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Those were the days

The team that provided a great afternoon’s entertainment and information on the history of
the Magic Lantern before moving pictures were invented. Dressed for the occasion are Margery
and Ian Edwards, projectionist Antony Catrice and junior assistant Josephine.

Although not shown on the day, these two slides were part of a boxed series held by Phil
Johnson who inherited them from his grandfather, a keen amateur photographer in the early
1900s who had projection equipment of his own. One slide is an illustration of Louis Blériot
OHDYLQJ'RYHURQKLVKLVWRULFÁLJKWDFURVVWKH(QJOLVK&KDQQHODQGWKHRWKHUDQLPDJLQDWLYH
look into the future.

On 29 June a lantern-slide afternoon
was held at Coolart, arranged by the
Balnarring and District Historical
Society. The owner of the slides
and presenter for the occasion was
Ian Edwards whose family has held
projection equipment and slides for
109 years.
Ian explained the history of the
projected image and then we were shown
a range of slides that mainly originated
from the Grimwade family of Coolart.
In 1898 the Grimwades presented the
slides and one of the lanterns used in
the show to Ian’s grandfather, then the
minister at the Hastings Church of
England. As well as the slides from the
1800s, some of which were contrived
to have movement, Ian showed a series
depicting the visit of the American
Great White Fleet to Melbourne in
1908. President Theodore Roosevelt
wished to demonstrate to the world that
America had a powerful navy and was
therefore a world power. It was amazing
to see the American sailors marching
down the straight at Flemington.
It was an intriguing glimpse into
the past, the effect enhanced by Ian’s
wife Margery who proved to be an
accomplished harmonica player by
providing appropriate tunes to match
the slides. One must also not forget the
excellent afternoon tea that followed.
ROD NUSKE
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Our purpose
Somers Paper Nautilus aims to connect all the groups and
individuals of Somers and to help reinforce a sense of
community and belonging by giving them an avenue of
expression through:
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.
7KHYROXQWHHUHGLWRULDOFRPPLWWHHZLOOKDYHWKHÀQDO
decision of the paper’s content and reserves the right to
edit or omit any item on legal grounds or because of space.
Views expressed in the Nautilus are not necessarily shared
by the editorial committee but are those of the authors.
We aim for inclusiveness and openness, catering for a
diversity of views without rancour.

Nautilus

on the Web

Don’t forget back issues
of the Nautilus are
available for viewing
at www.somers-nautilus.org.au
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Four Americans from New York State’s cold, snowy
Adirondack Mountains found their way to Somers,
Victoria recently during a month-long jaunt to the lands
of kangaroos and kiwis. One of the crew was a girl, 7,
named Tasman for the Tasman Sea. Her parents grew fond
of that body of water while spending nearly all of 1996
camping and chasing wildlife in Australia and New Zealand.
I (Tassie’s father) wrote a book about the 1996 trip. Kangaroo
Dreaming: An Australian Wildlife Odyssey, was published in
2000 in the USA by Random House and Sierra Club Books.
Alas, it’s presently out of print.
Tassie’s brother, 9-year-old Ned, was an important part
of the 2013 team, too. Ned is not named for Ned Kelly but
likes to think he is, especially when squaring off against his
formidable sister. One of the highlights of Australia for him
was donning a Ned Kelly Halloween costume, worn last All
Hallow’s Eve by Ned’s friend, Jasper Hartridge of Edithvale.
Ned was game for adventure every step of the way.
Keeping us all honest was the kids’ mother and my intrepid
wife, Debbie, who did the navigating as well as 1000 other
things vital to our happiness. Put a Melway or Victoria
Roads Atlas on her lap and she can guide you anywhere,
even if it requires driving on the wrong side of the road.
At the Somers Yacht Club, where we’d gone looking for our
friend and club member Peter Hohaus, we were received like
visiting royalty, minus the brass band and handshakes by the
Premier. We watched sailing races, we swam, we sipped cool
drinks in the sun and the heat, and after the Mosquito boats
all buzzed back in triumph and defeat, we commandeered
Peter and his wife, Boon (or did they commandeer us?) and

retired for dinner to their nearby home
in Somers.
If there’s one thing above all that
Debbie and I have come to love about
Australia, and now the kids have come
to love, too, it’s the extraordinary
hospitality of the natives. During our
37,000 km drive around the continent
and Tasmania in 1996, and during our
later visits in 2002 and 2013, we have
been wined, dined, feted, introduced
to friends and friendly neighbours,
given the run of swimming pools and
refrigerators, and generally made to feel
that we were worthy of the downpour
of kindness.
For me, Aussie hospitality always
brings to mind the Greek myth of
Baucis and Philemon, in which Zeus
and Apollo come down to earth, dressed
as beggars. Their aim is to see if the
ancient, inviolable laws of hospitality
to strangers are being heeded. They
are not, at least generally, and there’s
hell to pay. The exceptions are a poor,
elderly husband and wife, Baucis and
Philemon, who gladly share their last
scraps of bread and drops of wine.
Judging by what we’ve found during
our travels, Australia is an entire country
of Baucises and Philemons. We can
hardly wait to come back and chase
kangaroos, wombats, devils, platypuses
and lorikeets again. Truth is, we even
like the snakes.
Back home in the Adirondack
Mountains of northern New York
State, USA, I’ve returned to my work
as a writer and naturalist guide. It’s a
pleasure for me out in the woods to draw
connections between Australia and what
ZHÀQGKHUH²RXUFURZVDQGUDYHQVWKDW
can trace their ancestry to the Australian
region, and the carnivorous sundew
plants and native hollies that thrive in
and around our cold northern bogs
and that may well descend from Aussie
ancestors. Ours is an interconnected
world – always has been, always will be.
All in our family rejoice in our links to
$XVWUDOLDQODQGVFDSHVÁRUDIDXQDDQG
the most generous and good-humoured
of friends.
EDWARD KANZE

&ODUL¿FDWLRQ
Dear Editors
I would like the opportunity to correct
a possible misconception held by some
Somers people.
I have been told that there are people
in Somers who believe I am still a member
of the Somers Foreshore Committee of
Management.
I resigned from the committee at the
beginning of 2008.
I do still come down to Somers each
week but only to work on the Mornington
Peninsula Shire’s South Sea Foreshore
Reserve, as a volunteer.
My name and contact details are
on most of the Friends of South Sea
Foreshore Reserve’s correspondence
but this information is supplied only

to provide a contact point for anyone
who might like to join the volunteers or
who might like to meet to get a greater
understanding of the project.
The Shire’s volunteers are always
happy to talk about what they are weeding
out or planting.
They would really welcome the
involvement of all the Reserve’s
neighbours even if it was just in the form
of a chat.
Any enquiries about the MPSC’s
management of the works or the scoping
of the works on the South Sea Foreshore
Reserve should be directed to: Sam Hand,
&RQVHUYDWLRQ2IÀFHU036& 
1264).
Thank you for the opportunity to
clarify my personal situation.
Sincerely,
Rosemary Birney

Fundraising for cancer research
There was quite a buzz in the Somers
Store on Thursday 23 May as folk
gathered for a Big Morning Tea in
conjunction with the Cancer Council.
Hot drinks, scones, jam and cream
were devoured for $10 in the warm
ambience of the café.
Anne Fisher and Linda Gale addressed
us with courageous tales of their journey
through cancer. Many thanks to them for
sharing their experiences.
$UDIÁHZDVKHOGZLWKSUL]HVJHQHURXVO\

GRQDWHGE\0D]2·&RQQRU·V,QÀUPR
Lingerie, SGS, Leisa Wharington Glass
DQG7UXIÁH+XQWHU0W(OL]D7KHPHQ
SUHVHQWZHUHYHU\VXFFHVVIXOLQWKHUDIÁH
with Graeme, Peter and Kevin winning
cute little pink numbers and candles!
3URÀWVIURPWKHPRUQLQJDPRXQWHG
to $700 for cancer research. Thanks Leisa
and Lyshae for organising the morning
DQGIRUWKHGRQDWLRQRI FHQWVIRUHDFK
coffee purchased during May.
SUE BYRNE
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New plan for shared
pathways
After many months of planning and
revising, a new plan for the proposed
pathways through Somers has
emerged, developed by the Somers
Residents Association.
The new plan addresses community
concerns about unwanted urban
infrastructure spoiling the relaxed coastal
village and leafy feel we all enjoy. The
plan has a number of routes and styles,
hopefully to provide Somers with safe
routes for the many users of our streets.
One route seeks to encourage bike
riders and others, through the use of
low-key signage, to use the existing
quieter roads of Somers. It would
guide them through Banksia Square
estate, along the track beside the school,
%RQYLHZ$YHQXHWKHÀUHDFFHVVWUDFN
beside the Koala Reserve, to tackle the
hill in Beach Hill Avenue and join with
the bike path in Lord Somers Road.
It is proposed that the current shared
pathway along Sandy Point Road be
extended to bring people down Camp

Hastings at risk
To and fro the currents coil,
coating every beach with oil,
as nesting birds from Russia’s clime
leave lifeless chicks on oily slime.
Such massive ships push into place,
while daily dredging leaves no trace
RI VHDJUDVVEHGVDQGEDE\ÀVK
QRQHOHIWWRJURZWRÀOODGLVK
Mangroves die ’neath concrete spread,
and no more crabs and prawns are fed.
The foolishness of such a port
so clear to all, who are not bought.
Conserving nature is a must,
penguins and swans a holy trust.
Developers reap massive gain,
while nature’s panoply they stain.
JOHN MARTYN
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Hill Road into the village, allowing safe
access for school children, bike riders
and walkers into Somers.
The route along Parklands Avenue
and Tasman Road is of concern as this
LVDJURZLQJVDIHW\LVVXH7UDIÀFDQG
pedestrian use has increased and as we all
know it can be chaotic and unsafe in the
summer months. The need to develop a
safe plan for this area is evident.
It is hoped to have informal gravel
paths meandering along one side of
the road in keeping with our lovely
environment.
Of course, as usual, the devil is in
the detail. The council will be largely
UHVSRQVLEOHIRUGUDZLQJXSWKHÀQDO
design. We hope they have heard the
SHRSOHRI 6RPHUVDQGWKDWWKHÀQDO
design is in keeping with our village
character and lifestyle.
The next step is for the SRA to seek
funding from the Federal Government
WRDOOHYLDWHÀQDQFLDOSUHVVXUHRI DOHY\
that the MP Shire may impose on
residents.
7KHYHU\ÀUVWFKHDSHVWDQGPRVW
practical step to provide safe access for
pedestrians is for property owners to
clear their nature strips of obstacles,
as is council policy, to provide a place
that the walking public can get off the
road. This is something all of us can
make sure we do right now to help our
community.
Well done to all who had an input
into this important issue and thanks to
John Copeland and Dennis Aylward of
the SRA who took time and care to listen
to community concerns and create a
new proposal.
DELINE SKINNER

Bathroom-cleaning recipe
7 cups water
1/2 cup baking soda
1/3 cup lemon juice
1/4 cup vinegar
Mix all ingredients in a spray bottle
and spray; let it sit for a minute or
two, then scrub.

