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Somers school camp in Canberra                     
ROD NUSKE and JAMES

Although the camp was back in May, 

record it in the Paper Nautilus because 
of the great ‘full of life’ photo and the 
excellent behaviour of the students.

As can be seen in the photograph 48 
(count them) grade 5 and 6 students from 
Somers spent four days in Canberra.

Their teachers reported that they 
showed exemplary behaviour and 
attitude in each venue they visited. The 
bus driver said the group was one of the 
best he had ever taken to Canberra and 
appreciated their beautiful manners and 
friendly personalities! The appreciation 
of their manners was further spoken 
of by a staff member at the Australian 
Museum with added comments that 
she was astounded by the intelligent 
questions asked and the children’s 
interest in the political process. Also an 
interesting part of their tour was taking 
part in a mock election and the passing 
of a ‘bill’ in the House of Representatives. 

Hi, I’m James. I went to Canberra for 
our school camp. It was really fun as 

we did a lot of things in the four days we 
spent there. The trip took about 11 hours, 
but it didn’t feel that long as I was next to 
Chris and we listened to a lot of music.

On the second day we went to the 
Australian War Memorial (a museum 
of war). There were a lot of interactive 
clothes and light shows; we weren’t 
allowed to wear our hats in there. After 
that we went to Questacon (which is 
basically Science Works but in Canberra) 
and there was a lot of things to do there 
involving science. My favourite part 
were the tubes that you put a small scarf 
in and then it is sent up in loops and it 
comes out of a tube and would hit you, 
but it doesn’t hurt. Later we had dinner 
which was roast lamb. After dinner we 
went to AIS which stands for Australian 
Institute of Sport where we played 
basketball in a wheelchair.

The third day was just as much fun. 

We went to the museum which was 
really good, and my favourite part was 
the giant wombat skeleton with tinted 
glass of a real giant wombat. We could 
create our own rocket and put it in a 
movie (there was so much to do). After 
that we went over to Old Parliament 
House, where we were told to wear white 
gloves because everything was really old 
and precious. On one activity we touched 
the screen on a computer and we were 

which were hidden around the room.                                                                                                                                           
For dinner we had spaghetti bolognaise 
which was the nicest dinner we had 
there.

On the fourth day we had an early 
start and went to Mt Pleasant lookout 
where we could see all of Canberra, 
also it was exactly parallel to the New 
Parliament House.     
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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:

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

Stories and examples of local creative endeavour.

Letters.

The Paper Nautilus will not become involved in party 
politics nor take sides on any issue.  However, we encourage 
readers to feel free to express their opinions on matters that 
concern them and the Somers community.

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 
Bronwen Gibbs – layout 
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, Rosebud
© Copyright remains with the authors & editors

Why I love 
the Store!
We asked some of the regulars at Somers General Store 
to tell us what it means to them. Here are their responses. 
[Surnames are withheld for privacy reasons.]  ROD NUSKE

Diana 
The Somers General Store Café is the connection point 
of our community. I love to meet my friends and family 
there in such a wonderful setting and our table always 

lives and in the Somers community. It makes me feel 
connected.   

To be able to have the odd candle-lit dinner with friends 
and walk home afterwards is an absolute dream. I’m living 
the dream!

Gail
I believe that the Store is an essential part of our 
community for the convenience, the opportunity for 
social interaction, the best coffee on the Peninsula and it 
provides a focal point to bring the community together. 
The special dinner evenings have been most enjoyable.

Shannon
Wonderful to have such a unique store so close to home.

Sue (1)
Love the way Leisa has transformed the building to a 
Café and Store. Enjoy the social side of interacting with 
locals and visitors. The products in the General Store are 
fantastic for presents and general cooking needs. It is a 
very much-needed asset for the community.

Rob
The Store is the village square for the Somers people 
and provides the necessary meeting place where there 
is food, coffee and warmth for all. 

Oona (aged 9)
I like Somers Store because it’s close to the beach and has 
a great view! The people at the counter are really easy 
to talk to and nice. You can have breakfast and then just 
walk down to the beach.  All the decorations are really 
cool and most of the food is home-made. I give Somers 
Store 10 out of 10.

Sue (2)
It’s a great comfort zone. I love catching up with the 
locals and the friendly staff. It’s a place full of wonderful 
memories of my childhood.
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Corrections
ROD NUSKE

Humble apologies for two er-
rors in ‘Australia’s greatest 

aviator?’about Lester Brain in 
our last issue (#52). Had it not 
been for super sleuth Jeremy 
Grant who assiduously reads 
every word in our publications, 
these errors would have gone 
unremarked. On page 22 in the 
third column, I erroneously stat-
ed that the distance from Clon-
curry to Camooweal is 864 miles. 
Jeremy, who is from Queensland, 
was aware that it should have 
read 193 miles! 

On page 24 the caption for 
the postcard should indicate 
that the plane featured was a 

done the Jeremy. You are now 
entitled to a free copy of the 
next issue.

Andrew
Focal point and destination for anyone 
visiting Somers. It represents Somers 
perfectly – a hidden treasure that can 
only be found if you are interested 
in exploring stores. It has a warm/
friendly environment that instantly 
makes you feel warm and relaxed.

Lisa (1)
The heart and soul of the Somers 
community, the Store is a very friendly 
place to meet family and friends. 
There is a lovely cosy atmosphere.

Jen
A great place to meet with friends 
and catch up.

Des
A great place to catch up with locals 
and discuss the country’s and global 
social issues. Also a wonderful source 
of encouragement for those who are 
feeling a wee bit ‘low’.

Sue (3)
Great meeting place to bring guests 
– friendly atmosphere. No one should 
be lonely as there is always someone 
to have coffee with.

Judy
A place to meet friends for coffee and 
for making new friends.

Lisa (2)
The SGS is the perfect seaside retreat 
in our hamlet of Somers where the 
coffee is amazing and the staff are 
warm and friendly.

Vanessa 
The Somers Store has been more than a 
meeting place with friends over the past 

space! Coffee and cake is consumed 
in abundance while discussing the 
latest fundraising tasks with local 
kinder and school mums and dads. 
Little ones are kept quiet with yummy 
milkshakes while concentrating on a 
pretend game of chess that can last 
for hours! This wonderful community 
space makes it possible for people to 
come together and share so much more 

Quite often parents take up the challenge of their children to play chess at the 
Store. It can be a ‘bonding’ time, but then again? This time it was a positive time 
spent between Paul Sandowsky and daughter Lyla demystifying the different 
movements of the chess pieces.

 

(logo)

SOUVENIR MUGS 
FOR SALE

$10 each

Lovely ivory-white mugs with 
the  logo 

around the base.

If you would like one or more 

please contact by email or 
phone:

deline@iinet.net.au 
0425 739 567

Pick-up or delivery within 
Somers and surrounds.  

Postage available.
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Mr Plinth is 80
BARRINGTON PLINTH

He didn’t want to be 80 but the 
calendar spoke the truth. He was 

not surprised to see the multitude at 
the ceremony; it’s a very big family, 
but if he was
himself 
box. Anyway, for the sake of economy, 
the proceedings were all recorded and 
they bore a strong similarity to a eulogy; 
which could be useful later on.  After 
all, it always seems a pity that some 
of the best things ever said about an 
individual are said at the funeral when 
the deceased is oblivious. Better to say 
all that at a high birthday when the 
subject person is still conscious.

