one feels that the deck is stacked against 
the user. Take my Epson printer, which 
has done sterling work for some years 
now. I recently got a message saying that 
certain components in the machine were 
reaching the end of  their life cycle and 
needed replacing. 

So I rang the local designated Epson 
service to be told that the message 
related to the pad which collects excess 
ink. I asked what needed to be done and 
was told to bring the printer in and they 
would reset the counter and that the 
printer would die before the pad needed 
relacing as Epson was ‘very conservative’ 
with its components. How long would 
that take, I asked and how much? “About 
five minutes and $80,” the Epson man 
said.

Not unnaturally I objected to being 
told that if  the counter was not reset the 
printer would eventually stop working. 
Solution? Buy a new Epson printer for 
just over $100. 

And of  course even if  I had decided 
to go ahead and get the printer counter 
reset for another year or so of  use I 
would need to download a new set of  
printer drivers. I toyed with the idea and 
even looked on the internet so I could 
download drivers but was unable to find 
any for my particular model. In effect 
I was forced into buying a new printer 
by a lack of  drivers and a need to get 

the counter reset at an exorbitant price.
It’s a crazy world when you can buy 

something new almost as cheaply as 
adjusting something that is still working.

TONY DUBOUDIN

A new kettle
My kettle, bright and shiny
Heats and boils with oh such noise
That I’m going to buy a new one
To add to my kitchen toys

I might get red to match the stripe
Across my gleaming tiles
I’ll try and test and listen
To all the different styles

My mother’s faithful kettle
That she boils upon the stove
It stays nice and quiet
In her nice neat stove alcove

But I want one upon my bench
That suits my open plan
One that looks good but most of  all
Doesn’t sound like rain in a tin can
 

It cannot be a stove top one 
I need electricity
I’m sure there’ll be one to suit my 
needs
I’ll just have to see

Handle up or handle down
Or even handle to the side
Silver, yellow or lime green
There is only one way I’ll decide

I just want a simple kettle
A whistle I want not
It needs to switch off  quietly
Awaiting my bag or pot

I’ll take my own container
Of  water to the store
And plug and test and boil them
To get a silent one for sure

Then when at home I boil the kettle
For a quiet cup of  tea
I won’t be hounded from afar
“Can you make one for me?”

                            DELINE SKINNER 
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frustratingly difficult to get a really good 
look at the fish before it was swallowed.

After they had eaten their fill 
or grown tired chasing the fish, the 
cormorants all retired to a dead tree 
poking out of  the water, clambered up 
and hung their wings out to dry. 

During the long drought of  the 
late nineties and early noughties, the 
wetlands well and truly dried out. 
Even the gambusia (a persistent pest 
fish) had been unable to survive (so the 
drought did have its positive aspects). 
Unfortunately, the Short-finned Eels 
were not able to withstand the extreme 
conditions either. So it was something 
of  a surprise to see what was obviously 
an abundance of  fish in the wetlands. 
But thinking back to last winter and the 
fantastic floods we had I recall that the 
wetlands were well connected to the 
creek system with overflowing water, 
giving fish a great opportunity to make 
their way up into the wetlands.

When I first saw the cormorants 
fishing I thought that I may have been 
witnessing a migration of  young eels 
returning from the Coral Sea where 
they had been spawned, but a splendid 
photograph taken by Mick Douglas 
– a fellow ranger from French Island 
– showed the Great Egret with what 
looked to me like a Common Galaxia 

Cormorants at 
Coolart

It reminded me a little of  synchronised 
swimming, everybody diving together, 
disappearing and then bobbing up 
again, heads tilted upwards, everyone 
looking in the same direction and 
then diving again. Well, it wasn’t really 
perfectly synchronised and if  the 
Little Black Cormorants were hoping 
for a place at the Olympics they still 
had a lot of  practice to do – but the 
elements were there. They were in 
fact cooperatively fishing, driving their 
prey before them and snapping them 
up. The fish, as far as I could tell, were 
about 75mm to 125mm long, maybe 
a little longer, and there seemed to be 
a heck of  a lot of  them because the 
cormorants had no trouble catching 
them.  