Garden Square
tennis court – the
story so far
Despite overwhelming local support
for its retention, Garden Square Tennis
Court – a community-built, free asset
for Somers – has been removed by
MPS Council.
Our thanks to 460 Somers residents
and holidaymakers who signed a petition
to retain the Garden Square tennis court
in the heritage-listed Palm Beach Estate.
The court was built in the 1930s as a
free court for all in Somers. For over 70
\HDUVLWKDVSURYLGHGIXQDQGÀWQHVVIRU
Somers people and visitors. Today, sadly,
it is just a memory.
In mid 2012, following damage to a
small section of fence surrounding the
court, MPS Council removed the entire
court fence. Locals had requested repairs
to the small damaged section.
In late 2012, Council surveyed 210
residents in the Palm Beach Estate seeking
feedback on proposed plans for works in
Garden Square. The plans, which included
swings, benches and plantings, did not
include the option of retaining the tennis
court due to the condition of the court
surface, deemed by Council to be unsafe.
Instead the court was to be removed under
the MPS Council Tennis Strategy.
While Friends of Garden Square
supported much of the proposed plan
they urged retention of the tennis
court as a key element of the Square,
as did many of those who responded to
Council’s survey.
In April 2013 a petition of more than
400 signatures was gathered from Somers
residents who all wanted the court to be
kept. The petition was presented to the
Council where it was largely ignored.
Citing public safety hazards (such as
tripping and tree limbs) and an adverse
risk assessment on the court, Council
officers have maintained a hardline
attitude to all attempts by concerned
locals and Friends of Garden Square to

keep the court in play.
&RXQFLO·VULVNDVVHVVPHQWKDVEDIÁHG
many in Somers, where unmade roads,
large gum trees, simple beach trails and
walking tracks are all part of its great
charm.
Despite its proposal to redevelop
Garden Square and the court area with
benches, landscaping and play equipment,
Council is now indicating that any future
works are subject to an arborist’s report
on the condition of trees in the Square,
and the budget to complete any further
works is not certain. Council is currently
awaiting an arborist’s report, to determine
its next steps. Council bureaucrats have
been deaf to the views and wishes of
ratepayers.
Sadly, in this world of bureaucratic
ULVNDVVHVVPHQWV036&RXQFLORIÀFHUV
have presided over the decommissioning
of an historic community-built asset, and
Somers has lost its delightful, healthy, ageinclusive, hit-and-giggle court, beloved by
generations of locals and holidaymakers.
Friends of Garden Square remain
committed to a positive future for
Garden Square, whatever its format, and
will continue to seek a positive outcome
for our lovely Square. We thank all in
Somers who have offered their support.
SALLY HOLDSWORTH
President, Friends of Garden Square

Bastille Day being celebrated at Garden Square by our local Petanque (Boule) players. Joining
them for this special day are Simon Taylor in his immaculate 1950 Citroën complete with the
)UHQFKÁDJDQG'RWWLHWKH+DPSVKLUH'RZQVKHHSFRPSOHWHZLWKEHUHW

Milly with Louie the rubber dog at Garden Square.
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Join us
Share your words
* For encouragement, discussion, motivation,
workshopping, editing, feedback, enjoyment.
Friendly atmosphere

Everyone welcome
Friday evenings 7.30 – 9.30
Suite 2, 2 Russell Street, Balnarring
(next to the physio)
Gold coin donation appreciated

,ŝŐŚdĞĐŚĞŶƚŝƐƚƌǇǁŝƚŚ'ŽŽĚKůĚ&ĂƐŚŝŽŶĞĚĂƌĞ

WŚ͗ϱϵϴϯϱϯϰϴ
ĞŶƚĂůdƌĂƵŵĂ&ƌŝĚŐĞŚĞĂƚ^ŚĞĞƚ͗


ƌŽŬĞŶdŽŽƚŚ
1. Apply pressure on any bleeding
2. Find broken fragment and place in milk/saliva
3. Contact dentist
>ŽŽƐĞdŽŽƚŚ
1. Apply pressure on any bleeding
2. Gently push tooth back into position
3. Check no interference on biting
4. Contact dentist
dŽŽƚŚŽŵƉůĞƚĞůǇ<ŶŽĐŬĞĚKƵƚ
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

Joan Couper
(nee Hamley)
8/1/1938 ~ 18/6/2013

-RDQ JUHZ XS LQ (DVW %ULJKWRQ ÀUVW
attending the local State School and then
Hampton High where she found that she
loved school and aspired to be a teacher.
Then came MacRobertson’s Girls’ High
6FKRROZKHUHRQKHUÀUVWGD\LQ
she met Alison Hocking who was to be
her lifelong friend.
Alison remembers many happy times
together including square dancing in the
church hall to the calling of Jim VickersWillis, fun at holiday camps, dressmaking
and embroidery, time as members of the
church tennis teams and piano duets
together. Joan showed great musical
WDOHQWDQGDOVRSOD\HGWKHUHFRUGHUÁXWH
and harpsichord. Little wonder that
she was offered a scholarship to the
Melbourne University Conservatorium
of Music, instead of which she accepted
a studentship at Toorak Teachers’ College.
So with Alison, who also obtained a
studentship, Joan completed a three-year
7UDLQHG,QIDQW7HDFKHU·V&HUWLÀFDWHDQG
the pair happily knitted as they travelled
to college by tram.
On completion of her course Joan
gained a permanent position at Gardiner
Central and then Beaumaris Primary.
This was the period during which she

met Bob Couper at a church dance and
their romance blossomed as they played
badminton and went sailing together. They
married on Grand Final Day 1961 with the
minister ducking out during the service to
get regular updates on the football scores.
They built a house in Black Rock, which
could have been because of Bob’s love
of sailing although the construction of
a dinghy or two in the lounge room did
strain the relationship at times. Regardless
of this Steven and Derek were born there.
Not to be outdone by Bob, Joan gained
the skill to effectively sail a Laser dinghy.
In 1968 Bob, who worked for CSIRO,
accepted a posting to Port Moresby in
New Guinea where there was drama when
Derek became seriously ill and required
three months’ hospitalisation at the Royal
Children’s Hospital in Melbourne.
In 1970 the family returned to Australia
and they settled back at their residence in
Black Rock where Michelle was born. The
children remember their mother working
the foot pedal of the sewing machine,
FUHDWLQJDQRWKHURXWÀWIRUWKHPRUFUHDWLQJ
school concert costumes, and there was
always knitting on the go.
Joan happily crewed for Bob and
together they cruised on many of
Australia’s rivers, lakes and bays, although
at times Joan would disappear for a nap or
become engrossed in her beloved cryptic
crosswords.
There was a side to Joan that may
not have been evident to all and that was
her wicked sense of humour. It may not
have been appreciated by her brothers but
came out in full when husband Bob fell
overboard and Joan, when she could stop
laughing, called out “Do you love me?”
After his quick response and appropriate
smile she came about and picked Bob up
but still continued laughing!
Many happy family times were spent
by the Coupers with Alison and her family
on holidays either in the country or the
seaside.
In early 2000 Joan and Bob moved
down to Somers where Alison was also
soon to live permanently, and so continued
the closeness of the two families. For Joan
there was a large garden to get into shape

and an opportunity to welcome all the
feathered, scaled and furry visitors in her
domain. Alison remembers their shared
gardening hopes, times on the Somers
beach, visits to the Bittern Market and their
needlework with the Somers Craft and
Country Guild. Joan discovered Probus
and entered into an active Somers social
life which also included her neighbours,
so there was hardly a blank day on her
wall calendar.
During this period both Joan and
Bob had health issues and Bob died in
2010. Joan maintained her usual cheery
demeanour and showed great fortitude
despite concerns with her own health.
Quite recently Joan became a resident
at Shoreham Aged Care and in early June
the Balnarring Probus Men’s Choir gave a
concert there. At the completion of our
program Joan stood and gave a sincere
speech to thank the choir, but within two
weeks she was no longer with us.
All who had the good fortune to
know her admired her positive outlook
on life which she enjoyed to the full whilst
encouraging others to do the same.
Joan was indeed an inspiring and
courageous, special person.
ROD NUSKE

The wattle bird
One morning watching out my kitchen
window, I saw a wattle bird jumping
and shaking its head. As it turned I
saw it had something in its beak. It was
a cicada, large and bright green and
being whacked back and forth on the
wooden arm of the outdoor chair. As
I watched, one wing fell to the ground
but the body in the bird’s mouth
continued to wriggle. Something
startled the wattle bird and it took
to the air with the large green body
lodged in its parted beak. I crossed
the paving to gently pick up the shiny
translucent spent wing and placed it on
my window sill where it lies, catching
the light.
DEL SKINNER
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Local women sailors make their mark
It must be something in the air but
Somers women are hitting the high
spots in the sailing world.
Somers Yacht Club’s Caitlin Davies
has been selected to represent Australia
at the World Laser Radial Championships
in China in September–October. She will
be one of only three women sailing for
Australia.
Another two Somers Yacht Club
members and local residents, Chelsea
Haynes and Michelle Bursa, both 17,
have been named as members of the
Victoria Sailing Team. They sail a Hobie
16 at Somers.
Michelle Bursa was also one of about
six sailors nominated for Victoria female
sailor of the year. The award went to
Olympic sailor Krystal Weir.
Yachting Victoria says the Victorian
Sailing Team is the underpinning
program to the Victorian Institute of
Sport’s sailing program and exists to
provide funding and opportunities
to junior and youth sailors who wish
to pursue a sailing pathway in high
performance.
As part of their selection, sailors
will receive invitations to Vic Sailing
Team Camps, access to funding and
sponsorship opportunities, regatta
support and invitations to guest speakers
and coaches.
Michelle Bursa’s mother said that
her daughter was “very excited” about
gaining a place with Chelsea Haynes in
the Victoria team for the second year
running.
When Nautilus spoke to the girls’
families in early July the pair were sailing
at Jervis Bay after having competed in
the OAMPS Youth Regatta at Royal
Queensland Yacht squadron sailing
Viper.
Normally Michelle and Chelsea sail
two evenings a week and weekends when
daylight saving is in force and every
weekend in winter.
The two girls are neighbours in
Somers and have known each other

since they were about two years old but
have only been sailing together for the
past two years.
Michelle Bursa, a student at Flinders
&KULVWLDQ&ROOHJHLQ7\DEEVWLOOÀQGV
time to coach at the Tackers junior
sailors Westernport Yacht Club at
Balnarring.
Chelsea Haynes, a student at Padua

College in Mornington, said that she
and Michelle had entered the Hobie 16
world championships, which are being
held at Jervis Bay in February next year.
The world Laser titles where Caitlin
Davies will be competing will be held
at Rizhao city on the Yellow Sea south
of Beijing, 27 September to 7 October.
Caitlin, 22, has been a member of
Somers Yacht Club for 12 years since
VKHÀUVWWRRNXSVDLOLQJEXWKDVRQO\
been sailing competitively for the past