When one is of advanced years (and 
advancing far too quickly, bother it!) 
you tend to look back at life and when 
you do, it can present as a series of 
episodes. 

Don’t you hate people who start 
quoting Shakespeare! They think 
they’re so smart. Just the same there 
is one passage in As You Like It that sums 
up life’s episodes so well that it’s worth 
setting down here:

All the world’s a stage and all the men 
and women merely players:

They have their exits and their 
entrances and one man in his time plays 
many parts, 

His acts being seven ages.

in the nurse’s arms.
And then the whining schoolboy, with 

his satchel and shining morning face.
Creeping like snail unwillingly to 

school.
And then the lover, sighing like furnace, 

with woeful ballad made to his mistress’ 
eyebrow.

Then the soldier, full of strange oaths 
and bearded like the pard, jealous in 
honour,

Sudden and quick in quarrel, seeking 
the bubble reputation, even in the cannon’s 
mouth.

Then the justice in fair round belly 
with good capon lined, with eyes severe 
and beard of formal cut,

Full of wise saws and modern 
instances. And so he plays his part.

The sixth age shifts into lean and 
slipper’d pantaloon, with spectacles on 
nose and pouch on side

His youthful hose, well saved, a world 
too wide for his shrunk shank; and his big 
manly voice

Turning again towards childish treble, 
pipes and whistles in his sound.

Last scene of all that ends this strange 
eventful history is second childishness

And mere oblivion, sans teeth, sans 
eyes, sans taste, sans everything.   

Oh dear!  The sixth age seems to 

shank and you could add to that, the 
disappearing buttocks but as for the 
piping voice: Plinth’s vocals seem to 
come out as more of a husky groan.

Anyway, it’s probably time to decide 
what kind of ancient you want to be. Do 
you want to be a SOT, a DOT or a WOT? 

SOT stands for ‘silly old thing’ but 
this may not be a good choice. Silly old 
things have probably been silly all their 
lives. DOT stands for ‘dear old thing’ 
but you need to be careful if you elect 
to go this way. Keep a beady eye out 
for sympathisers; they might be out to 
exploit you. WOT stands for ‘wise old 
thing’ but try vesting your wisdom on 
the young and just watch their eyes 
glaze over. Shakespeare’s ‘wise saws’ 
won’t get you anywhere. We should just 
accept that we are suffering from that 
common malady of the senior years, 
galloping irrelevance.

So what to do! Well, probably the 
best thing is to just be ourselves. 
Psychologists say that we can’t change 
our basic natures but we can try to 
understand ourselves and just live with 
it and at 80, you hope that the people 
around you will accept you as you are 
right now. No point in wondering what 
might have been or giving too much 
thought to the future.  

Still, there are some good things. You 
can make saucy remarks to people and 
no one will feel threatened. You might 
also be relieved of odious duties, like 
being obliged to attend parties where 
you will surely end up bored or even 
annoyed. You will no longer be expected 
to nurse leaky babies, go to the public 
baths or the snow and you won’t have 
to attend meetings or rallies to oppose 
something or other (that is if you ever 
did). The main thing is to be thankful 
for a life. We should just remember that 
of all the millions of little tadpoles our 
fathers spread around but never struck, 
ours just happened to hit the spot and 
here we are, eighty years later in lovely 

  

Business and Home 
fixed ADSL & wireless 3G 

data & networks. 
PC Maintenance. 

  

Websites. Shops. Email. 
Development. Hosting. Support. 

Domain & SEO Management. 
  

Business Systems Analysis. 
Project Management. 

  

Contact Matthew Taylor to discuss 
your needs in plain English 

or bits & bytes. 
  

support@itprofessor.com.au 
Phone Message  0400 963 064 

ITProfessor Pty Ltd - Box 424 Somers 
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Our mountain-bike Ellie
ROD NUSKE and ELLIE

Ellie has been involved with moun-
tain biking since the age of eight. 

Her father Adrian was a keen competi-
tor as is Ellie’s brother Cameron. She 
is a member of the Red Hill Mountain 
Bike Club which is providing financial 
support in her attempt to race in the 
World Championship Cross Country 
Races to be held at Hafjell, Norway in 
September.

Locally Ellie won the Victorian 
Schools Championships on 27 July at 
Dromana Secondary College where 
Adrian is a teacher. In March she 
won the Victorian Downhill Series 
for Women and followed that in April 
with coming second in the Juniors in 
the World Cup held in Cairns.

Colour photos of Ellie in action 

appeared in our December 2011 issue.
Providing family backup for the 

racing trio is Denise, a long-time 

school as a student and then returning 
as a teacher.

Local residents can support 
Ellie’s endeavour to reach Norway 
by providing a donation to the Red 
Hill Junior Development Account at 
Balnarring Bendigo Bank.

in such a race Ellie has written the 
following thoughts on competing at 
Cairns:

Ellie’s tale 
If I were to pack this piece full of 
analogies it would go something like 

this: Cairns was as slippery as the 
soap you use to clean off the mud after 
a ride in the rain; as dirty as the name 
of my ‘Dirty Dan’ tyres which handled 
the track superbly; initially, as scary 
as riding behind a first-time clipped-
in rider. But it was an experience that 
I have nothing to compare with. 

As a girl born to a mountain-bike 
enthusiast, I was ‘guided’ into the 
sport at just nine years of age. By the 
age of 10 I had made my first podium 
at the Otway Odyssey 15 km event 
in the under 18s category and from 
there I developed a love for mud, off-
road tracks and big rocks. It had been 
my goal to represent my country in 
mountain biking for about four years 
but if someone had told me it would 
be for downhill racing, I would have 
considered them crazy. 

The track walk prior to the 
race was a lot of fun (in between 
moments of panic as I tried to pick 
a line through the infamous rock 
garden) and I loved experiencing it 
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International 
Mud Day 
at kinder
SONIA ROWLEY

We celebrated International Mud 
Day at kinder at the end of term.

How much fun do you remember 
jumping in muddy puddles? Well the 
children will remember the fun they 
had at kinder. 

International Mud Day was created 
between two kinder teachers, one from 
Western Australia and the other from 

sensory play but both had concerns. 
The Australian teacher was concerned 

about dirty clothes for parents to wash; 
the Nepalese teacher explained how 
her children only owned one set of 
clothes. So the Australian children 
raised $1000 for new clothes for the 
Nepalese children. What a lovely story.

The children came to kinder in their 
oldest clothes and gumboots. While 
they were clean each child made their 
individual pizza for lunch. Once outside 
there were no boundaries – the muddier 
the better for some, while others chose 
to enjoy observing those in the mud 
from the comfort of the cubby. 

used spades and hands to dig for hidden 
dinosaur treasures.  Who could resist a 
huge jump in the deepest puddle only 

If happiness was judged on the 
sprays of mud on your face, many 

with the Australian team, and the odd 
Frenchman pointing to plants asking 
me: “Dangerous? Dangerous?” 