The cormorants as I say were 
fishing cooperatively, often all diving 
simultaneously, but the synchronisation 
was broken when two or three of  them 
would each catch a fish and then pause 
to swallow or maneuver the fish into the 
correct position to swallow it, sometimes 
tossing it and deftly catching it again 
or dodging one of  its team mates who 
would try to snatch it from its beak. This 
is something that can be unexpectedly 
traumatic as watching them at rest later 
in the day I noticed that one of  the 
cormorants was bleeding from near its 
eye, a wound probably caused by another 
cormorant’s hooked beak as it tried to 

snatch a fish. 
It wasn’t only the cormorants that 

were making a meal of  the fish. A Great 
Egret was taking advantage of  the 
cormorants as they zigzagged their way 
up and down the wetland. It followed 
them along the water’s edge, flying from 
one side of  the wetlands to the other 
as the cormorants herded the fish from 
bank to bank. The egret, with its bright 
orange, dagger-like bill picked off  the 
ones that were driven into the shallows. 

A Little Pied Cormorant swam 
in behind the little blacks, a bit self-
consciously it seemed, as if  it felt it 
shouldn’t be there and the little blacks 
might have felt the same, for when it 
managed to catch a fish for itself  it was 
chased, flying, up the wetlands by one 
of  the little blacks trying to get it to 
drop its prize.

A Hoary-headed Grebe gave me 
the opportunity to have a closer look 
at the prey. Diving and reappearing 
right in front of  the hide, it was having 
some fishing success and it was close 
enough for me to get a fleeting look at 
the silvery catch, almost see-through in 
the sunlight, before the grebe, with a bit 
of  juggling, swallowed it head first – 
quite a big catch for a small bird; a few 
of  those and it could sit back and digest 
for the rest of  the day. It was however 

Photos by Mick Douglas.
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in its beak. This prompted me to take a 
look at a photo I had taken during the 
flood last June of  an egret with prey that 
it had caught just below the overflowing 
spillway of  the wetland. The photo is 
in no way as good as Mick’s and to see 
the fish one has to zoom in quite a bit, 
but although blurry one can see the cleft 
tail of  a fish and not the long tapering 
tail of  an eel which I originally thought 
it was. If  only I’d had the presence of  
mind to take a closer look at what was 
in the water then, I may have seen the 
fish moving up the stream.

Fish identification not being my 
forte I’m hoping to set a fish trap to 
make a positive identification and to 
see if  any other species have made their 
way up the creek and into the wetlands. 
Although the wetlands have always had 
a good population of  eels (apart from 
the drought) this is the first time I have 
seen fish (apart from eels) migrating into 
the wetlands from the creek.

 
BRIAN THOMAS

Lie back and think of England!
“Go back to England for a couple of  
years?” I repeated when my husband 
Tony presented his bombshell.

“Yes. I think I’m getting stale and I’d 
like the children to experience some of  
what I experienced as a child growing 
up in Britain and France,” he said.

“Do you have a job?”
“No, not exactly but I do have a letter 

of  recommendation to The Times from 
the editor of  The Age.”

“Where will we live?”
“Oh, we’ll stay with mum for a while 

then we’ll find somewhere.”
So started our great adventure, or 

foolishness, depending on your point of  
view. It was 1979 when life was simple 
– no Facebook, Twitter, mobile phones; 
and computers were in their infancy.

Tony took leave of  absence from The 
Age for two years and we headed off  
with lots of  optimism but not much else.

For me it was a trial organising three 
children, arranging flights, sorting out 
how to manage in England with schools, 
transport – all the basic things that make 
up family life.

With hindsight I can now see the 
benefits and the fun we had and look 
back with a tinge of  nostalgia for the 
two years we spent living in the UK 
and travelling around Europe at every 
opportunity.

Frankly I was horrified when Tony 
suggested we up sticks and go to 
England. We had about £200, Tony had 
no job, we had nowhere to live and three 
children – it was insane.

I had lived there before, having gone 
as a 21-year-old, working in London and 
hitchhiking around Europe. Tony and I 
met and married in London; we bought 
a house in Twickenham and our eldest 
son was born there. So it was not as if  
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I didn’t know the place just that it was 
all unexpected and frightening thinking 
about landing there with no job, no 
home and no money.