0LFKHOOH%XUVDDQG&KHOVHD+D\QHVVDLOLQJLQWKH2$036<RXWK5HJDWWDLQ4XHHQVODQG
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two years. She is now ranked 69th woman
Laser Radial sailor in the world.
At the club’s presentation night in
0D\&DLWOLQZDVEXV\VHOOLQJUDIÁHWLFNHWV
as part of her fundraising effort to pay
for her China trip as well as picking up
a number of trophies.
Caitlin sails four days a week all year
round off Somers and Sandringham but
admits that at in winter “it’s a bit chilly”.
She is also a qualified sailing
instructor and works at Sandringham
and Westernport yacht clubs as well as
working part-time as a pool lifeguard at

Caitlin Davies sailing.
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Pelican Park in Hastings.
Olympic aspirations? “If I improve
enough in the next three years, perhaps.
My immediate goal is to see how far I
can go. I don’t rule out a shot at Olympic
selection but there’s still a long way to
go,” Caitlin said.
She is studying to be a paramedic
and nurse at Monash, Frankston and
has six months to go before completing
her course but has decided to take a year
off because of sailing commitments.
TONY DUBOUDIN

The boy’s day
He came to the gate and looked down
the lane. The lane was empty. The
dirt lay thick and black, and grass
grew around the fence at the edges.
As he watched Bernie came around
the corner, looking for him. Bernie
ZDV ELJ DQG KH ZDV ROG PD\EH ÀYH
The boy went down the lane to meet
Bernie. Together they walked to the
corner and down the street.
They came to Mrs MacGregor’s place
and Bernie turned in. The boy followed.
Down the side path and round to the
back door. Bernie pushed the door open
and walked in and the boy went with
him, into the kitchen. On the table were
bags of fruit and vegetables, and they
helped themselves. The boy watched
Bernie to see that it was all right. He
put two apples down his shirt front and
took another in his hand.
Together they left Mrs MacGregor’s
kitchen. The boy thought about Mrs
MacGregor. She was a nice lady, friendly
and she smelt fresh, like a mother. But
she wasn’t a mother. She was only young,
but she wasn’t a mother. She had big,
comfortable breasts and she sometimes
held him close and hugged him to her.
She was very special, and he often went
to her place and talked to her, but,
somehow, today was different.
They walked down the street
together, eating apples. Down the
narrow pathway and across Byron Street.
Still together, they walked and ran to the
paddock through which the canal ran.
They walked along the canal towards
the beach. Mrs MacGregor appeared,
walking up the canal bank on the other
side. He shouted a greeting to her as
she came close, and waved the hand
holding her apple.
The canal smelt, and the boats bobbed
in the water, tugging at their ropes. They
always seemed to be there. Bernie and the
boy pulled a boat in and sat in it while
it rocked in the water. After a time they
scrambled back to the bank and walked
down the canal towards the beach.

When they came to the beach they
ran along the sand together. There were
some men and some boats on the sand
a little way along the beach and they ran
to see what the men were doing. As they
came close the boy could see that they
were launching a boat. Some of the men
rowed the boat out, and others paid out
a net. They rowed out a little way and
turned in to row in a circle and back to
the beach.
As they came up to the group of
men, the boy could see that the water
LQVLGHWKHQHWZDVÀOOHGZLWKÀVK7KH\
were jumping and rushing the net,
and trying to get out. The men pulled
strongly at the net, trying to get it in, and
WKHÀVKWULHGWRJHWRXWRI LW7KHPHQ
pulled hard and their muscles stood out.
They were out in the water, and pulling
the net in. Slowly they pulled it closer
DQGWKUHZWKHÀVKLQWRWKHERDWVWLOOWKH\
ZHUHQHDUO\IXOO7KHÀVKÁDSSHGLQWKH
bottom of the boat, and lots of them
on the sand, and the boy was unable to
take his eyes off them.
:KHQWKHPHQKDGÀQLVKHGWKH\DOO
sat down together and smoked; Bernie
and the boy sat down with them. They
all talked together and they told the boy
DERXWÀVKDQGÀVKLQJDQGWKH\JDYH
KLPDÀVK:KHQWKH\KDGÀQLVKHG
their smoke the men got in their boats
and rowed away towards the canal, but
Bernie and the boy ran on along the
beach.
They came to the rocks at the point
and they played among the rocks and
chased crabs. The crabs would appear
when they turned a rock over. They
would stand up with their big claws
raised and look at the boy. Bernie
showed him how to pick them up so
that they did not nip him, but it was
always a bad moment when he did it.
It got hot on the beach and the sun
shone down on them. The boy took his
shoes off and played in the water. When
he got hungry he ate another apple. He
wondered about his Grandfather, who
was looking after him today.
The day went on and on, and the sun
JRWKRWWHU$IWHUWKH\KDGÀQLVKHGDOO

the apples and they were getting hungry
again Bernie decided to go home. The
boy went with him. It was a long way.
The sand was heavy and burned his feet,
so that he had to walk in the water. He
was tired and wanted to rest, so he sat
down, and Bernie walked on. When
Bernie was almost out of sight he got
up and followed. Then he sat down
again, and rested. He wondered would
he ever get home.
He sat on the sand and he thought
about his sisters. He wondered what
they were doing. It had been good
when they were home to play with, but
now they were gone and he only saw
them sometimes. They always looked
sad when he saw them. Their hair had
been cut and they were never happy even
though Mummy and Daddy took them
a Dolly Varden chocolate.
It would be nice when he got home
DQGKHFRXOGJLYH0XPP\WKHÀVKWR
FRRN+HIHOWWKHÀVKVWLOOWXFNHGLQKLV
shirt against his skin. He would be able
to feed the family tonight. He took the
ÀVKRXWWRORRNDWLW,WZDVGHDG,WZDV
DQLFHÀVKEHFDXVHWKHPHQKDGJLYHQ
it to him. It would have been good if
Daddy could be home too, but he was
away. Maybe he would come home at
the week-end and bring some of those
lovely red apples with him. The apples
were good and you could eat one
whenever you liked.
7KHÁLHVEX]]HGDURXQGKLVKHDG
and tried to get in his eyes. He waved
them away and got up and walked on.
His head was hot and the sun shone in
his eyes. When he got to the canal he
turned up along the concrete bank and
walked up the side of the canal. The
boats were lying on their sides in thick
green mud. The canal still smelt.
When he got to the paddock he sat
down in the tall grass and tried to make
a daisy chain, but he didn’t know how
to do it. When his sisters were there,
they knew, but he didn’t know how to
do it yet. He lay down in the grass and
slept, and the smell of the grass was
comforting and familiar. He dreamed
of when his sisters were home and they

played shops together. Really, Joan never
played. Joan would stand there and look
at Pat and the boy with her big brown
eyes, and her plaits sticking out from her
head. Pat and the boy would play. They
would dance and sing together, and run
down the street to the lolly shop. But
they never went in because they had
no money. They liked to stand there
and look at it.
He remembered when Pat had a nice
shiny new ha’penny. Uncle Jim had given
it to her for her birthday. She gave it to
him to spend at the shop they had set
up behind the gate. She wanted to have
a turn at being shopkeeper, so he had to
spend the money. While she was waiting
he slipped down the lane to the street
and ran down to the lolly shop and spent
the ha’penny on a lovely yellow all-day
sucker. Pat arrived, crying and very wild,
but it was too late.
7KHÁLHVEX]]HGDURXQGKLPDVKHOD\
in the long cool grass and he dreamed.
He dreamed of the magic tricks his
father would play when he was home.
Slowly the sun went across the sky and
he lay there and the dream faded into
the soft, shining eyes of his mother.
JIMMY JAMES

Flinders

Naturopathic Clinic
Wendy Green, ND
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^ŚŽƉϮͬϯϯŽŽŬ^ƚƌĞĞƚ͕&ůŝŶĚĞƌƐ
T: 59891113 M: 0427131256
,ĞĂůƚŚ&ƵŶĚƌĞďĂƚĞĐĂŶĂƉƉůǇ
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Others before us
Mooderrogar, Poleorong, Bobbinary
and Warardor used to inhabit the Somers
area, and the whole of Westernport and
the Mornington Peninsula. These were
leading men among the people who
‘owned’ (or rather, ‘belonged to’) the
land.
Mooderrogar’s wife was Narrugrook
and with their family and fellow
tribesmen they roamed Somers and
the surrounding land, stopping for a
while here and there, perhaps a night,
perhaps longer, then moving on again.
But frequent our area they did. Wildlife
DQGÀVKZHUHSOHQWLIXOIUHVKZDWHUZDV
seasonal, and this tribe of Aborigines
would inhabit the Somers area on their
regular nomadic cycles.
These were, as we know them, the
Bunurong people. The name Bunurong
has many different spellings, written as it
was by European settlers and government
officials as they heard it from the
Indigenous people.
In historical records there are 66
different spellings of the name Bunurong
– e.g. Boon wurrung, Bunuwrong,
Boonurong, Boonerang, Boonoorung,
and Boonoorong.
Most of these infer that the
pronunciation should be Boon-er-ong.
There are two recorded Aboriginal
middens in Somers, and other remains
have been found and remain in the privacy
of the Bunurong people and those who
discovered them. Bunurong camps, as all
Aboriginal camps did, revolved around
fresh water and seasonal food, so they
travelled through their known areas using
the resources they knew. This area was
frequented by the Bunurong people as it
was an area with abundant wildlife and
food to sustain them. Mooderrogar,
Bobbinary and their families, along
with the rest of the tribe slept here, in
Somers, on the comfortable soft sand and
discarded their shells, bones and refuse
in what we now call middens.
The two recorded middens are
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at Coolart, an area well known to the
Bunurong tribe, named in various
interpretations as Coulort, Kollurt,
Kulluk, and Kulluck.
These middens contain shells, bones
DQGGLVFDUGVLQFOXGLQJÁLQWWRROVIRU
cutting, sourced from areas such as
Shoreham. This land was used, loved
and cared for by the Indigenous people
long before Europeans came and settled
to also love this land.
The Mornington Peninsula held plenty
of fresh water and food. Mooderrogar
and his sons Buckup and Munnite, along
with Bobbinary and other men from the
tribe hunted emus, dingoes, kangaroos
and possums and other small animals
to provide food. Narrugrook and other
women of the tribe were harvesting
acacia blossom, kangaroo apple, grasstree pulp, cherry ballart, yam daisy roots,
mushrooms, ant larvae, eggs of the black
swan, eels, native raspberries and other
foods as the seasons provided.
Mooderrogar’s family and tribe
sewed possum and kangaroo skins to
clothe themselves and make blankets
for warmth; they wore decorations of
kangaroo teeth and shells and feathers.