After my first run through the 
jungle, I had a lot of adrenalin, a whole 
lot of mud and a huge smile. My first 
few runs were my favourite as the 
conditions and track were awesome – 
muddy but not destroyed, and not too 
much rain so I could still see through 
my goggles. My seeding run was a 
taste of what was to come in my race 
run, as I rode/fell down the track that 
had now become a mud bath. I felt like 
a bit of a rock star at the bottom; there 
were interviewers who asked for a 
few words, little kids whose hands 
I high-fived and my family, friends 
and Red Hill Riders Club members 
who have been supportive to me 
throughout my Cairns campaign. 

The final event day had come and 
it was by far the biggest. I was kitted 
out in brand new ‘fox’ clothing, with a 
custom jersey by Magneto Industries. 
A well-respected coach and friend of 
mine, JZ, once said: “If you don’t think 
about or notice your bike or gear, don’t 
change a thing because it’s working 
perfectly”.  Which it was. 

I passed the line of people waiting 
to get into the event village and loaded 
up my Cube Two15-speed machine 
to be transported to the top. Before 
taking a moment to take in the view 
and absorb the high presence of 
mountain-biking legends, I headed 
off down the track to complete my 
first ever World Cup event. I heard 
the crowd at the rock garden before 
I saw it, and it truly was surreal. I 
couldn’t help but smile as I made my 
way down the track, which was more 
distinctively marked by spectators 
than bunting. 

My overall Cairns experience was 
amazing, unforgettable and hopefully 
just the start of a wonderful journey. 
I was happy to finish 2nd in ‘juniors’, 
and 20th in ‘elite women’ wearing 
the Aussie colours. I couldn’t have 
had this opportunity without my 
amazingly supportive and investing 
parents, my sponsors Torq Australia, 
my mountain-bike club the Red Hill 
Riders, local bike shop Sealy’s Cycles, 
Magneto Industries and my little 
brother – who hardly ever gets a 
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Trip
LINDSAY PULLIN

Years ago during my apprenticeship 
in the trades I came across a man 

nicknamed Trip. He was a quiet bloke 
but the senior tradesmen warned me to 
be careful of him. He was renowned for 
having a quick temper and would quickly 
settle any dispute, no matter how trivial, 

family which wasn’t that well off. He 
obviously made it his aim to make sure 
his quality of life would be far better. 

and tidy. His kit was spotless and he 
was without doubt a master tradesman. 
Being me I always made it a point to say 
hello and ask an odd question just to try 

with him before I got a reaction. A senior 
tradesman politely told me one day to 
‘back off’ and I did. But just the same 
Trip was polite with clipped answers. 

One day at lunchtime Trip pulled 
up having come back from down the 
street getting his lunch. An old fellow 
was busy gathering some wood from 
the offcut pile. Well we all heard Trip 
rip into the man, telling him this wasn’t 
the benevolent society, and why didn’t 
he go down to the hardware store and 
buy his wood like everyone else. Talk 
about cringe.

The old fellow sidled off with an 
empty wheelbarrow and Trip came in and 
sat down. No one was game to say a word 
except the foreman. He didn’t even lower 
his newspaper, he just spoke quietly and 
calmly through it to no one in general.

We all heard what he said, Trip 
included. “Yeah, he collects offcuts from 
the throw-out pile and makes toys for 
sick and disadvantaged kids he does, 
retired tradesman himself.’’ You could 
have heard a pin drop. I was the only 
one daring to look at Trip and he was 
as solid as a rock, totally unmoved, not 
caring less.

That night Trip worked back when 
we all left for home. Next day when 
we arrived at work the leftover pile 
had disappeared. Apparently Trip had 
quietly asked the foreman where the 
old fellow lived and after we’d gone he 
loaded up his ute with the wood and took 
it all around, whereupon he apologised.

From that day on we all noticed a 
slow change in Trip. He came out of his 
shell and was a different man. 

It was many years later that I learned 
that he and the old man had become 
close friends. Trip became his endless 
supplier of wood and together they 
made toys for sick and disadvantaged 
children. I think of Trip now and then; 
I never saw him again but I’ll always 
remember that day when an old man 
with a wheelbarrow scrounging wood 
opened a window in Trip’s life and let 

Balnarring 1st 
Scouts Victoria 
at RW Stone 
Pavilion 
KARINA SMITH

Scouting is about learning by 
doing. 
Scouts experience all sorts of 

endeavours and activities, identify 
their strengths, learn about 

and self-realisation.
Adults can also gain much 

from being part of the Scouting 
movement. 

Leaders and volunteers gain 
satisfaction and pleasure in 
contributing to the community 
and their child’s development; 
they can experience personal 

and help to build a better world 
for children.

If your child (or you, we welcome 
new Leaders) is interested in 
joining the Balnarring 1st Scouts, 
please contact Karina Smith 
(Group Leader) on 0427 590 739.

Wednesdays:  4.30–5.30pm, 
Balnarring 1st Scouts (Joey 
group), Somers Hall

Wednesdays:  6.30–7.30pm, 
Balnarring 1st Scouts (Cub 
group), Somers Hall

Fr iday s:   7.00 –9.00pm, 
Balnarring 1st Scouts (Scout 
group), Somers Hall
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The 
McCutcheons: 
a couple 
of Kiwis
BARRY MERTON

They don’t sound like Kiwis – they 
don’t say ‘fush and chups’ – but Ray 

and Margaret’s credentials certainly 
stack up; both born and happily bred 
in New Zealand but in adulthood, taken 
by fortune to Australia for their careers. 
Family life followed in Beaumaris and 

settling in their eyrie in Somers. And it 

has installed a lift in the house so even 
when they’re old and doddery, they will 
be able to access the three levels in their 
house by pressing buttons.

We sometimes wonder why New 
Zealanders leave their lovely country. 
For instance, Margaret grew up on a 
sheep farm (yes sheep), in Temuka, 

not far from Christchurch on the south 
island. From her bedroom window she 
could see the Southern Alps and when it 
was time for school, she hopped on her 
bike and rode to the very small school 
house to join the seven other children 
in her class. Later, on completion of her 
secondary education, Margaret went 
to a unique training school to study 
human biology and dental therapy, 
training on a treadle machine. The 
latter studies led to a career in teeth, 
twixt mothering duties with family. 
These are happy memories and some 
highlights of her life in New Zealand 

was a keen private aviator and one can 
only imagine the marvellous views they 
would have seen from the cockpit, 

Speaking of Ray, he was born in 
Lower Hutt near Wellington on the 
north island. He went to the local 
primary school and completed his 
secondary education at Hutt Valley High 
School. Ray’s father was an engineer 
and diesel mechanic and he had a large 
and fully equipped workshop. If you 
were looking for Ray you would always 
know where to start. He would most 
likely be in the workshop, happily 
infusing himself with practical skills 

that would serve him well as time went 
on.

Ray was accepted at Canterbury 
University where he studied electrical 
engineering. That was the main game, 
but of course there were plenty of other 
games to play as part of university 
life. Ray boarded in a university 
hostel which comprised a number of 
dilapidated wooden houses where ‘the 
livin’ was easy’ and informal.