As our departure date approached we 
said goodbye to all our friends, many of  
whom thought we were courageous or 
insane in about equal measure.

One memorable goodbye was at 
Rob’s Carousel restaurant with my 
mother, cousin Sue and her husband Ted. 
Tony took a photo of  the porterhouse 
steak he had that night saying that would 
probably be the last we could afford until 
we returned – he wasn’t far off  the truth.

In fairness Tony found a position 
on the foreign desk of  The Times after 
about 10 days and we were able to start 
looking for a place to live after ‘camping’ 
with Tony’s mother and using a vacant 
flat belonging to a neighbour. 

After a far-reaching search we ended 
up in a village called Newnham, renting a 
free-standing house – the old part built in 
the 15th century and a ‘modern’ addition 
built in the Victorian era.

Among its mod cons were a well in 
the garden, an inglenook fireplace as well 
as 15th century draughts. It was named 
the Crouches and after you had hit your 
head on the oak beam which ran across 
the lounge or the doorway in the old 
part you understood why.

Some of  the other joys of  a 15th 
century house: 

1. I recall one night I was in bed 
when the phone rang and I shot 
out of  bed, forgetting in my haste 
that the doorway to the bedroom 
was designed for the little people 
of  500 years earlier and forgot to 
duck nearly knocking myself  out as 
I headed for the phone downstairs.

2. The two boys playing soccer outside 
managed to kick the ball into the 
side of  the lath and plaster wall of  
the 15th century end, knocking off  
a large lump as well as smashing 
one of  the windows on Christmas 
Eve and knocking over our real 
Christmas tree, sending pine needles 
and decorations everywhere. 
Try getting a glazier just before 
Christmas, so we survived the cold 

with a piece of  cardboard for a 
week.
The house was about three kilometres 

from an electric train line with a good 
50-minute service to Kings Cross which 
was a 10-minute walk down Gray’s Inn 
Road to where The Times office then was.

Village life in England was quite 
an experience. It was stratified with 
everyone knowing their place and full 
of  gossip – not unlike a small community 
here.

I got to know our next-door 
neighbours, a lovely family of  four. Ian 
was the head of  publications at the Tate 
Gallery and used to commute by car to 
London daily. You could always tell when 
he had had an especially trying journey 
as he would play his Northumberland 
pipes – like bagpipes but a softer sound 
– and walk up and down the unmade 
lane beside his house which was the last 
one in the village.

Another oddity of  English middle-
class life – the Sunday midday drinks, 
usually sherry, and polite if  inane 
conversation. We were invited to join one 
of  these gatherings. As Australians (Tony 
was, despite his English birth, considered 
an Australian) we were considered an 
oddity as we didn’t fit into a convenient 

pigeonhole. 
When Tony told the gathering 

that he was a journalist you could see 
the very slight look of  horror on the 
assembled faces. At this stage ‘journalist’ 
and ‘Australian’ meant only one thing 
– Rupert Murdoch, aka the Dirty 
Digger and The Sun and The News of  the 
World. When Tony said he was working 
for The Times the relief  was palpable, 
with sounds of  ‘Oh, THE TIMES’. I 
remember saying “Thank goodness you 
didn’t say The News of  the World”.

After that we were almost accepted 
as being people with whom someone 
could mix without fear.

During our time in England we 
managed to see a great deal, taking the 
children most weekends and school 
holidays to parts of  England, Scotland, 
Wales and France.

Our three children went to local 
schools. Paul our eldest started his 
secondary education at Knights Templar 
school in the nearest town and the two 
youngest went to the Ashwell village 
primary school. The youngest two had 
cooked lunches at the school and it was 
there that our second son Christian 
developed a love of  dumplings and other 
‘stodgy’ food.
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I found living in an English village 
hard going at first. A lot of  the villagers 
in Newnham worked for the local farmer, 
known only as Boy Farr. They also lived 
in tied cottages which went with their jobs 
as farm labourers – almost medieval. The 
non-farming community – commuters 
and local business people – used to call 
them the ‘village people’ as if  they were 
talking about the American disco group. 
I reached the stage where I thought the 
village people were somehow different.