7KHPDSVKRZQLGHQWLÀHVURXWHVWDNHQ
by the Bunurong as they moved across
the country. These routes were recorded
by William Thomas (Assistant Protector
under the Aboriginal Protectorate) as
he observed their movements and have
been documented in historical reports.
The map (Fig. 3, p.129, An Archaeological
Survey of the Mornington Peninsula by Hilary
Sullivan, 1981) shows four routes that
were periodically taken by the Bunurong
and as you can see, three of these routes
included the area we now know as
Somers.
We can see in the map that these routes
varied in length. It appears the Bunurong
frequented certain areas of abundance
more than others, dependent on season,
tradition, tribal numbers and health. It
has been a widely held belief that the
Aboriginal nomadic people continually
moved, whereas Thomas’ notes tell us of a
people that returned to established camps
or areas over and over. The Bunurong
spent much time at Kulluck, described
in various reports as including the area
north of Sandy Point (now occupied by
the Cerberus base) and reaching down
to fresh water along the coast, possibly

I joined Somers Yacht Club just after
it was rebuilt after the storm damage.
I have some long sailing miles up so I
choose sea rescue as the best way to
serve the club. In sea rescue we have

three crew on the boat: one skipper
(me), one assistant (usually coming
from non-sailing members), and one
jump crew. This person is a sailor. All
sailors are required to do at least one
rescue-boat duty a season. Sometimes
duty can be boring and the time is
usually taken up in discussion.
I’ve met some really interesting
people with interesting stories to

Coolart or Kunnite (Shoreham).
Kullurk has been described in various
KLVWRULFDOUHFRUGVE\REVHUYHUVDV´ÀQH
open country”. There are reports of
huts and signs of habitation. In 1826
reports from French explorer ships in
:HVWHUQSRUWWKHVDPHWKDWLGHQWLÀHGWKH
island we now know as French Island,
GHVFULEHGDW6DQG\3RLQW´ZHOOGHÀQHG
paths and tracks, regular and well-made”.
Joseph Gellibrand, upon landing at Sandy
Point in 1836, reported seeing “many
tracks of the natives upon the beach”.
Russell and Mackillop in 1839 camped at
a native encampment, not used for some
months, where their native guides slept
in an old mia mia.
In 1840 the government granted the
rights of the Bunurong to occupy 10
acres, and Kulluck was chosen by the
Bunurong tribe as the place to be set aside
as an Aboriginal reserve for their use.
However this did not eventuate, much
to the disappointment of Thomas and
the remaining local Aborigines, and they
were relocated eventually to a reserve at
Healesville called Coranderrk. There is
a small cemetery at the end of a road
marking the site at Healesville.
Looking at the map of routes, the
assistant protector had settled with his
family in a spot central to the areas the
Bunurong frequented most. To place
this on today’s road layout, travel up
Balnarring road toward Mornington.
Look across the land to your left just
past Foxy’s Hangout and picture this man
and his family, fond of the Aborigines
and concerned for their plight, making a
home for himself and his young wife and

family in the countryside there.
Thomas and his family used to
watch the Bunurong at play and would
occasionally join in the game Thomas
recorded as Marngrook. This was a ball
game, with a ball made from opossum
skin, or whatnot, and kicked high into
the air. There was a general scramble to
catch the ball in the air and then it would
be kicked up again and again. The game
of Marngrook is considered to be the
forerunner of Australian Rules football.
When Bobbinary died his son Yal Yal
became custodian of the Kulluck area.
Yal Yal became a companion and
friend to Henry Meyrick and was
LQÁXHQWLDOLQKHOSLQJWRHVWDEOLVKWKH
estate of the Meyricks, which became
known as Coolart.
DELINE SKINNER
Resources:
An Archaeological Survey of the Mornington
Peninsula, Victoria, Hilary Sullivan,
August 1981
I Succeeded Once: The Aboriginal
Protectorate on the Mornington Peninsula
1839–1840, Marie Hansen Fels, 2011
Mr Bass’s Western Port, The Whaleboat
Voyage, Harry and Valda Cole, 1997
Who Killed the Koories? The true, terrible
story of Australia’s founding years, Michael
Cannon, 1990
An Early Friendship, Ilma Hackett,
Balnarring and District Historical
Society
Balnarring Historical Society resources
Coal Creek Heritage Village,
Korumburra
The Early Settlement of South Gippsland,
John Bradshaw, 1999

The look

tell over the years. Now and then if
the chance arises I take liberties with
the crew with a tale or two. One day the
only crew I had on board was the jump
crew; we managed. I asked the young
fellow how school was going and he
said he was at uni. He went on to tell
me that he was living in his parents’
holiday house over the summer and
working part time as a waiter at the
Somers General Store.
I could align with this so I quietly
pressed ahead with the questioning. “I
believe some well-known show-business
people turn up for lunch at the Store;
that true?” I asked and was surprised
when he said they did. Furthermore I
was surprised when he told me who
they were and thrilled when told that
they were at his table occasionally.
Excuse the pun, but there was my
routine, delivered to me on a plate.
Away I went.
“Look,” I said, “how about this?
The next time you have a table with
these people, here’s what we’ll do.” The
suspicion showed in my crew’s face.
“I have a top hat and cane at home
and I’m pretty sharp in the song and
dance routine. You ring me, I’ll come
down with my hat and cane and appear
at the door. You go to their table and
with a surprised look on your face you
say: ‘Look, here’s Lindsay,’ gesture
towards me and that will be my cue to
enter and do my act at their table where
I’ll tip my hat and say ‘ta-da!’ At that
point you say: ‘Isn’t he great?!’ Will you
do that for me?”
I knew the answer. But my treat was
the look of total disbelief at what the
poor young guy had been asked to do.
The mouth ajar, the eyes wide and blank
in deep thought. How was this young
PDQJRLQJWRÀQGWKHFRXUDJHWRVD\QR"
The word fell out: “No”. (Theatrical
pause.)
“Good,” I said, “because not only
do I not have a top hat and cane but I
wouldn’t be coming down anyway.” We
both laughed – my crew from relief, me
from the look; it was priceless.
LINDSAY PULLIN
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Pet safety: (QFRXUDJH\RXUFKLOGWRIROORZWKHVHVLPSOHVDIHW\UXOHVWR

HQVXUHWKH\VWD\VDIHZKHQSOD\LQJZLWKSHWV

Instructions: Have
your child roll a die.
Ask them to identify
the number on the die
and then colour the
corresponding portion
of the dog.
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Craft Activity: Puppy Pencil Topper
7KLVSHQFLOWRSSHULVPDGHZLWKDZLQHFRUN7RPDNHDQRSHQ
LQJIRUWKHSHQFLOWRILWLQXVHWKHSRLQW\HQGRIWKHSHQFLODQG
¶GULOO·DKROHLQWRWKHERWWRPRIWKHFRUN3DLQWWKHFRUNZLWK
VRPHDFU\OLFSDLQWVWRPDNHLWUHSUHVHQWWKHGRJRI\RXUFKRLFH
IRUH[DPSOHSDLQWLWUHGLI\RXZDQWLWWRORRNOLNH&OLIIRUGWKH
GRJ 7KHHDUVDUHPDGHE\FXWWLQJWZRSLHFHVRIIHOWWKDWDUH
FP[FPDQGWKHQURXQGWZRRIWKHFRUQHUV*OXHZLJJO\
H\HVDQGWLQ\EODFNSRPSRPIRUH\HVDQGDQRVH

Kitty Crackers with Tuna

Doggie Banana Bites

170g tuna, drained
1cup cornmeal
1 cup flour
1/3 cup water
Mixing bowl
Cookie sheet, greased

3 cups oatmeal
1 ¼ cups flour
2 eggs
¼ cup oil
½ cup honey
½ cup milk
2 mashed bananas

Step 1: Preheat oven to 180oC.
Step 2: Add all the ingredients together into
the mixing bowl and mix well.
Step 3: Cut pieces of dough to form bitesize crackers for your cat.
Step 4: Place the pieces of dough onto the
greased cookie sheet.
Step 5: Bake the crackers in the oven for 20
minutes or until golden in colour.
Step 6: Cool before serving.

Step 1: Mix all the wet ingredients together
first (oil, honey, milk and bananas).
Step 2: Add the flour and oatmeal to the wet
ingredients until you have a smooth batter.
Step 3: Pour the batter onto a lightly greased
cookie sheet and then bake at 180oC for 25
minutes.
Step 4: Let cool and then use a knife or pizza
cutter to slice them into small bite-size squares.

Be sure to limit your cat or dog to just a few treats per day. These treats can be used as an incentive to teach your pet new tricks. Keep these treats in a sealed container in the fridge.

Benefits of Pets for Children









Pets teach children responsibility
Pets are friends to children
Pets help with self esteem
Pets aid childhood development
Pets teach life lessons
Pets help teach respect for other living beings
Pets are fun
Pets encourage children to exercise

10 Popular Small Pets:
Guinea Pigs, Hamsters,
Geckos or Lizards,
Rabbits, Parrots, Ferrets, Fish,
Turtles, Hermit Crabs,
Stick Insects


Lake Eyre with
Darien
I proposed to grandson Darien
that we make a caravan trip to
Lake Eyre and Flinders Ranges.
Last year granddaughter Aleah had
accompanied me to New York for
a wedding. You know how it is with
grandchildren, do something with one
and the others look forward to their
special thing. Darien had questions!
“How far is it? How many days travel?
Oh Grandpa, that’s a week in the car!
What is there to do?” My idea had
to be sold! A week before the school
holidays I asked again. “Yes, I better
come, it’s the offer of a lifetime!” So
we went. Monday 1 July, delayed a
ELW E\ KLV WLUHGQHVV DQG QHHG WR ÀQG
FORWKHV ZH UHDFKHG 6WDZHOO WKH ÀUVW
night. Two nights in Adelaide. Adelaide
Museum is excellent value and we
spent hours learning about Mawson
the palaeontologist and Antarctic
H[SORUHU :H OHDUQW RI  FODVVLÀFDWLRQ
of minerals and of living things.
Sadly the Ediacaran display was being
refurbished, but we later found some
of that in the Flinders Ranges. Lunch,
a walk downtown, a visit to historic
Port Adelaide and a cuppa with my old
IULHQGVÀQLVKHGWKDWGD\
Then north on a good road, past
Port Augusta were fewer and smaller
outposts of civilisation until we arrived
DW:RRPHUDRXUÀUVW¶RXWEDFN·FDUDYDQ
park. Our hosts had the bar open with
many happy campers as we walked
into town exploring. Many homes and
apartments are empty although the
supermarket folk told of an ongoing
testing program. The outdoor museum
was fascinating with rockets and planes I
had heard of in my youth. Next morning
we waited for the indoor museum to
open, run by volunteers. It was almost
as if the folk had left their desks with
equipment and notes, expecting to
return. We left Woomera at midday for
a long afternoon drive.
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Cooper Pedy I remember from a
previous plane trip with Ann. Stuart
Ranges caravan park has been developed
E\<DUQLHDQGIDPLO\LQÀQHVW\OHZHOO
EXLOWEHDXWLIXOO\ÀQLVKHGQRWKLQJVSDUHG
with high-class motel units ‘over there’.
Their Pizza Bar does truly tasty pizza
with Yarnie himself as head chef. We
ate with folk who camped beside us
at Woomera and made new friends.
A young family on their way to a new
farming venture in the Tanami Desert.
Dad drove their B-double loaded with
household and farming gear, Mum
following with 4WD, camper trailer.
Their four children from age 2 to 9
took turns travelling with Dad. Their
farm has good underground water for
growing watermelons.
We visited notable features. The
Catacomb Church, converted from a
hand-dug mine, now a peaceful arch of
10–12 metres. Fay’s house began as a
garage for the travelling postman’s truck
until Fay and two ladies kept digging
over 10 years to create a very spacious
home. Underground is a steady 23
degrees through summer and winter.
A guided tour of a working mine got
'DULHQÀUHGXSWRGRVRPHIRVVLFNLQJ
with the new friend camped next door
with his grandparents. With shovels
and buckets they checked the mullock
heaps beside the caravan park. Didn’t
ÀQGDQ\WKLQJEXWEUDYRWKH\VOHSWZHOO
Next morning a quick visit to the Serbian
church, a beautifully machine-cut mini
cathedral with gorgeous stained-glass
windows.
A long gravel road east took us to
William Creek, previously a watering and
coaling stop on the old Ghan railway,
now a tourist town with the pub, airstrip,
:ULJKW$LURIÀFHDQGZRUNVKRSVHYHUDO
generator sheds, a caravan park and
little more. We had hardly settled the
van before our pilot called to arrange a
ÁLJKWZHKDGDVNHGIRU$QJHODWRRNXV
in a Cessna 172 four-seater for a oneKRXUÁLJKWRYHUWKHVRXWKHUQHQGRI 
North Lake Eyre. At 3000 feet, over
Anna Creek Station of a million hectares
with 24,000 cattle, part of the ‘channel