Enter Margaret! She met Ray in his 
bedroom which was very small and 
made smaller by the presence of lots 
of partying students. It was standing 
room only which was probably just as 
well! This didn’t stop Ray introducing 
Margaret to Bacardi and Coke and 
suggesting they meet again somewhere 
less crowded. Thus was initiated a 
pursuit by Ray but it turned out to be 
a sprint rather than a marathon. He 
was introduced to the folks and they 
approved. Margaret says she was 
engaged at 19 and married at 20.

Like many Aussies and Kiwis, 
Ray and Margaret set off on the well-
beaten path to England, bought a tiny 
Ford Anglia van. Driving around the 
UK – sleeping in the van – they met 
other New Zealanders, watched the 
All Blacks at Twickenham and Cardiff 
Arms Park and after a year, returned 
home stony broke. Ray was employed 
by Westinghouse as a power electronics 
engineer where he could exercise his 
acquired skills. Subsequently he was 
head-hunted by Westinghouse Brake 
and Signal in Australia and so came 
the big move across the Tasman. Ray 
says coming into that job opened many 
opportunities and ultimately he became 
Managing Director. 

Anyway Ray and Margaret and 
their two children settled in Beaumaris 
where they already had friends, met 
many other parents from the children’s 
schools (as you do) and they lived 
there for 20 years; but when it came 
to the ultimate move, their sights 
were set on Western Port. They had 
experienced camping at Shoreham and 
they liked it enough to start looking 
for an opportunity to build a house 
somewhere in the area. This is where 
Somers came in. It could be said that Ray 
is a handyman bar none. So they found 
a block in Tasman Road and set about 
designing and building their home. Ray 
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got neighbours in Somers to assist with 
concreting and bricklaying but did just 
about everything else on his own.

While Ray was now retired, 
Margaret carried on with her drilling, 

Springvale and Dandenong area and, as 
a contribution, she volunteered to spend 
a month in Northern India working on 
the teeth of Tibetan refugees. The last 
few years she worked in a mobile dental 
van treating children with special needs 
on the Mornington Peninsula.

It could be said that Ray is more 
of a public person than Margaret. He 
goes around the village making things 

the so-called Monday Masters, serves 
as secretary for the Somers Residents 
Association and is currently Vice 
President of the Balnarring Men’s 
Probus Club.

To passers-by, the McCutcheon house 
is like a large music box. Ray had not 
touched a keyboard for 40 years but is 
now playing good classical piano music 
with a will and for sixpence, Margaret 
will bring out her piano accordion and 
provide rousing accompaniment for 
some good old songs.

border collie dog called Toby; he barks 
ferociously at visitors coming up the 
drive but lets his performance down 
by, at the same time, wagging his tail so 
hard that his backside nearly falls off.

So for Ray and Margaret there are 
plenty of plusses and their decision 
to live in Somers is one they have 
absolutely no regrets about. In fact they 
just love everything about this special 

Behind the 
scenes
DAVID GILL

A little-known group has been 
working on your behalf over the 

past six years.
It is called the Red Hill Ward 

Consultative Group made up of 
representatives from the villages on 
this side of the Southern Peninsula. 
This group raises local issues with the 
Mornington Peninsula Shire Council 
and government agencies and also 
provides our local councillor with 
feedback.

Somers, Balnarring Beach, Red Hill, 
Shoreham, Flinders and similar places 
have Community Associations mainly 
concerned with local issues. 

They send their reps to monthly 
meetings and gather support for 
matters such as new ambulance 

safety, improved recreation reserves, 
cultural facilities and environment and 
planning issues.

The idea is to have a larger voice 
and more momentum as improvements 
often take patience and persistence to 
accomplish.

As the rep from Balnarring Beach 
Community Association I have gained 
an insight into the recent workings of 
our Shire Council.

It has developed mechanisms 
to delay and obviate the will of the 
community while pursuing their own 

For example, a much-needed toilet block 
takes four years to complete because 
we are expected to believe that you 
allow 12 months for the budget process, 
12 months for planning, 12 months for 
design and 12 months to build. This 
in an age where most council work is 

Of course many civic-minded people 
are worn out by this never-ending 
process and begin to believe that their 
local community may never achieve 
worthwhile aims and improvements.

As you may know we have a council 
by-election in August due to the early 
retirement of the sitting councillor, 
Frank Martin. 

There is a higher than usual number 
of candidates (17) because of a delicate 
balance between open-minded and pro-

The Red Hill ward makes up about 
45% of the area of the Mornington 
Peninsula Shire. Within its boundaries 
are most of the environmentally 
sensitive areas, rural villages and 
farmland that help make the Mornington 
Peninsula the place we love. However 
we have only one councillor for the 
whole ward, as opposed to10 from the 
more populous areas of the Shire, so 
our choice is very important.

The problem in choosing a new 
councillor is how do we differentiate 
between candidates?

History shows that they say the 
same things such as ‘lower rates, care 
for the environment, we’ll listen to 
you’.  Then comes the disappointment 
and nothing seems to happen, much to 

more or less left to pursue their own 
‘we know what is good for you’ agenda.

Let’s look at the record of candidates 
and not what they say. Look for 
character and ability and try to see 
through the inevitable ‘running mate’ 
strategy of politicised groups.

It is important for the Mornington 
Peninsula that we build on the 
endeavours of the Red Hill Ward 
Consultative Group in tackling the real 
issues in our area. 

Talk to people from your local 
Community Association, they usually 
have a fair idea of the sort of person 



12.

From grey to green
SUE KING

Stell anyone”. A place you have to be 
drawn into as one must purposefully seek 
her out. We bought our place a day after 

and moved in part-time on my second 
son Aaron’s birthday and my wedding 

son Brett. 
I seemed to reclaim my childhood.
I married an Aussie son of a sheep 

farmer from the Western District, 
worlds apart from my upbringing in 
inner-city Manchester, right next to 
the largest industrial estate, Trafford 
Park. I suffered from bronchitis from 
the coal everyone used to burn (turning 
our clothes grey on the washing line). I 
loved nature. 

As a lonely, rather sad child I used 
to take great joy and excitement in the 

with the seasons. Our gardens were 
connected by low fences or no fences 
with little gates between friends and 
my mother borrowed and shared what 
she had. Solitary bumblebees lived in 
a hole under our battered and broken 

defying gravity. Blue tits pecked at the 
top of milk delivered by the milkman, 
pecking through the aluminium top to 
get the cream; and robin redbreasts 
sat on forks in the ground out of the 
fallen winter snow. I think by 7 I had 
discovered every movement and every 
home of all that lived there.  

Just as my discovery seemed complete 
with my understanding of patterns at 
maybe 7 or 8, somebody tripped over a 

of those that lined all the streets of the 
estate where I lived. The council was 
also worried that the row of Morello 
cherry trees alongside the newly made 
path from the dirt would be slippery 
so they removed them all for fear of 
litigation – even the stumps – and with 
it they took my happiness. 

I could no longer hear the air rush 
through the trees or watch them sway 
in gentle summer breezes; no more barn 

redbreasts or blue tits or bumblebees 
and my world became the industrial 
grey from which they had so long 
shielded me. 