Perhaps an indication of  how 
unchanging English villages can be was 

Lunch somewhere in a German wood during our two-month European tour. Left to right Jill, 
Sara, Paul and Christian.

Tony and the three children discover a gum tree in Inverare Gardens, north-west Scotland on one 
of  our family holidays. Yes that’s correct, a gum tree.

the fact that farmer Farr was known as 
‘Boy Farr’ as it was his father who had 
bought the farm before World War II 
and he was considered the real Mr Farr.

One of  the picturesque tied cottages 
opposite was home to an Italian farm 
worker who had been a prisoner of  war 
and sent to work on the Farr farm and 
never went back. He married locally, 
raised a family and one of  his sons 
became a doctor in the next village.

We ended our two years in England 
with a two-month tour around Europe. 
Money was still tight so our tour was 

a mix of  youth hostels and lower-end 
hotels in an old Hillman station wagon. 
Lunches were soup heated on a camping 
Gaz stove with bread, local cheese, ham 
or salami and fruit eaten beside the 
road. The lunches were a high spot and 
somehow tasted just right – even our 
fussiest child had an appetite.

Our son Paul spent his 14th birthday 
in Florence and our daughter Sara vowed 
to return to the bridge over the Arno 
and become an artist. Naturally other 
things intervened and while she has been 
back to Florence the appeal of  being a 
starving artist in Italy did not take hold.

Christian was at the age that nearly 
everything bored him, particularly art 
galleries and historic buildings which we 
tried to expose our three kids to.

Eldest son Paul enjoyed the tour 
probably because he was that much 
older and when he reached the age when 
many of  his peers headed for Europe he 
said that he had seen a lot with us and 
would bide his time. He did go much 
later and ended up living in New York 
after Europe but has now returned to 
Australia and domestic bliss with two 
sons.

JILL DUBOUDIN
with Tony Duboudin
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Crossing Africa on two wheels:           
Cape Town to Cairo

Peter Steele spent some time in Somers during 
the Easter holidays and while here read the 
Paper Nautilus (March/April 2013). He 
was particularly interested in Simon Boadle’s 
story of  the MG Club’s drive through Africa 
(pp. 24–27) as the owner of  an MGB and 
“although I’ve not thought of  driving my 
MGB (or any other car come to that) from 
Cape Town to Cairo, last year four of  us 
completed the same journey, along much the 
same route I would guess, on a couple of  
motorbikes”. Here is his account of  their trip.

Ninety days on the road and the 12,000 
km journey from Cape Town to Cairo 
was completed during the first week 
of  June. Two bikes and four riders – 
with Kristian riding the entire journey 
and three others sharing Anna’s bike 
– followed the road north from South 
Africa into Namibia before shifting 
direction to ride up the eastern side of  
the continent. The road tracked into 
Zambia and Malawi and then turned 
north again into Tanzania, Kenya 
and Ethiopia, before exchanging the 
greenness of  the East African highlands 
for the deserts of  Sudan and Egypt.

On reflection – taking that first 
step
This time last year we were on the road 
in Africa; three Kiwis and a Scots girl. 
We rode 10-year-old Suzuki DKZ 400cc 
enduro bikes; three up to Windhoek 
and then two the rest of  the way. 
Riding, changing bikes and partners 
meant riders coming in or going out in 
most of  the main centres – Windhoek, 
Lusaka, Nairobi, Addis Ababa and 
Khartoum. We got to know the roads 
and the main national airports, and 
those flying the best deals into and out 
of  the continent from Europe.

Africa is a long way away and it’s full of  
danger for the unwary; reality or fiction? 
Probably a bit of  both, but much depends 
upon you and the way that you go about 
things – no issue that good planning is 

110% essential, but it also helps if  you’re 
flexible, self-confident about handling 
yourself  and those around you whatever 
is happening and, importantly, you need 
a robust sense of  humour.

Many travellers take the same 
route
We were following many hundreds of  
others who make this most challenging 
of  long-distance journeys each year. 
Most travellers take public transport, 
humping their backpacks from bus 
to campsite or from train to taxi-bus 
to backpackers’ lodge. You can, quite 
literally, and relatively easily catch the 
bus the whole way. It’s cheap too, and 
public transport is the most popular 
choice of  how to travel. You trade 
flexibility and dependency on others for 
the responsibility of  having to care for 
your vehicle, but that vehicle provides 
you with immediate choice of  direction; 
and you don’t have to wait around for 
that bus or train. Foot travellers always 
need time on hand.