country’ all leading towards Lake Eyre.
Around Lake Eyre is a black border
of old rock, cleaned of soil from a
time when the lake was bigger. Then a
glistening white salt border with a small
patch of blue water at the south end.
The salt is stained by ‘mound springs’ of
fresh water welling up from the artesian
basin. The Warburton Gap is a dark line
of silt carried in from the Queensland
rivers. The Guider Canal joins the north
DQGVRXWKODNHV/DNH(\UHLVDURXQG
metres below sea level. I dream that one
day we will dig a channel for sea water
to increase the evaporation. All that
water vapour would rain somewhere.
Then back to William Creek with time
to explore and talk to the new folk as
WKHFDUDYDQSDUNÀOOHG7KDWHYHQLQJZH
shared in the spit roast at the pub with
very hospitable locals and visitors.
The gravel roads concerned me in
planning this trip but John Murphy
DVVXUHGPHWKHVHURDGVZHUHÀQHIRU
two-wheel drives unless quite wet. Some
sections recently graded were good for
70kph towing a van. Corrugated parts
were better taken slower. Some sections
were rutted by wheels in previous mud,
SDUWO\VPRRWKHGE\VXEVHTXHQWWUDIÀF
So we continued to Marree, sparing a
thought for travellers of old such as
mailman Tom Kruse whose road ‘out
there’ was sand, gibber and saltbush.
It is fascinating country with everchanging vegetation. Some areas are
just saltbush, others have patches of
brilliant green grass. Sometimes there
are shrubs and trees, typically telling of
more moisture from rainfall in a gully or
an underground soak. Outside Marree
is a ‘mound spring’, really a leak from
the Great Artesian Basin, that great
underground reservoir estimated to
KROGHQRXJKZDWHUWRÀOODFXEHZLWK
sides 40km long.
Marree is an old town with historic
buildings and old railway gear including
three diesel locomotives. Tom Kruse
operated the Birdsville mail run from
Marree. His old Ford Blitz sits on
the station goods platform. Sadly his
house has fallen down. Marree was an

important rail stop on the old Ghan
line. The diesel locos are trapped there
because someone took up the rail lines
from the wrong end! Mundowdna
Station nearby is typically well served
with water and good grass, used by Sir
Sidney Kidman the Cattle King in his
heyday to rest and fatten cattle droved
from his northern properties, then
shipped by rail to the Adelaide markets.
Sadly we just missed the Camel Cup
at Marree but we saw photos of many
locals racing camels and donkeys. The
local MCG comes as a shock with the
MCG sign and two sets of goal posts
in a bare paddock!
Back on the road heading south to
Leigh Creek and Flinders Ranges. We
enjoyed several long sections of bitumen
between long stretches of gravel until
we turned off the Hawker road into
Brachina Gorge. A poor dirt road
became a severely corrugated road and
we dropped speed to about 10kph. 21km
of that into Brachina Gorge where we
stopped for lunch. A slow trip through
bush and creek beds, mostly dry and
recently graded. Sometimes we straddled
the ridge and our two driving wheels
scrabbled for grip on the climbs. Darien
put away the iPad to better watch the
scenery. We stayed at Rawnsley Park
Station caravan park, where Ann and
I were several years ago. Darien enjoys
setting up the van, levelling, connecting
water and drain pipes, electricity and
ÀQDOO\VHWWOLQJLQWRÀQGZKDWVWXII 
shifted on the rattly roads. Then an
exploring walk to see the large water dam
they have rebuilt with better spillway. It
had washed a hole in the dam wall when
Ann and I saw it. Darien loved exploring,
especially having a huge supply of shale
rocks to smash by throwing!
Next morning the sunlight across
the creek lighting up the river trees was
too tempting, so a walk with the camera
before breakfast. Darien asked to do
some more creek exploring so we walked
the local creek reviewing what happened
ZKHQWKHÁRRGLQRYHUWRSSHGWKH
dam. We had wonderful discussions
around various rocks including one

with an iron tube sticking out. The clues
indicated a conglomerate but the iron
pipe embedded indicated it had recent
origins. Yes, eventually he concluded it
was the concrete base of a verandah post,
quite out of place, washed downstream
E\WKHÁRRG
But our pace didn’t allow more
exploring. I thoroughly enjoy the serenity
of Rawnsley Park with the beautiful river
gums in the creek and kindly cypress up
the slopes. Perhaps also there is part
of Ann there as she loved the place. It
was our last caravan trip. But south to
Burra with a lunch stop at Peterborough
Steamtown. Too much to see, the engine
sheds and relics of steam are thick. The
triple-gauge turntable is in working order.
Next morning we explored Burra,
a copper mining town from 1836. The
FRSSHURUHZDVULFKDERXWPRVWO\
malachite, but the distances and travel
made life cruel. 100 miles to Adelaide was
100 too far to transport heavy gear but
they did! Cornish winding and pumping
engines took two months on ‘the Jinker’
(special wagon) from Adelaide. They

built a Cornish style mine and town.
Their stonework survives but the metal
went into the ‘war effort’. For four years
they shipped the ore to Cornwall for
processing. Transport to Adelaide by
ZDJRQVUHTXLUHGEXOORFNVLQWHDPV
doing eight miles per day. Naturally the
bush pubs were eight miles apart. They
built a smelting works and brought the
team from Cornwall to run it. Much
copper remains and two periods of high
prices have seen development of open
cuts and reworking of the slag heaps.
The ‘river road’ to Mildura has
interesting parts including a strange
feeling that being back in Victoria is
‘home’. We have one day for Mildura,
DWULSRQWKH0HOERXUQHDWDP
and some exploring of the Chaffey
homestead are on the agenda. But
today is Nautilus deadline so I’ll post
and assume most of you have seen
Mildura. Darien says he will come again
with Grandpa. Whoopee, but the others
will also want to come, if it’s been that
good!
KEVIN CLOSE

Chocolate for a cause

Showing entrepreneurial skill, Clea set up a table at the top of Florida Avenue to sell
chocolate bars in support of her young sister’s aim to raise funds for the Flying Doctor Service.
Clea serves David while Jasper anxiously waits his turn.
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ART CLASSES
FOR ADULTS
TerrŝĮed ďeŐŝnnerƐ Ănd
ŝnƚerŵedŝĂƚe ůeǀeůƐ
WELCOME!
/ŐƵĂƌĂŶƚĞĞǇŽƵǁŝůůďĞ
ŝŶƐƉŝƌĞĚĂƐƐŽŽŶĂƐǇŽƵ
ĞŶƚĞƌŵǇďĞĂƵƟĨƵůŚŽŵĞ
ƐƚƵĚŝŽƐĞƚŝŶƚƌĂŶƋƵŝů
ďƵƐŚůĂŶĚ͘
zŽƵǁŝůůůĞĂƌŶƚĞĐŚŶŝƋƵĞƐ
ǁŝƚŚĂƐŵƵĐŚƐƚƌƵĐƚƵƌĞĂƐ
ǇŽƵƌĞƋƵŝƌĞďǇĂƋƵĂůŝĮĞĚ
ƚĞĂĐŚĞƌ͘
ĞǀĞůŽƉǇŽƵƌŽǁŶƐƚǇůĞ
ƚŽĞŶĂďůĞǇŽƵƚŽƉĂŝŶƚ
ǁŚĂƚǇŽƵůŽǀĞ͘
dŚŝƐĐŽƵůĚďĞƚŚĞ
ďĞŐŝŶŶŝŶŐŽĨǇŽƵƌĐƌĞĂƟǀĞ
ũŽƵƌŶĞǇ͊
ŽŶƚĂĐƚŵĞƚŽǀŝƐŝƚŵǇ
ƐƚƵĚŝŽŝŶ^ŽŵĞƌƐ͕ŽƌƚŽ
ƐĞĞĂĐůĂƐƐŝŶƉƌŽŐƌĞƐƐ͘
DŽŶŝƋƵĞDŽƌĞǇ
0409 836 507
ĞͲŵĂŝů͗ŵŽŶŝƋƵĞŵŽƌĞǇΛ
ǇϳŵĂŝů͘ĐŽŵ
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Pilates mat work
with Neil Adams
Neil Adams has been teaching Pilates
mat work at Warrawee in Balnarring
since he relocated to the area in
2011. His original experience of the
EHQHÀWV RI  3LODWHV FDPH ODWH LQ KLV
career as a contemporary dance artist
and teacher. Pilates provided effective
rehabilitation needed for a torn
cartilage in his knee, thus avoiding
invasive surgery.
As well as the excellent recuperative
outcomes, Neil was impressed by the
integrated aspects of the Pilates system.
Whilst the Pilates training is focussed
on targeting the muscle groups essential
for core strengthening and stability,
he found that this was just one part
of a deeper process, one that creates
an internal transformation and an
integration of mind and body. Pilates is
based on six principles: Concentration,
Control, Centring, Precision, Flowing
Movement, and Breathing, which when
applied through regular practise can
create wellness in body, mind and spirit.
Neil was also impressed by the fact
that these wonderful outcomes could
be achieved through a very functional
and practical method.

Neil believes that one of the
GHÀQLQJFKDUDFWHULVWLFVRI WKH3LODWHV
PHWKRGLVWKHUHFUXLWPHQWRI VSHFLÀF
muscle groups in order to facilitate
improved physical function and
postural alignment. The awareness
of the breathing patterns to facilitate
change underpins the work. Another
important aspect of the teaching is
the ability to modify the exercises in
order to get the best outcome for each
individual.
Neil’s extensive experience in
training contemporary dancers has
provided him with the ability to work
effectively with individuals, whether it
is in a group-class situation or in a oneto-one session. From his experience in
WKHÀHOGRI KXPDQPRYHPHQW1HLO
has observed that Pilates can facilitate
the strengthening and toning of the
entire body. It can either be very
complimentary to other higher-impact
fitness regimes, or can provide an
effective alternative.
Group classes and one-to-one
sessions take place at Warrawee in
Balnarring, where the quiet atmosphere
promotes focussed concentration and
EHQHÀFLDOUHOD[DWLRQ
For class details contact Neil on
%HJLQQHUVRI DOODJHV
welcome.