The next year, on mother’s day, I 
bought a small tree from a market in a 
place called Altrincham. The market no 
longer exists because they introduced 

for overstaying their welcome. So, 
unwelcome, they went to out-of-town 
shopping malls and the town started 
to die. The market and all its traders 
who hustled and bustled and cried out 
the price of potatoes and carrots were 
also gone.

However my tree remained, big and 

that I had checked went deep into the 
ground but did not spread out. One day 
my father chopped it in half because he 

brush with real ignorance – so there it 
stood for me to watch every day, my 
shapeless amputated tree, planting 
seeds of my aversion to injustice. 

I found nature, despite my loss of 
trees. At 8 years old I found my best 
friend from the Kelly family, an Irish 
girl whose mother made the most foul 
tea and had the darkest dirtiest house 
and did not wash the mugs once a day, 
far less often than her children. Dawn 
had horses and hamsters in her massive 
garden with a small house, home to the 
throng of children. I found nature again 
among the apple trees and the veggie 
patch and the chickens. In November 

wheels and sparklers and chestnuts. 
The ground was always muddy from the 

“I could no longer hear the 
air rush through the trees or 
watch them sway in gentle 
summer breezes …”

Martin Dixon 
visits Somers 

Mr Martin Dixon, currently the 
Minister for Education in the state 

government, visited Somers last Friday 
to meet the local community. Under the 
restructure of Victorian seats which is 
undertaken periodically by the Electoral 
Commission, Somers will become part of 
the seat of Nepean from the next state 
election.  

T he me e t i n g  pr ov ide d a n 
opportunity for Mr Dixon to meet with 
Somers residents and discover what 
the key issues are for the residents of 
Somers. About 15 people attended the 
meeting held in the car park outside 
Somers Store. The Somers Residents 
Association was well represented, 
with Mr Kingsley Culley providing a 

projects being undertaken. Mr Dixon 
also heard about the growth of Somers 
Primary School and the plans the 
Education Department has developed to 
manage the extra numbers. Mrs Louise 
Adams also spoke regarding the Somers 
Arts Fair, issuing an invitation to Mr 
Dixon to be part of the day.

Despite the cold weather the 
residents were able to orient Mr Dixon 
effectively to the needs of the Somers co

Reported by a resident in 
attendance at the meeting.

Puns for         
educated minds
How does Moses make his tea? Hebrews 
it.

Venison for dinner again? Oh deer!

A cartoonist was found dead in his 
home. Details are sketchy.

I used to be a banker, but then I lost 
interest.

Haunted French pancakes give me the 
crepes.

England has no kidney bank, but it does 
have a Liverpool.
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horses yet we rode her little ponies bare-
back in the back garden as I fought my 
way through my allergy to fur instead 

had in those days. 
Inspired by Jacques Cousteau, at 16 

I found a love of the oceans as I learned 
to scuba dive with the money I earned 
from my after-school jobs as a waitress, 

jelly in the North Sea, monster lobsters in 

and mine levels and dived through kelp 
in the English Channel, swaying with the 
tides like an astronaut on a space ship. 

for wings as respite from my work in 
sales and marketing. Barton Aerodrome 
was a grass airstrip, of classic triangular 

many novices like me. I got my wings 

clear days across the Menai Straits in 
Wales – among many other adventures. 

I have been guided up and down 
Nepal, across unsafe bridges with the 
chatter of monkeys in distant forests, 

laughter echoing across mountains. 
Staying with local Nepali families or 
in tents we heard of Edmond Hillary 
and his legacy of schools or discovered 

go to India; the people get light but the 
arteries to downstream are cut, cutting 
off water to the land downstream. We 
celebrated with the people at a Buddhist 
temple near Lukla airport high in the 
mountains, en route to Everest base 
camp and for us en route to Australia. 

After 13 years here we found Somers. 
We will keep our little house as it is, we 

will build on the biodiversity and if I 

risk fences. We have put in a pond and 
I can hear the common froglet now as 
I write – rain must be coming; we now 
have pobblebonks too. We have removed 
pittosporums and other pest species 
like agapanthus and are replacing 

them gradually with things attractive 
to nature. We will put up little nests for 
micro bats to keep away the mosquitoes 
(not that they exist in permanent water 
like ponds anyway). We prefer frogs to 

nibble at least the tails of the tadpoles 
so they cannot co-exist. It’s a shame 
there isn’t more marshy land in Somers. I 
believe there used to be on the foreshore 
but it was drained because the people 
won that one and I hear the little birds 

the foreshore.  
Someone said to me: “It’s great here, 

sea grass washing up – it spoils the 
beauty”. That is the very sea grass upon 

what would be removed if the port was 
expanded; along with a whole swathe 
of ecosystem. 

Now the Somers General Store, the 
hub of Somers. I understand at one time 
it was a quiet little shop, not a vibrant 
café owned by the delightful Leisa, 
who brings her beautiful glass art and 
creativity into the space and joy into 

and good coffee.  A few weeks ago with 
their new chef they got a new menu with 
lots of little meals and a smoothie for 
kids. Art classes, events and dinner, so 
much love and creative energy put into 
the place, and next door, the wonderful 

The loss of the garden was sad for my 
children – I hear the reason my children 
can no longer play in the garden and 
enjoy the trees and the lavender and sit 
on benches and imagine an ice-cream in 
the old van is that some do not like the 
noise. How sad that some do not like 

the sound of children playing and have 
had use of the garden removed. With it 
they took my children’s joy. It’s a shame 
that these decisions seem to be on an 
individual basis when in fact, a whole 
happy community is affected. My little 
boy aged 4 was today longingly peering 
over a bench into the garden looking 
at me with his big eyes asking why. He 

great solace; he doesn’t have that now. 
The crossing at the café seems over 

the top and I fear the same will happen 
with the paths. Nature will be driven 
further away with more paths; wildlife 
likes to be where people are not and 
the shy ones, the more sensitive will 
be driven out. Would it not be better 
to take time over years and little by 
little make changes so that it grows 
with the environment here in Somers? 
If only people had been asked what was 
their priority. Remember that weeds 
will become a problem and Round-up 
will get sprayed all along the edges and 

run into the soil and further damage 
the ecosystem. Tree roots will need 
to be removed so more trees than 
one imagines will go. But then I have 
issues with pavements and trees. At 
times I look at some of the more recent 
developments in Somers with their 
tarmac paths and wonder what beauty 

myself like the Lorax, a defender of the 
trees. There are plenty of places where 
people do not have to fear a limb falling 
on a house or some critter popping out 
from the bush, or leaves on the ground, 
concrete paths and crossings. It’s called 
suburbia. What is rare is what we have 
now, here. 

I continue to advocate for our 
environment. I spoke recently as one 
of Al Gore’s Climate Speakers to Somers 
Primary School and was joyful that the 
kids came up to me after, recognised me 
in Balnarring and Somers and said how 
much they enjoyed it. It brought great 
joy to my heart. Maybe around age 7 is 
the quintessential time that we decide 
what we love and then take a lifetime 

“[I]dived through kelp 
in the English Channel, 
swaying with the tides like 
an astronaut on a space ship 
... I got my wings and took 

on gin-clear days …”

“I can hear the common 
froglet now as I write – rain 
must be coming …”

“What is rare is what we have 
now, here.”
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Open Night at    
Somers Primary School

Young Harry Taylor is quite earnest in showing his father 
Simon some of his own art work.