Many people ‘take the car’
Then there are the self-contained 

travellers in their road vehicles. Choose 
your route with care and you can, in 
2013, travel the whole way on tar-sealed 
roads – excepting the 500 km or so 
between Isiola north of  Mount Kenya 
to Moyale on the Kenya/Ethiopia 
border. So, you can, quite literally, make 
the journey in just about any road vehicle 
– even an MGB with no road clearance. 
And this too is likely to change into the 
next period for those Chinese Road 
Teams are already gathering. They have 
built roads just about everywhere else 
in Africa; the ‘bandit road’ to Moyale – 
relatively flat desert country just north 
of  the commercial centre of  East 
Africa – will be a road builder’s delight.

Best of  all you ride a motorbike
The motorbike provides the best 
of  many options – experience the 
continent and its people front-on, as 
it were, for you’re more exposed on a 
motorbike; you get all the atmosphere, 
you catch the weather, you get wet and 
muddy and, in reality, you look much 
like the locals at the end of  the day 
enveloped in a covering of  red dust – 
equally poor, dirty or unkempt. And it 
can be really hot. Local people you meet 
on the road relate more to people when 
they can approach you directly. You 
stop amongst them; at the edge of  the 

Halfway through the continent: One of  Africa’s most popular photo opportunities, the equator 
sign in Nanyuki Town to the west of  Mount Kenya; Shaun and Kristian.
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Push biking is hard work
Oh, and before we leave the long-
distant travellers behind – mention 
those who travel the continent from 
end-to-end on a push bike. Imagine 
the northern deserts – the amount of  
water that you have to carry; the hours 
spent riding in the sun (or, if  at night, 
the dangers that you face from the 

‘refuse to use my headlights’ brigade; 
and the continuing need to camp out 
in the bush. We met several bikies, but 
only a handful of  motorbike riders – 
which was surprising. We thought we’d 
have seen more than one German rider 
on a BMW and two with UAE-plated 
Hondas.

Inside or outside?
Buses, cars and trucks encapsulate you 
– you are separated from those around 
you; people watch you get out of  your 
sometimes really expensive vehicles 
like aliens from space. They relate to 
your sometimes cleanliness, the vehicle 
containing lots of  valuable items, etc. 
and, typically, they’ll simply hold out 
their hand with a wistful (or aggressive, 
pleading, cajoling, etc.) request for a 
handout. Other times you may not be 
so lucky – the vehicle could get stolen. 
But this all depends where you are. Rock 
throwers in Ethiopia, for example, have 
more chance of  hitting you when you’re 
bigger.

Journeys of  this kind, however, are 
only really dangerous if  you ignore the 
usual safety rules; you are unlikely to get 
robbed, shot or worse if  you stay with the 
majority travellers on the main routes – 
through the benign countries. The reality 
is one where dehydration, diarrhoea, food 

Anna and her Suzuki: Long-distance traveller – Namibia on a concrete drift in a dry stream 
bed working our way back from the Fish River Canyon to the main north-south national 
highway; the B1. 

Pyramid fields Sudan: Older than the better known Pyramids of  Giza, Cairo, the ancient 
pyramid field at Karima near the Forth Cataract provides that opportunity of  a pyramid field 
to yourself. Visitors are rare. Peter.

road and on the outside.
We had a girl rider in the team – and 

I had shared Anna’s bike for the 1400 
km to Windhoek – so I had the pleasure 
of  seeing the reaction of  many of  the 
‘young men of  the street’ – the drifters, 
those selling all manner of  Chinese-made 
goods, those looking to make a deal, 
those who would approach you to talk, 
etc. – when Anna took off  her helmet 
and shook out her hair. Great images 
of  surprise, exclamation, slapping of  
thighs and laughter; and the pleasure of  
realisation. Anna did her ‘gender equality 
services’ appearances with style; and 
some of  the girls would come across 
and talk with her.