Major pollution exercise at yacht club

Emergency teams at Stony Point engaged in a practise drill for a possible oil spill in Westernport Bay.
Somers Yacht Club was taken over as
headquarters for a major anti-pollution
exercise in May.
More than 40 members of 18 different
organisations from government and
industry took over the club for two
days (29–30 May) to use as base and
incident room for the exercise involving
a hypothetical oil spill in Westernport Bay.
It was one of a series run by the
Department of Transport, Planning and
Local Infrastructure around the Victorian
coast each year to test local preparedness
for a spill.
The aim of the exercise was to foster
a local network and enhance how local
knowledge and personnel would feed into
state arrangements in the event of a major
incident. It also allowed local agencies
such as Police, State Emergency Service,

Department of Environment and Primary
Industries, and Coast Guard to see what
equipment would be available if there were
a major spill on Westernport.
Some of the equipment brought down
for the exercise, and which will now be
based at Stony Point, included booms
to contain spills and skimmers to help
remove the oil from the surface.
The exercise was under the control
of Sean Moran from the Department
of Transport, Planning and Local
Infrastructure.
+HVDLGWKDWRQWKHÀUVWGD\WKRVH
taking part in the exercise went to Stony
Point to see and use the various items of
equipment and on the second day they
undertook a simulated assessment of an
oiled shoreline.
TONY DUBOUDIN

Of gifts and
Williams Point
The gift of our evening walk and
talk, beach bound down the track at
Williams Point,
instantly enraptured by the water
glimpses and the transformed
landscape, this
valley resurrected through Rosemary,
Anne and Marie Claire, their bent
backs,
their slips and strains, our eternal
gains in the resinous scents of leaflittered earth,
the mannas, banksias and sedges, and
sights of spare and spectral trunks,
WKHÀOWHUHGOLJKWVRI 
VHDDQGVHWWLQJVXQDQGLQÀQLWH
varieties of green, the crunch of gumnut clusters on the
ground, one found patch of the path
over time adorned by knitted tree
sleeves, the precious
innocence of a coloured cotton
Charlotte’s Web, silvery necklaces and
wind-song beads,
expressions of our human needs to
feel as one with something bigger,
deeper…
As deep as dolphin dreaming as
we scan the sea searching for ‘our
Somers’ pod,
and as our thoughts and conversations
shift along the drift of sand,
perhaps a memory washes up, an old
laugh half-hidden in a clump of weed
is kicked to life again in a shared and
sentimental smile,
while our grinning spaniel suddenly
sprints to roll around on a
mound of special meaning, a re-found
territory, scents from a frolic past,
her canine equivalent perhaps to our
clinging to the last
in this precious gift of life through
the breath from Williams Point.
ROSS TOPHAM (March 2013)
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Crossing
the Tevere:
bridges in
perspective
During the Easter holidays Peter Steele
was staying in Somers and read the Paper
Nautilus, prompting him to write an article
which appeared in our last issue (‘Crossing
Africa on two wheels’). For this issue he has
ZULWWHQDERXWWKHEULGJHVRI 5RPHZKHUHKH
is avoiding the winter in Victoria.
Bridges in Society
Bridges are built to span, and every
bridge ever built has used the properties
of its materials to withstand, overcome
and exploit the forces to which it is
subjected – from the terrain or river
VSDQQHGRUIURPWKHWUDIÀFIRUZKLFK
it was designed. Statements such as
this neatly summarise the simplicity
of an engineering approach to bridge
construction and use.
Others see the aesthetic value and
symmetry that spans, arches and pylons
bring to the landscape, quite apart from
the functionality of being able to cross
the river or gully. There is pleasure for
the eye in the lay of the stones, the curve
of the deck or the lattice work of the
cables. Small bridges can be neutral –
you can cross them without knowing
they are there – but the larger spans that
feature within modern infrastructure
are neither neutral nor invisible. They
dominate and, by so doing, determine
the way in which we may see our society.
Bridge building did not begin with
the Romans but the Romans can,
generally, be credited with ‘modern’
bridge design – for few of our existing
bridges pre-date them. Much of modern
design then began in Ancient Rome and
you can, if you wish, take a bus ride
GRZQWRZQIURPWKHRIÀFHDQGVHHVRPH
of those early examples still in use today.
Glimpses of Ancient Rome
7KH $QFLHQW 5RPDQV DUH MXVWLÀDEO\
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Pons Aemilius. $OVRNQRZQDV3RQWH5RWWR ¶EURNHQEULGJH· EXWZLWKMXVWRQHRI WKHVL[
RULJLQDODUFKHVUHPDLQLQJWKH3RQV$HPLOLXVUHSUHVHQWVWKHROGHVW$QFLHQW5RPDQEULGJHGHVLJQ
still visible in the city. It was built more than 100 years before Pons Fabricus, with stone piers
and a wooden superstructure. The river swept half the bridge away in the 16th century and most
of the remainder 300 years later.
famous
for
their
engineering
achievements – providing the basis for
an empire of the day that lasted around
\HDUV DQGDQRWKHU\HDUVDIWHU
that if you consider the Byzantine
Empire based upon Constantinople).
It stretched from Persia to the Atlantic
Ocean and from the Red Sea to the
British Isles.
In their day the Romans were
the designers, builders and artisans
of infrastructure that harnessed and
controlled water, established cities,
linked them into networks of major
highways and, where rivers created
barriers, provided the bridges to span
them. Apart from the Nile and the
Euphrates, all the major rivers in the
Empire were bridged. The Romans
provided the basis of our heritage of
bridge design through to the current
day. They were prompt to learn from
others, however, and were strongly
LQÁXHQFHGE\RULJLQDOLGHDVLQYHQWLRQV
DQGWHFKQRORJLHVÀUVWH[SORUHGE\WKH
Greeks and Etruscans. Etruscan bridges
can still be found standing.

The timeless arches and practicality
of those ancient Roman bridges –
in Rome and elsewhere – have left
today’s Europe with structures that
H[HPSOLI\WKHSRZHUDQGLQÁXHQFHRI 
the Roman Empire. Engineers – more
than the soldiers and administrators who
followed them – provided the structures,
roads and water supplies within which
the Empire was created, managed and
held.
Ancient Rome once represented
the capital city of the known world
Towns are typically established on the
basis of the transport that dominated
the period, whether seaboard, river
crossing or rail or road networks. Only
in recent times have the technologies
of the day enabled people to establish
communities just about anywhere, but
costs of constructing and maintaining
that transport infrastructure still
dominate pragmatic choices today.
Ancient Rome was no exception.
The city was established on the eastern
bank of the River Tiber (Tevere in Italian)
at the point where the river could be

Pons Fabricus. A timeless arch and arguably the most original and most aesthetically
SOHDVLQJRI DOO5RPDQVWUXFWXUHVLQWKHFLW\$VDQHDUO\GHVLJQEULGJHWKH3RQV)DEULFXV
features ‘full circle’ arches with the arches continuing underground. Note the rural nature of
the setting on the Lungotevere, the symmetry of the two main arches and the smaller central
DUFKWKDWSURYLGHVDPHDVXUHRI SURWHFWLRQWRWKHEULGJHDWWLPHVRI ÁRRG
forded for much of the year. This was
made easier by the small Tiber Island
(Isola Tiberina) that abuts the eastern bank
– provided both a defensible entry point
to the town and a place of refuge. As the
town grew the ford was bridged – with
the island jointed to the eastern bank
by the Pons Fabricus, and to Trastevere
(literally ‘across the Tiber’) by the Pons
Cestius.
Pons Fabricus
Constructed of stone, the Pons
Fabricus is one of six remaining in
the city from the original eight that are
known to have been built to service
Ancient Rome. More than 60 metres
long and a little less than six metres
wide, the bridge was completed in 62
BC and represents the most original of
the early Roman designs. It is the only
one to survive into everyday use in
original form – albeit for pedestrians
only nowadays.
The name has changed with the
centuries. In the Middle Ages it was
called the ‘Pons Judeurum’ (because
of location next to the Ghetto) – and

later the ‘Ponte Quattro Capi’ (the result
of adornments applied during the late
16th century).
The Pons Fabricus comprises two
main arches each more than 27 metres
long. Few arches of this form, length
and curvature have survived from
DQFLHQWWLPHVEXWWKHFRQÀQHVRI WKH
river at this point and the considerable
ÁDVKÁRZLQVSULQJDQGHDUO\VXPPHU
did not allow for more than one pier.
Each arch is built as a single unit of
interlocking tufa stone, framed on each
side by travertine stone. This contrasts
with other Roman bridges such as the
Pont du Gard (near Avignon in France),
where a complete arch is a series of thin
parallel arches.
The Pons Fabricus crosses a narrow
span of water. More piers would have
VHULRXVO\FRQVWULFWHGULYHUÁRZWKHUHE\
imposing high loads on the structure
GXULQJWLPHVRI ÁRRG5HFRJQLVLQJWKH
potential of this problem, the designers
incorporated cutwaters into the structure
in the form of a pointed spur upstream
and a semi-circular platform on the