As part of the science course the children program these BEE-

Xavier and Zoe show their parents John and Catriona 
Warbrunn the wonders of the new technical age. 

The ability to tell the time is oh so important so Fyonn has 
assured her father and her teacher Britney Edwards.

One of the most popular lessons at school must be cooking. 
Especially if you are allowed to sample the end results and 
only, of course, if the process has been successful as it has quite 
obviously been this time. With big smiles on their faces are 
Cody, Heath, Ryan and Eloise, while their mentor, Teacher’s 
Aide Heather Buckingham, is there guiding them in being self-
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ROSEMARY BIRNEY

June 2014 in Somers started out cold 
and wet but on the 11th and 12th days 

of June the rain held off and gave us two 
gentle, misty, grey, wintry days in which 
to perform a miracle.

On the 11th a courageous local 
volunteer collected nearly 800 plants 
from Kareelah Bush Nursery and carried 
the boxes down to the bottom of the 
Williams Point Track – leaving the plant 
boxes organised in species and in place 
for the next morning. It was a huge effort 
– thank you John.

Then early on the 12th two other 
volunteers began carrying tools, 

down the hill.
One of the volunteers then carried 

200 litres of water in10-litre buckets 
down the very steep hill with water 
donated by a very kind neighbour. Thank 
you Ian and Anthony.

The plants were then laid out 
on the naked dune edge. They are 
predominantly dune grasses with some 
Coastal Stipas, Knobby Club Rush, Silver 
Salt Bush, Salt Berry Bush, Coastal Tea 
Tree, Coastal Beard Heath and Boobiallas, 
with Poa Lab for the black clay cliff and 
some Microlena still to plant.

Then (can we please have a drum roll 
here) the Franklyn Scholar Conservation 
and Land Management students arrived!

These wonderful young people 
worked quickly and carefully, working 
from the eastern end of the dune to the 

plants were in the ground and when 
Anne Doran sounded her drum from the 
top of the hill to announce that lunch was 
served there were only a few plants left 
to put in!

The rain and wild weather that 
has followed the planting has been 
fantastic for the new plants as they are 
in very sandy soil and need to get well 
established before the hot, dry weather 
arrives.

Please take a walk down the Williams 
Point Track and have a look at the miracle 
that has been performed.

And please spare a grateful thought 

 

 

A miracle on the dune edge
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Raw food 
treats

A good friend has been 
raving about the delicious 
raw food recipes she’s been 
making for family and 
friends lately. If like me, 
you thought a raw food diet 
consisted of carrot sticks, 
salad and celery, you will 
be utterly amazed at the 
variety and diversity of the 
raw-food recipes available. 

I have a sweet tooth so I was 
particularly impressed with 
my friend’s raw desserts. 
Imagine how excited I was 
to discover how easy it is 
to transform my favourite 
treats into guilt-free health 
foods loaded with vitamins 
and minerals. 

Raw food devotees believe 
heating food destroys 
nutrients and natural 
enzymes. They believe this 
loss of essential nutrients 
causes anything from 
headaches to chronic disease. 
There is little scientific 
evidence to back up these 
claims. However, I am 
happy to include raw recipes 
in my family’s normal diet 
because the ingredients 
are unprocessed and laden 
with nutrients compared 
to traditional treats which 
are full of saturated fats, 
processed flour and sugar.

I find the raw desserts 
included easy to prepare 

and most importantly, my 
children love them.   

Imagine your family’s 
delight when you say: “Let’s 
have chocolate truffles and 
hot chocolate for afternoon 
tea.” 

I have included a raw 
tiramisu; although it’s a 
more involved recipe, it is 
well worth the effort, as it 
looks spectacular and tastes 
delicious. You can adjust the 
strength of the coffee to suit 
your taste. It is great for 
special occasions. 

All the recipes included 
contain raw cacao. I love 
cacao as it is richer and 
creamier than cocoa. 

Why cacao and not cocoa? 

Cacao is prepared at very low 
temperatures therefore leaving 
intact many of the nutrients 
found naturally in chocolate. 
See below for its nutritional 
value. Cocoa is processed at 
higher temperatures which 
destroy many of the vitamins 
and minerals. You can 
substitute cacao powder for 
any recipe requiring cocoa. 

health food shops, online and 
some supermarkets are now 
stocking it in the health food 
aisle.

Cacao products cost more 
than cocoa but less is needed 
as it is so much richer and 
creamier. A little goes a long 
way.                         

The nutritional value of raw 
cacao powder: 

Fats
Carbohydrates
Protein
Dietary Fibre
Potassium
Phosphorus
Magnesium
Calcium
Iron
Sodium

Raw vegan tiramisu
Ingredients:
Base layer 1
2 cups Hazelnut meal
4tblsps rice malt syrup
1tblsp chilled espresso 
¼ cup raw cacao powder
1tsp vanilla extract
pinch salt
Raw coconut cake layer 2
1 cup raw cashews (soak for 
2 hours)

½ cup rice malt syrup
¼ cup cold-pressed extra        
 virgin coconut oil
¼ cup coconut water
1tsp vanilla extract
Creamy mousse layer 3
1 cup raw cashews (soak for  
 2 hours)
1 cup cold-pressed extra    



17.

Combine everything but 
the shredded coconut in 
a blender and blend until 
smooth. 
Take small handfuls and 
roll into balls and roll in the 
coconut. 
Put into a container and 
refrigerate.
                                                          

 virgin coconut oil
¼ cup rice malt syrup
¼ cup coconut cream
5 Medjool dates, pips   
 removed
1tblsp raw cacao powder
1tsp vanilla extract
pinch of salt
Espresso choc topping layer 4
1/3 cup extra virgin coconut  
 oil, melted
¼ cup rice malt syrup
¼ cup raw cacao powder
1 tsp chilled espresso coffee
1tsp vanilla extract

Method
1. For the base place all 

the ingredients in a high-
speed food processor or 
blender.

2. Blend until ingredients look 
like biscuit dough.

3. In round silicon moulds, 
press mixture evenly along 
the base.

4. Set aside.

5. For Raw coconut cake 
layer place raw cashews 
into the blender or 
processor.

6. Blend until the cashews 
are of a meal consistency.

7. Add the remainder of the 
ingredients, blend until a 

8. Spread evenly over base 
layer. Set aside in the 
freezer.

9. For Creamy mousse layer 
blend or process the raw 
cashews.

10.  Blend cashews to a meal 
consistency.

11. Add all the ingredients 
and blend until smooth 
and creamy.

12. Evenly spread the creamy 
mousse over the top of 
the raw coconut cake 
layer.

13. Place in the freezer for 2 
hours.

14. For the Espresso choc 
topping place all 
ingredients into a large 
bowl and whisk together 
until a runny choc 
consistency.