For those of  you interested in this 
kind of  venture, check out the African 
ride undertaken six years ago by Charley 
Boorman and Ewan McGregor and the 
great armchair entertainment provided 
for the rest of  us courtesy of  television 
documentaries and a CD. It’s described 
at: http://topdocumentaryfilms.com/
long-way-down/. The helicopter footage 
of  the ride into Cape Town accompanied 
by a large column of  South African riders 
represents some of  the best biking visuals 
ever.
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poisoning, malaria, etc. are more likely or 
you’ll get shaken down for a cadeau [‘gift’] 
by those in authority, with a worst-case 
scenario of  being run down by a truck or 
bus because you were too slow to get out 
of  the way. But then you buy insurance 
for those unforeseen options and, for 
best, you travel with a mate or two.

Africa is all about images that 
are rapidly changing
In places, Africa may be under-
developed, poorly managed, abused 
and rather distant but, surprisingly, it 
is quickly surrendering to those local 
middle-income people who are pulling 
themselves up with their boot-laces 
everywhere there is a dollar to be made. 
No one trades better than your typical 
small-scale African dukawallah and, 
when this reflects on the approach 
taken by government or that large-
scale private investor when dealing 
in the vast resources of  the African 
continent – soils, water, minerals, space 
and more – then you can imagine 
that the international entrepreneurs 
are not only interested, but already 

Book review

A Fine Balance    Rohinton Mistry (Random House) 

Set in Mumbai between 1975 and 1984, 
this extraordinary novel explores the 
cruelty and corruption, humanity and 
bravery, of  ordinary Indians during that 
time. This book stirs your emotions; the 
human suffering is heartbreaking and 
incredibly moving but this is beautifully 
balanced by stories of  human spirit and 
courage. This might sound off-putting, 
but Rohinton Mistry writes in such a 
way that he can balance the instances 
of  horror and the injustices with great 
compassion and wonderful humour.  

The book uncovers the terrible 
changes in India during the turmoil of  
the Emergency period. In 1975 Indira 
Gandhi granted herself  overriding 
powers and launched a massive 
crackdown on civil liberties and political 

opposition. Rohinton Mistry never refers 
to Gandhi or her government by name, 
but this book is a work about the corrupt 
and increasingly cruel society under 
Gandhi. 

Although based on factual events 
the book concerns four fictitious 
characters from varied backgrounds 
– Dina, a courageous and rebellious 
female, Maneck, a young naive rural 
student sent to city college, and Ishvar 
and his nephew Omprakash, two tailors 
who are ‘untouchables’ who have fled 
caste violence in their native village. The 
four find it necessary to live together 
in the same cramped apartment, caste 
boundaries crossed, barriers of  class 
challenged and superstitions, suspicions 
and biases slowly dissolving.

Mistry provides a fascinating insight 
into 1970s India. The book explores the 
caste system; with higher-caste people 
punishing and terrorising the lower caste. 
It describes the life of  the ‘untouchables’ 
and how they were trapped by their 
desperate circumstances. The book 
details the slum communities and the 
horrible injustices against some of  these 
most poverty-stricken people, the life 
and survival of  the beggars and the 
atrocities that were wreaked upon these 
and other vulnerable people during the 
Emergency, e.g. forced sterilisations. “A 
Fine Balance highlights the fine line that 
exists between hope and despair” – a 
quote from the book.

A truly moving and educational read.

Author: Rohinton Mistry was born in 
Bombay and now lives near Toronto. 
His first novel, Such a Long Journey, was 
shortlisted for the Booker Prize. A Fine 
Balance, his second novel was also short-
listed for the Booker Prize and won the 
top Canadian honour the Giller Prize. 
It is the only Canadian novel that has 
been selected for Oprah’s Book Club 
– a recognition that increased his 
readership by hundreds of  thousands. 
This recognition was credited with 
having influenced people to read this 
large book set in 1970s India and open 
their eyes to the life and culture there.

KARINA SMITH

heavily involved. Into the next period 
of  continental development it will be 
food production; matching output with 
demand, meeting the expectations of  
rising living standards everywhere, and 
producing to a cost.

Get there soon if  you want to see 
some of  that original Africa that is still 
available on the National Geographic 
Channel; it is fast disappearing, and North 
America (Australia even) is replacing it.