downstream side. The design mimics the
outline of a ship with the bow pointing
upstream and the stern downstream.
To reduce the spandrel wall of the
central pier acting as a dam – during
high water and high debris loading – a
small central arch was included thereby
DOORZLQJWKHULYHUWRÁRZWKURXJKWKH
SLHUDVZHOODVURXQGLWDWWLPHVRI ÁRRG
The small weight-relieving central arch
set between the two main arches was
matched by others that are now buried
in the abutments that were added
later. Once thought to be unique to
WKLVEULGJHVLPLODUÁRRGVSDQVZHUH
discovered within the design of the
Ponte Sant’Angelo during reconstruction
work more than 100 years ago.
The entire structure of the Pons
Fabricus is relatively lightweight when
compared to the buildings and structures
normally associated with the Ancient
Romans. The challenge of spanning the
distance, the experience of the river in
ÁRRGDQGWKHPHDVXUHVWDNHQWRSURWHFW
the central spandrel/pier bear testament
to this approach; a heavier structure
would not have lasted more than 2000
years.
Tiber Island
Medical and health issues have
dominated the importance of Tiber
Island through to the era of modern
medicine and it has, in some form or
another, always contained a hospital.
In the times of Ancient Rome it was
used as a retirement place for old or
sick slaves of wealthy families. Today it
is the site of the Fratti Bene Hospital.
As an island it was considered a suitable
place in which to isolate the sick (and
thus contain epidemics) or a safe haven
into which the governors of the city
could retreat to escape epidemics from
one or more of the city slums.
The island creates the narrowest
point in the river as it passes through the
city. In practice the ease with which the
river can be spanned at this point – and
has probably been spanned with wooden
structures for many thousands of years
pre-Rome – provided the basis for the
location of the ancient city. It is the only
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Pons Cestius.6SDQQLQJWKHZLGHUDUPRI WKH5LYHU7LEHUVSOLWLQWRWZRE\7LEHU,VODQGWKH
EULGJHLVDIDFVLPLOHRI WKHRULJLQDO5RPDQGHVLJQ,WSURYLGHVYHKLFOHDFFHVVWRWKHLVODQG
easy crossing point between the sea and
the hills of the hinterland. With the
establishment of the city, the need for
greater security provided the basis for
replacing the early wooden structures
with more permanent structures of
stone.
Pons Cestius
The original Pons Cestius stone bridge
is generally dated from around the
PLGÀUVWFHQWXU\%&DQGUHSUHVHQWHG
WKH ÀUVW SHUPDQHQW VWUXFWXUH MRLQLQJ
Tiber Island to the west bank of the
ULYHUDQGWKXVWKHÀUVWWLPHWKDWHDVW
and west banks had been permanently
linked. The bridge was extensively
rebuilt in the fourth century AD to
a design incorporating a large central
arch and two smaller arches adjacent
to the river banks. The bridge spanned
PHWUHVDQGODVWHGIRUPRUHWKDQ
centuries.
The bridge later fell victim to the
high embankment walls that were
constructed in the late 19th century
WRSURWHFWWKHFLW\IURPÁRRGLQJWKH
EULGJHZDVQRORQJHUVXIÀFLHQWO\ZLGH
for the new architecture of the river but,
equally important, it was considered too
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light to accommodate the greater forces
imposed upon the structure from the
FKDQQHOOLQJRI ZLQWHUDQGVSULQJÁRZ
The original materials of the defunct
bridge were used for the replacement
bridge, which followed the design of
the original but with three large arches
VSDQQLQJPRUHWKDQPHWUHV7KLVLV
the bridge that you see today.
Ponte Sant’Angelo
Recognisably Roman in design and
construction, the Ponte Sant’Angelo
has been modernised over the years
and continues to provide the city with
a highly durable heritage structure
FDSDEOH RI  KDQGOLQJ ERWK ODQG WUDIÀF
DQG ULYHU ÁRZ 2ULJLQDOO\ FRQVWUXFWHG
as the ‘Pons Aclius’ in the second
century AD, the bridge replaced a
wooden structure as Roman bridge
engineers mastered the techniques of
building secure foundations mid-river
– for there was no way of diverting
the river around an island (as there was
with Tiber Island).
Three factors lead to the construction
of the Pont Sant’Angelo – the
discovery/development of waterproof
cement techniques (based on the use

of volcanic rock), the introduction of
coffer dams (which provided for midriver construction) and developments
in arch construction – which enabled
wider unsupported spans to be included
in design.
The bridge has been extensively
redeveloped and reconstructed over the
years, and the modern deck upon which
people walk or cycle when they visit the
Vatican or the Castello Sant’Angelo is
no longer original. The deck has been
cobbled and a camber added to assist
drainage. Neither the balustrades nor
the decorated angels are original. These
date from the time of the Renaissance
and later, for example, Bernini added
the angels in the 17th century. The
ÀYHWUDYHUWLQHIDFHGPDVRQU\DFKHV
however, are original and have been
standing without replacement for
PRUHWKDQ\HDUV7KHDUFKHVDUH
semi-circular, a form that enabled the
builders to cut the voussoir stones to
LGHQWLFDOVKDSHDQGWKHQWRÀWRQHWR
the other without the use of binding
mortar. Fit between stones forming the
arch and equal load distribution along
the arch provides for stability (and thus
durability).
The bridge has been faced with
travertine stone. This overlays the softer
and less durable volcanic tufa stone
beneath, thus protecting the structure
from the river and, equally, adding to
the pleasing image of the bridge and
neighbouring cityscape. The Ponte
Sant’Angelo extends well below the
surface of the river and deep into the
riverbed. The foundations are massive
and dwarf the superstructure that can
be seen – bridge, arches and deck. Scale,
mass and form provide for strength.
At the lowest level the bridge rests
on a series of wooden piles 70 metres
deep. Directly above are masses of
stone bricks which rise to the boundary
between the river silt and the underlying
clay bed. This is the basis for a well-laid
structure of stone that gives both lateral
and vertical support to the piers, which
rest within and on top of the stone.
The lower half of the piers is made up

of large rectangular bricks that support
the lower cutwaters – beneath the level
of the river surface. These appear at
WLPHVRI ORZÁRZEXWIRUPRVWRI WKH
year, only the above river cutwaters can
be seen – covered in white travertine
and matching the superstructure of the
bridge.
5HÁHFWLQJRQEULGJHV
Bridges span natural obstacles – gullies,
rivers, chasms and similar. They are
an essential part of our land transport
network wherever we live and whatever
the scale. Bridges there always have
been; and bridges there always will
be. The semi-circular stone arches
developed and introduced by Roman
engineers more than 2000 years ago
have provided the basis of bridge
design through to the industrial age, and
provided Europe with some of its most
architecturally satisfying structures.
The aesthetic beauty of arch design
enhances our land and cityscapes.
The design of today’s suspension or
cable-stay bridges has long since enabled
us to span distances that link continents,
but we shall be forever indebted to the
Ancient Roman bridge engineers for
their ingenuity, experience and tenacity
that provided much of the basis for the
geography of modern-day Europe.
The arch form lasted as long as it
did because the material technologies
available to the early bridge builders did
not provide for the use of alternative

5HSUHVHQWLQJPRGHUQWHFKQRORJLHVLQDOOWKHLUHOHJDQFHDVWKH\LPSDFWXSRQPRGHUQFLW\VFDSHV
WKHWZLQFDQWLOHYHU%ROWH%ULGJHVSDQVWKH<DUUD5LYHUDQG9LFWRULD+DUERXUDVSDUWRI WKH
&LW\/LQNWROOURDGVV\VWHP7KHEULGJHLVDOPRVWPHWUHVORQJFDUULHVVL[ODQHVRI WUDIÀF
DQGLVRQHRI WKHODUJHVWGHVLJQVRI LWVNLQGLQ$XVWUDOLD7ZRPHWUHKLJKKROORZWRZHUV
SURYLGHDQDWWUDFWLYHDHVWKHWLFWRXFKH[HPSOLI\LQJWKDWDUJXPHQWLQIDYRXURI LQYHVWLQJLQJRRG
looking city structures.
designs. Although early cable
structures did exist (suspension only
– and originally used in central Asia)
they were not suitable for carrying
heavy loads. Similarly, beams could
not be constructed because materials
with high tensile properties were not
available.
Wood was the only choice of material

available, and this limited distances that
could be spanned. (Although historical
bridges using long cantilevered wooden
structures had been constructed by the
Chinese.) It was only with the advent
of metals – cast iron, wrought iron
and then steel, and the ability to make
large quantities of them – that the
arch became redundant. Reinforced
concrete and the use of composite
construction methods from the 1940s
onwards accelerated the changes that
exemplify modern bridge design and
construction.
Will the arch come back? There
DUHVRPHREYLRXVEHQHÀWVRI ZKLFK
two come to mind – adaptability and
durability. Put aesthetics before cost
ZKLFKLVDOZD\VDGLIÀFXOWMXGJHPHQW
call) and the pleasure of appearance
arises. As we shift design criteria to
encompass whole-life performance
and the impact of the structure on the
environment/society-at-large, we may
yet see the return of the arch.
PETER STEELE
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The Plinth Papers

How to be proper when you’re old
(for blokes)
1. At home: morning. The welllaundered striped pyjamas and
good dressing gown with a girdle
do nothing to help with the vision
that confronts you in the mirror.
You look like the police mug shot
of a vagrant. Shower, shave and do
your hairs before you venture out
of the bathroom. If you are worried
about your diet then your breakfast
ZLOO EH FRPSULVHG RI  KLJKÀEUH
chaff topped with pure yoghurt and
prunes and it will all be swimming in
no-fat milk.
2. Shopping. You should go to the
supermarket on seniors’ day because
this will save you about two and
sixpence. If you are sent alone with a
list, be aware that shopping through
the list will take a long time because
the supermarket staff think it’s
funny to move everything around.
You’re too proud or stubborn to ask
attendants for help – that is if you
FRXOG ÀQG RQH DQ\ZD\ ² DQG ZKHQ
you do track down the items you are
ORRNLQJ IRU \RX ZLOO ÀQG WKHUH DUH
several brands, sizes and variations
of the product and you know for
sure, that when you get home you
will be told you have made all the
wrong choices anyway. Best to get ’er
indoors to do the shopping herself.
3. Entertaining. As you get on in life,
your guests prefer to arrive earlier
and with a bit of luck they will leave
earlier too. Your drinkers will start
drinking immediately and they always
go for your spirits even if they don’t
always return the compliment when
you go to their houses. Nibblies are
SHFNHGDWDQGVWUDQJHUVVWDUWÀHOGLQJ
DURXQGWU\LQJWRÀQGRXWDVPXFKDV
they can about each other without
appearing rude. At the dinner table
the meals are served, always bearing
in mind the various dietary needs of
the guests and as the meal proceeds,
tongues are loosened by wine and a
good time is had by all. After pudding
and coffee the merry drinkers start

looking rheumy-eyed and you expect
from experience that they will either
start falling off their chairs or better
still, get up to leave. The trouble
is you often get a diner who is so
enjoying the sound of his own voice
that he refuses to notice the general
decline in the attention given by his
fellow diners. The solution to this
– and it’s a bit drastic: As the host,
stretch and yawn luxuriously, look at
your watch and say, “My God, is that
the time!” This usually works well.
4. Movies and the arts. In order to
watch a good movie you have to
endure the promos and for some
reason they’re so loud they leave the
senses reeling. There are all these
crashes and explosive booms that
seem to add nothing to the picture,
but it’s no good complaining. You
will be told that it’s all automatic.
(Incidentally, the Mornington cinema
needs our ongoing support. They
DUH VWLOO XVLQJ  PRWLRQ SLFWXUH
ÀOPSURMHFWLRQZKLOHWKHELJFLQHPD
chains are switching over to digital
and so are the pictures. The digital
equipment is horrendously expensive
and the proprietor at Mornington
is worried that he will not be able
to afford the change-over.) Music:
$V VHQLRUV LW·V VHHQ DV ÀWWLQJ WKDW
we go to classical music concerts,
whether we like the music or not.
Chamber music is hard to follow in
a large auditorium, unless you’re in
the front row. Further back you can
see the musicians far off and all you
can hear is a sort of diddle-diddle
sound. Chamber music works best in
a chamber but if it’s still not working
for you, the time can be passed by
looking closely at the violinist and
imagining what she (or he) might
look like in the kitchen or in the bath
or on the beach. Orchestral concerts
are easier to take in. But check the
SURJUDPÀUVWDQGPDNHVXUHWKHUHLV
at least one item you know. Musical
performers seem to feel duty bound

to introduce their audiences to new
works and most of them sound quite
unpleasant to the ear. Opera: This is
music too but on a grand scale. That
is why it’s sometimes called ‘Grand
Uproar’. There was a cartoon years
ago and it showed a soprano on
VWDJH LQ IXOO ÁLJKW DQG VQHDNLQJ XS
behind her is a villain brandishing a
dagger. Up in a box are two couples.
One of the old men looks gleeful.
His wife is whispering to the other
wife, “This is the only part of the
opera that Herbert enjoys”. It’s a
IDFW WKDW HOGHUO\ PHQ FDQ ÀQG LW
LQFUHDVLQJO\GLIÀFXOWWRFRQWUROWKHLU
emotions but if you really love opera,
this emotionalism can cause other
problems. When the soprano is
singing her aria particularly well there
is a tendency for ageing males to start
blubbing. This is very embarrassing,
particularly if the lights come up and
\RX KDYHQ·W ÀQLVKHG EORWWLQJ \RXU
face yet.
5. In conclusion. There’s not much to
be said for old age but you do tend
to be forgiven for things that would
be unacceptable in the young. For
instance, if you rise to make a speech
at a wedding and your trousers nearly
fall off, people will titter politely. If,
when walking down a steep hill you
start to break wind rhythmically,
your fellow walkers will understand.
If you doze off in front of an
important speaker in the hall and
start listing over the lap of a perfect
stranger, you will be propped upright
again and no one will mind. Ah well!
Time for my cup of tea and a rusk
and a nice lie down.