15. Pour evenly over the top 
of the creamy mousse.

16. Place in the freezer 
overnight.

17. Before serving, sprinkle 
sieved raw cacao powder 
over the top.

Makes 16

 8 dates
1 avocado
1 tablespoon organic dark 
agave syrup or honey
2 tablespoons of ground 
chia
organic shredded coconut 
(preservative free)

Raw chocolate coconut balls

The yummiest hot 
chocolate ever! 
Serves 2
2 cups of milk – can be dairy, 
almond, soy, coconut, etc.
1 heaped teaspoon of raw 
cacao powder
½ teaspoon ground cinnamon
½ teaspoon vanilla extract
1 teaspoon of honey
Combine milk, cacao, 
cinnamon and vanilla in 
a small pot. Heat gently. 
Sweeten to taste.
You can add or delete 
ingredients to suit your own 
taste.

Bibliography: 
www.liveloveeatraw.com.au/raw-

Great raw food recipe and 
product websites:
Kemisrawkitchen.com.au
lovingearth.net
www.rawpower.com.au
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Where the Wild Things Are

 
Written and illustrated by Maurice 
Sendak
(HarperCollins)
 

Toutstanding children’s literature. It 
is also a timeless classic that sits in the 

bookshelves across several generations. I 
read it as a child and my children are now 
delighting in it, laughing with it, stomping 
to it and growling at it.

has been re-printed numerous times. 
It is dominated by unique illustrations 
which are supported by only 338 words. 
Sendak is both the author and illustrator 
but this book is a wonderful example of 
his strong illustrator origins. He is well 
known for his pen and ink technique 
with cross-hatching in a 19th century 
etching style with the resultant gloomy 
look. The images of the wild things are 
based on the Yiddish expression ‘vilde 
chaya’ which translates to wild animals 
and is used to describe rowdy children. 
Amusingly Sendak used caricatures of 

his uncles and aunts as the wild things; 
memories of his childhood relatives with 
their frightening expressions being his 
inspiration. 

it did not receive the critical acclaim 
that subsequently came its way. It was 
considered too dark with too many 
negative themes – its main plot being 
that of a boy’s tantrum and anger and 
expressing it with his wild side. It was 
a couple of years, with many children 

on library shelves and was recognised 
positively by critics. 

The plot is based around a little boy 
called Max who misbehaves and chases 
his dog with a fork. He is scolded by his 
mother so he roars at her: “I will eat you 
up” and gets sent to his room without 
supper. Max uses this time in his room 
to imagine all sorts of wild things and 
his imagination sails him away to a 
magical place. The transformation of 

KARINA SMITH

Charlie and Lola
Written and illustrated by Lauren 
Child

The Charlie and Lola picture books 
(and television series) are loved by 

children and adults for their quirky sense 
of humour and the honest statements that 

children make. I Will Not Ever Never Eat 
a Tomato 
and Lola books that author and illustrator 
Lauren Child published in 2000. Each book 
(and television series) starts with the 
touching line, “I have this little sister Lola. 
She is small and very funny.” Charlie and 

inquisitive sister and Charlie the patient 
and loyal older brother. Lola is always busy, 
forever asking questions and often puzzled 
by life events, such as eating vegetables, 
loose teeth and going to school. Charlie 
patiently looks out for her, entertains her 
and guides her in growing up.

I Will Not Ever Never Eat a Tomato 
is a story of Lola’s fussy eating. She 
will “absolutely not” eat carrots, peas, 
potatoes, mushrooms, spaghetti, eggs or 
sausages”. “And I absolutely will not ever 
never eat a tomato,” says Lola. Fussy eater 
indeed. Charlie, who has the patience of 
a saint, manages to slowly bring Lola 
around by convincing her that:

“These are not carrots, these are 
twiglets from Jupiter.” 

“These are not peas, of course they 
are not, these are green drops from 
Greenland.”

“Oh this isn’t mash. People often think 

pointiest peak of Mount Fuji.” 

Lola works her way through a whole 
range of foods that she ‘supposedly’ 

tomato. She enjoys it and cheekily says: 
“Moonsquirters are my favourites”.  

Each of the book titles is very 
childlike and tongue-in-cheek:

I Will Not Ever Never Eat a Tomato; 
I’m Really Ever So Not Well; I Completely 
Know About Guinea Pigs; We Honestly Can 
Look After Your Dog; My Wobbly Tooth 
Must Ever Not Ever Never Fall Out.

The illustrations are naive and 
humorous, using a range of mixed media 
– magazine cuttings, collage, pen and ink, 
water colour and materials. The simple 
but beautiful facial expressions of the 
characters capture children perfectly. 

Lauren Child the author and 
illustrator lives in the United Kingdom. 
She studied art at the City and Guild of 
London Art School. She worked for a 
design agency until 2003, and now writes 
full time. Child was appointed a Member 
of the Order of the British Empire 
(MBE) in 2010 for her contributions to 
literature. The television series Charlie 
and Lola was made in 2005 and 26 
episodes have been made in total; Child 
was an Associate Producer. Charlie and 
Lola has sold throughout the world and 
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Max’s room from a bedroom into the 
wild-thing forest is a work of art. 

Max becomes ‘king of the wild things’ 
and leads a wild rumpus. At this point 
in the book there is no text, allowing 
the reader/child to create their own 
dialogue, roar, stomp, or whatever takes 
their fancy. By and by Max begins to feel 
lonely and “want[s] to be where someone 
love[s] him best of all”. So he gives up 
being king of where the wild things are, 
in other words, he recovers from his 
tantrum, and sails towards home. I think 
the last three pages of the book are the 
most powerful textually:

“[Max] sailed back over a year and 
in and out of weeks and through a day 
and into the night of his very own room 
where he found his supper waiting for 
him and it was still hot.”

in his own room with a relieved look 
on his face and the ultimate discovery 
that supper is waiting after all (good old 

Mum) and it is still hot.
Where the Wild Things Are was made 

into a movie in 2009 which was met with 
rave reviews. Maurice Sendak died in 
2012.

Where the Wild Things Are is a 
wonderful, wonderful book. It’s a 

situation to ponder, it’s funny, it allows 
audience participation and it requires 
imagination. Read it and read it again. 

life. How I wished I had scooped him 
up to safety rather than trusting that 
others would stop, as I had, to let this 
local cross the road.

When I next saw one crossing 
Graydens Road, up near the tight bend 
and turn-off to Devilbend Reservoir, I 
quickly pulled over and lifted the turtle, 
his neck swiftly twisting to hide his 
head, and carried turtle to safety on the 
other side of the road. Turtle stretched 
out his neck, quickly studied his new 
surroundings and resumed the peaceful 
plodding of his journey. I watched the 
shell push through long grass, under the 
fence and on to fresh waters.  

So, keep your eye out for unusual 
things on the road, and help our animal 
neighbours to survive. A long-necked 
turtle will not hurt you; gently pick it 
up by the edges of the shell and place it 
down safely away from the road.

The eastern long-necked turtle
DELINE SKINNER

You may have seen an Eastern Long-
Necked Turtle, a tiny face breaking 

the surface of a local dam, miniature nares 
taking in air and small round eyes peering 
with interest.