Want to read more?
There were no downsides to the ride, 
except looking back and wishing that 
you had made the effort to ride the 
whole way; but then we were sharing 
bikes and not everyone has three 
months to spare in a single trip. We kept 
a blog of  the journey, however, and if  
you have a spare evening – weekend 
even – and this sort of  thing interests 
you, check out the full story at http://
www.Crossafrica.wordpress.com. Be 
patient, however, for we’re still updating 
the blog.

PETER STEELE
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Guess What I Found in Dragon Wood  
Timothy Knapman; Illustrator: Gwen Millward (Puffin Books)

Sometimes you stumble across a gem 
of  a children’s book. A book that 
makes you write down its title and 
author immediately, so that you don’t 
forget. This happened when a friend 
of  mine was reading Guess What I 
Found in Dragon Wood to a group of  
captivated children at a party several 
years ago. The children were laughing 
hysterically as the story unfolded, and 
adults were also drawn in to the tale. 

This tale is told from the dragon’s 
point of  view. In a twist on the usual 
‘boy finds lost pet’ tale, a young dragon 
discovers a Benjamin (a lost boy) in 
Dragon Wood. The dragon takes the 
Benjamin home to meet his family, and 
friends (all of  whom are dragons, of  
course). 

The book is packed full of  humour; 
the most amusing parts being when the 
dragon discovers what a fascinating 
creature the Benjamin is. The dragon 
thinks that the Benjamin has striped feet, 
not realising that he is wearing striped 
gum-boots. The Benjamin doesn’t have 

claws or scales and oddly can’t fly. 
When the Benjamin is homesick he 
doesn’t breathe fire from his nostrils, 
he leaks water from his eyes. 

My son’s favourite part of  the 
book is when the Benjamin meets the 
dragon’s schoolmates and teacher and 
shows them how to play soccer. The 
dragons were most puzzled that you 
had to follow rules – no ‘flying’ into the 
penalty areas, no eating the ball and no 
burning down the goalposts. 

My favourite page is the dragon’s 
impression of  the Benjamin’s family 
back home. He pictures the Benjamin 
family, even the mum, all looking exactly 
the same; there is a Daddy Benjamin, 
Mummy Benjamin, Boy Benjamins and 
Girl Benjamins, all lined up in size order. 

It’s time to return the Benjamin 
home (his eyes keep leaking). The 
dragon bravely decides to venture into 
the human world. But upon arrival, the 
humans have “a funny way of  saying 
hello” – spotlights, media, police and 
huge crowds all greet the dragon. If  
only the grown-up Benjamins were as 
considerate as the little Benjamin! In a 
humorous twist, we are advised by the 
dragon that humans (Benjamins) think 
dragons are just make-believe.

The two remain the best of  friends at 
the end of  their adventure. The dragon 
even promises to return to meet the 
Benjamin’s teacher one day – or was 
that eat his teacher! 

Author: Timothy Knapman has 
written numerous children’s books 
including the successful Mungo series. 
He studied history at Oxford and spends 
his time writing successful plays, opera 
libretti and song lyrics. His hobbies 
include swashbuckling.

Suggested age range: 4 to 8-year-
old girls and boys; in my experience 
children much older (and adults) still 
enjoy this funny tale. 

KARINA SMITH

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



32

What lies beneath

In the late 1960s the government 
decreed that I wore a green uniform 
for two years. I’m glad it wasn’t a 
white uniform because if  I had a white 
uniform the first thing I’d do would be 
to go and buy a pie with sauce. 

It was early 1992 when I walked into 
the Victorian Fisheries and Wildlife 
department for my interview. If  I was 
successful I would walk out with an 
experimental licence to farm oysters in 
Westernport Bay. The oyster in question 
was ostria angasi or the native flat, or 
mud oyster. If  anyone has read Bruce 
Bennet’s wonderful book All Our Somers, 
the section dealing with oyster dredging 
in the bay: same oyster. If  the oyster is 
raised up off  the sea floor and grown 
in culture the appearance of  the shell 
and the quality of  the meat is radically 
different. These oysters are the sisters 
to the French belon. 