BARRINGTON PLINTH



Two wonderful years
with the Martu at Parnngurr
The Paterson family, who appeared
in our January 2011 edition, have
recently returned from two years
spent with the Aboriginal community
of about 200 people at Parnngurr in
the Pilbara region. Parnngurr is a sixhour drive from Newman; that is if
it hasn’t been raining heavily, as was
the case when the family arrived in
Newman and found all the creeks
DQGULYHUVÁRRGHGDQGWKHIRXUZKHHO
drive roads washed out. This entailed
a month’s wait until the roads were
usable again, but even so, the drive
took almost double the normal travel
time.
Matthew is a senior Park Ranger
at the Briars and had been granted a
two-year leave of absence to undertake
the work of Ranger Coordinator for
the community’s Aboriginal rangers.
The idea had been introduced
to Matthew by fellow ranger Tim
Schneider of Balnarring who had
also taken a period of leave from
his work with Parks Victoria. They
were soon joined by another Somers
resident Tristan Cole who took up the
position of Operations Manager with
Kanyirninpa Jukurrpa, the organisation
running the ranger program.
It took the family about a month
to settle in to the lifestyle of this
Aboriginal ‘dry’ community. Matthew’s
job was to establish a ranger team to
manage in a sustainable way their
traditional land of over 13 million
hectares of desert country. Of equal
importance was the maintenance of
the Martu culture; facilitating crossgenerational transfer of knowledge is
a key part of the program. Matthew
was very pleased with the response
from his rangers who were engaged in
DSURFHVVRI JUHDWEHQHÀWWRWKHPVHOYHV
and their people while at the same time
he was in the process of absorbing
and incorporating their traditional
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knowledge into his lessons.
Erica Sandison also was not idle, for
as well as caring for her children Arieh
and Stella she trained local people in the
use of software with which to record
the living history, language and culture
of the Martu.
Something she hadn’t counted on
was providing after-school care for a
number of the Martu children to then
find that they would turn up next
morning for breakfast.
Arieh and Stella had many friends
among the children there with Arieh
becoming a close friend with Jaturta
(Tishann) with whom he spent hours
with Lego tiles, riding their bikes
around and going off to the football
ground to dig up little lizards. He would
also join in with the Aboriginal boys
as they practised hunting birds with
sling shots.
In the meantime Erica was embraced
by the older women and joined them
with their food gathering, searching out
witchetty grubs (lungi), bush tomatoes
(womala), and bush raisins which Erica

said were delicious.
As a family unit Matthew would
GULYHZLWKDVPDQ\DVFRXOGEHÀWWHG
into the car, to the nearest creek
or waterhole for a fun afternoon,
remembering that the temperature
FRXOGUHDFK&
Erica adopted the Martu way of not
being restrictive with her children and
was never concerned for their wellbeing
as she found that the older children
would look out for the younger ones,
including her own. There was a high
attendance record at the school where
the principal encouraged the children to
play football at lunch time. This burned
off excess energy and kept the children
happy and settled down to schoolwork.
As a whole the children were naturally
happy, always looking for something to
do and never just sitting around.
The health of the town is looked
after by a medical clinic with a resident
nurse and the fortnightly visit of the
Á\LQJGRFWRU6KRXOGDQHPHUJHQF\
RFFXUWKHÁ\LQJGRFWRUZRXOGEHWKHUH
LQÀYHKRXUV
Matthew and Erica were surprised
WRÀQGRXWWKDWVRPHRI WKHHOGHUVKDG
WKHLUÀUVWFRQWDFWZLWKZKLWHSHRSOH
in the 1960s. In the ABC program
The First Footprints, two of the women
shown grinding seeds were members of

Some of the Parnngurr community with the visiting rangers and their families.

the town. There is also another reason
for the women to collect seeds. They
go out to their closely guarded places
in the desert to collect seeds which they
sell to merchant seed banks who then
sell them on to mining companies (for
the purpose of replanting the bush they
have destroyed) and to nurseries. The
women have to go out in the hottest
time of the year and though they have
their private areas for seed collection
it is done in a competitive way (my seed
is better than yours, and cleaner too!) and
they still remain the best of friends.
Surprisingly the income from this
women’s only enterprise was $10,000
from one season’s work.
The family feel they have gained an
enormous amount from the time spent
there and both Matthew and Erica feel
rewarded in having worked alongside
the Martu people who received them
with so much warmth.
ROD NUSKE
The baby camel is very popular with the
children, especially Lee.
Arieh being prepared for a ceremony by
Waka.
Arieh and Stella playing with their Martu
friends.
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A pilgrim’s path

LVGHÀQHG
by the destination. The way rises from circumstance, chance,
guide or fortune. ‘In the end it’s the way that matters.’ Getting
IURP$PVWHUGDPWR3DULVRQELNHVLVHDV\IRUWKHÀUVWELWOHDYH
the North Sea to the right. Where there are gaps in the land,
whopper bridges or cute ferries span seas. At Holland’s edge
in Cadzandbad’s summer frantic busy, chance took us inland
along a cooling canal to Retranchmant for picnic and nap under
tall trees in the village square. We wake to 100 other bikers on
a Sunday ride extracting their picnics, tables and chairs from
the support van. Then a leafy ride onto Brugge along canal
towpaths full of happy bikers passing barges of folk laughing
their way in the dappled sun and short sleeves past lush
meadows with poppies. Last time had carried on to ZeeBrugge
in drizzle, then turned left to Brugge through the everywhere’s
industrial side of town to feel it sadly functional, interesting,
unpretty, purposeful, and steamy as it powered the place with
energy and things. This way, and time, was light and joy and
charm. Same place, quite different.
Places to stay are everywhere and booked from the last
place’s free WiFi on the smartphone; ‘acco wherever’ on the
LQWHUQHWVHDUFKÀQGVDVHOHFWLRQWRVWD\QH[W,Q%UXJJHLWZDV
Hotel Fevery. At its reception, clocks showed times in Brussels,
New York, and Adelaide! The last due to family friends there,
so although far from home there is welcome in this symbolic
reconnection. Its courtyard could hold all of CHAOS’s cars
and its corner garage saw our precious bikes cozy and secure.
In deference, next breakfast, concierge Paul included a serve
of Vegemite prompting cheerful interchange. Concerned at
our, well my, lack of detailed itinerary based only on last year’s
Somers folk barge-biking Brugge to Paris to know it was
possible, if not exactly how, he presented a Googled-earth map
with a barger’s stopovers highlighted. And so the way was laid.
Rivers Schelde (Escaut in France), Somme and Oise would
take us to our goal. Towpaths alongside would keep us on the
HDV\ÁDWDQGRII WKHURDGV6RDIWHUWKHVLJKWVRI %UXJJHRQ
to Ghent. This time a wrong turn chasing a badly remembered
shortcut took us to its ‘dark side’ of town, giving another
‘reverse of the medal’ from my last time. Bicycle as a means
opposed to car or bus or train or plane to give deeper insight
to place is reinforced. Yet successive passings show we still
RQO\JHWDVXSHUÀFLDOJOLPSVHRI DOOHDFKSODFH·VPRRGV(DFK
experience coloured by weather, choice of way, season, and
WKHSHRSOH·VWHPSHU'DLO\GLVWDQFHVDUH²NPIRUWKUHHRU
four hours’ riding with lots of breaks for rest, coffee, photos or
picnic lunch. History rolls under our wheels passing ruins from
new and old wars and old age. One newish place was a folly in
form of a grand but ruined chateau.
Oodenaarde’s Steenhuys to stay caught the eye because
of ‘design by Stark’. “Wow,” as our door opened to look over
his work to the neighbouring 1000 years of cathedral from the
IRXUWKÁRRU7KHPLQLPDOLVWVW\OHLVDSSUHFLDWHGEHIRUHEHLQJ
trashed with our unpacking. Eschewing the Markt cafes, a
couple of blocks out found a door making lots of hearty noise
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from locals enjoying a warm summer eve in the beer garden.
Sebastian studies in Ghent and works the pub in summer.
His perfect English learnt from TV overcomes our dreadful
Flemish enabling our dinner order, and an insight to young hopes.
The language changed to French subtly a while before we
got there from Belgium. But the border was distinct and abrupt
enough. Our delightful concrete towpath, about two metres
wide, that had been our ‘road’ for weeks in the Netherlands
and Belgium, just stopped. This must be France. The grass is
not too bad, but gets worse and eventually we walk to a road
alongside where we discover other signs of the way. We have
stumbled onto a route of 1000 years of pilgrims and traders.
They say St James, one of Jesus’ disciples, was buried in
northern Spain. Faithful would leave from Amsterdam, walk to
Paris, then to Spain to pay homage. Along the way to witness
major sights, icons, holy artefacts, and each step a triumph to
add to one’s faith and stories to share. Gold, bronze or painted
scallops, point out the path that we now adopt.
We met others bicycling the route of St James, or Jaques,
or Jacobus. For higher virtue pilgrims use their own exertion,
so it’s walk or bike. Koos and Loos came from Haarlem near
Amsterdam. For two sunny afternoons we shared yarns of
their adventures enjoying the cool ales deserved after the day’s
riding. In close Lycra with a forward lean they were ‘serious’
ULGHUVYHUVXVRXUÁRSS\KDWORQJVOHHYHGVKLUWDQGWURXVHUV
IRUWKHVXQ7KH\GR²NPSHUGD\DYHUDJLQJNPSHU
KRXUWRRXUNPSHUKRXU7KH\KDGNPWRGRLQWKUHH
ZHHNVWRRXU2QRXU¶WRZQELNHV·WKHXSULJKWGLJQLÀHG
stance gives full view of the world we ride through, not just
of the pavement at our front wheel. Yet, in sharing our paths
we realise no way is better, we’ll all end at a similar place, in
different ways, in our own time. The important thing is to go.
TEDD WARDEN