The interview was torrid. I sat 
discussing diving, surfing, sailing, 
farming, and permaculture over several 
hours and cups of  coffee with the 
marine biologist, then at the time my 
man deemed appropriate, he opened a 
drawer, took out a piece of  paper, said 
read this, then sign here if  you wish. I 
did, signed, and sim sala, I was an oyster 
farmer. Try that these days.

For the next 10 months I was busy 
researching farming methods. A lot 
of  this happened at an oyster farm in 
Tasmania. This farm was to supply me 
with ‘spat’ or baby oysters as Victoria 
didn’t have a hatchery at the time. 

My last hurdle was the harbour 
master. I had submitted six sites but was 
allowed only one. Mooring gear for the 
farm had to be spot on. No one wanted 
a long line wrapped around a cargo ship’s 
props. I went in the water in early 1993. 
One day on a fly-over looking for other 
potential farming sites, I noticed a small 
arm coming off  Hann’s Inlet. This inlet 
leads up to the wharf  at Cerberus navy 
base and was out of  the harbour master’s 

jurisdiction – a nice spot to drop in a 
little experimental pod. 

It happened that a good friend of  
mine, Lieutenant Commander Evan, 
was based at Cerberus at the time. I 
ran my idea past him, he sounded out 
the base CO, who agreed to support 
my application to stations higher up. I 
was permitted to do a recon of  the area 
and duly appeared at Cerberus wharf  
early one sunny summer morning. I 
was going out on a beautiful 10-metre 
naval launch with Lt. Cm. Evan. This 
was skippered by a chief  petty officer 
(CPO) and crewed by a leading seaman 
(LS). Departing the wharf  was delightful 
stuff. “Cast off!” “Cast off!” came the 
reply. “All ahead one third!” You know 
the drill. As we turned into the arm 
I noticed that the banks on each side 
were covered in shells – a good sign as 
it indicates that shellfish grow here. I 
needed a few handfuls of  shells to study 
further and asked the CPO to come 
alongside so I could select some. 

Lt. Cm. Evan decided it was time for 
him to get into the act. He disappeared 
into the cabin only to reappear on the 
foredeck with the bow rope coiled in 
hand. As we came alongside the bank I 
told the CPO that would be fine. The 
CPO cut the motor and Lt. Cm. Evan 
leapt out onto the bank. In the back 
of  my mind I was one second behind 
the action.

As Lt. Cm. Evan was in the air in 
his white summer uniform it dawned 
on me that the man had absolutely 
no knowledge of  the composition of  
the bottom of  the bay in these areas. 
His landing sounded like ‘smoulk’, and 
my dear friend was up to his armpits 
in smelly black Westernport Bay mud. 
The leading seaman jammed a rag in his 
mouth. The CPO was more disciplined 
– he pursed his lips, squinted his eyes 
and laughed in snorts through his nose. I 
was stunned. We put the bow line under 
Lt. Cm. Evan’s arms and backing off, 
pulled him to safety minus shoes. On 
deck the CPO hosed off  the mud but the 
uniform was a write-off. In all fairness I 
purchased my friend a new kit.

Lt. Cm. asked the CPO how long it 
would be before the story got around 
and the CPO assured him he’d have the 
job done by lights out that night. Evan 
didn’t mind us laughing; he was one of  
the crew and well respected on the base. 

I never got around to putting a pod 
in the channel. A few years later, my 
experiment a success, I dismantled the 
farm. I didn’t pursue the industry – life 
changes had me busy elsewhere.

I don’t regret it all one bit. In the 
process I met some wonderful and 
eccentric characters who lived and 
worked around the bay. It was a voyage 
of  wonderful discovery.         

 LINDSAY PULLIN

Hastings:    
container port?
To unload containers
a port may be built
where birds cover beaches
on French Island’s silt.

And over the mangroves
a jetty may rest
and concrete may cover
the sea-grasses’ nest.

When mud triggers blooms
of  algae below,
the fish will be gone,
and illness will grow.

For unwanted goods
much damage is sure,
as dredging erodes
and oil starts its tour.

All night on the lines
the trains with be filled,
and rumble along
with sleep unfulfilled.

So all can enjoy
a town that is clean,
huge trucks that annoy
must never be seen.

JOHN MARTYN