The eastern long-necked turtle 
lives across the Mornington Peninsula 
and Eastern Australia. These turtles 
are carnivorous and live mainly in 
waterholes, crossing land in search 
of food. It was previously known as a 
tortoise, but that term now refers to 
wholly land-dwelling animals, therefore 
making this small creature a turtle. It is 
also sometimes called the snake-necked 
turtle as it bends its long neck back into 
its shell, rather than retracting as other 
turtles, and tortoises do.

The farmyard, Rain Hayne and Shine 
in Balnarring, has a long-necked turtle 
saved from a road accident and his shell 

safe, unlike one I recently encountered.  
Travelling along the road connecting 

cow pat on the edge of the road in front 

of me. I slowed, looking for a lone stray 
cow, when the brown lump began to 
move. I jammed on my brakes as a long 
neck poked out and a turtle stepped onto 
the road. I left the car and watched him 
plodding across the quiet stretch of road 
to the low-lying farmland. The brown 
shell, an ordered assortment of ribs and 
backbone fused together, shone, as turtle 
slowly made his way to the white line 

I could hear the quiet little tick as his 
digging claws grabbed the bitumen. 

I heard a car fast approaching and 
noticed turtle heard or felt it too because 
he paused, lifted his head slightly, and 
then continued. I waved the car to stop, 
pointing down to the turtle and looking 
back at my new focus of attention. The 
large four-wheel-drive kept coming and 
as it whizzed past, the crunch of the shell 
was loud.  

My call was guttural as I stared at 
the brown pieces of shell spread with 
bright red innards across the road.  The 
car disappeared and I stood unable to 
fathom the carelessness with which she 
had destroyed that beautiful animal’s 

Are you interested in 
local history?

Then the Balnarring 
and District Historical 

opportunity to be involved 
in historical research and 

for Somers as well as 

Merricks.

For further details contact the 

5983 5537
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Somers – a haven for 
nature and grandchildren
 
YVONNE INCIGNERI

My two daughters with five grand-
children ranging in age from 2 to 

11 years have come to visit.
My daughters start changing from 

high-heeled boots to more practical 

on their coats and hardy shoes, all 
waiting for a plastic bag.

We grab Milly the little Jack Russell 
dog, and proceed to walk to the beach.

When we arrive, there is so much 
excitement , four grandchildren 
scanning the beach for treasures, 
shells, rocks and sponges to go into 
their plastic bags; little do they know 
all treasures are returned to the beach 
when they have left.

Our 11-year-old boy throws Milly 
the ball, so many times having trouble 
retrieving it from her mouth; it is so 
lovely watching him having fun away 
from the iPad and technology.

The 9-year-old girl is busy looking 
for shark eggs and gets so much delight 
pick ing up smelly things.

The 7-year-old girl is now doing 
Snow Angels in the wet sand (that is 
laying on your back, moving your arms 

now followed by her two cousins the 
4-year-girl and the 2-year-old boy. He 
has his new coat on. 

We walk a little further, and there 
is a joyful shout: LOOK! There’s a 
dolphin play ing in the waves. It is so 
exciting seeing a dolphin on Nan’s 
beach.

The children are now running 
up and down the piles of seaweed 
pretending they are climbing the 
Himalayas.

After a few hours we head home, 
two small children being piggybacked.

It has been so lovely watching 
everyone forgetting about suburbia for 
a while.

Somers is a great haven for nature, 

COULD 
YOUR BUSINESS 

ADVERTISE 
HERE?

Get reasonably priced 

your local community 

Email for rates.
deline@iinet.net.au

Ph. 0425 739 567

Save the date:
Somers Arts Fair, Sunday 26 October 

2014 

10 am to 5pm
Art, music, children’s entertainment, games, totem poles, show 

bags, craft stalls, creative workshops, local wine, beer and produce. 
Feature musical acts, ‘Tiger and Me’ and ‘Jam Roots’ 

See us on www.facebook.com/SomersArtFair, Twitter and Instagram 
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2nd Women, 4th Open;
2013 NSW Hobie States, Vincentia Yacht Club, Jervis Bay, 

1st Women, 1st Youth, 6th Open;
2013 Vic. Hobie States, Bendigo Yacht Club, Lake Eppalock, 

1st Women, 1st Youth, 3rd Open.

Sailors Michelle 
and Chelsea had 
a great year
PETER HOHAUS

Our Somers Yacht Club girls Michelle Bursa and Chelsea 
Haynes had an amazing year mostly competing in their 

Hobie 16 catamaran. This year they were named as Yachting 
Victoria Youth Sailors of the Year for 2014 as well as winning 
the 2014 Victorian Sailing Cup Series, Hobie 16 Division, for 

they and their world-champion coach Robbie Lovig would 

hull. I would always take a camera out when skippering 
one of the rescue boats and accidentally ended up as club 
photographer (there are about 200 photo albums up on 
the SYC FB page).

Chelsea and Michelle recently represented Australia at 
the Youth Sailing World Championship in Portugal and sailed 
a brand new, unfamiliar, catamaran, the SL16. By the time 

get to the podium! 

Worlds. It’s been an amazing experience and we’ve 
learned so much! We’re so grateful for all the support and 
encouragement we’ve received from the local community. 
It’s been awesome!” SYC rallied behind the girls and 
collected $10,500 at a fundraiser.

Catamarans are fast, powerful boats and the sport 
is dominated by all-male and mixed teams. Chelsea and 

Youth Championship in the Open Multi-hull class and one of 
a small number of all-female teams to compete at the Youth 
World Championships on the youth multi-hull, an SL16.

Through competing at State, National and now World 
sailing events, as well as by their commitment to training 
all year round, Michelle and Chelsea are regarded as role 
models for the younger sailors. Go girl power!

They are just beginning their racing career and are sure 
to collect more titles.

Here’s a list of their gongs for the year supplied by 
Chelsea’s proud dad Warren Haynes:

20th Hobie 16 World Championships, Vincentia Yacht 
Club, Jervis Bay,

2nd women; 
2013 OAMPS Australian Youth Championships, Sorrento 

Sailing Couta Boat Club, 1st Hobie 16 (Open Multihull);
2013 Hobie Nationals, Adelaide Sailing Club, 1st Women, 

5th Youth, 12th Open;
2014 F16 Nationals, Port Melbourne Yacht Club, 1st 

Youth, 2nd Women, 4th Open;
2014 Viper States, Port Melbourne Yacht Club, 1st Youth, 

Photos supplied by Warren Haynes.
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Vandalism 
in Somers

ROD NUSKE

A wood sculpture by local artist 
Andrew Wilson, ‘The Dancer’s 

Offering’, erected in the Somers Arts 
Precinct on the foreshore with due 
ceremony two-and-a-half years ago, 
was in April pulled down and the arms 

and legs broken by a person or persons 
unknown. This unusual piece which was 
carved from a cypress pine log was 
admired by most local residents and 
added to the walk along the cliff top from 
the Store.

A distressed Andrew has taken 
the pieces away and advised that the 
sculpture cannot be repaired but 
has generously agreed to create a 
replacement sculpture that could be 
placed in a more prominent position. If 
anyone has any information regarding 
this vandalism they should either 

Children live up 
to our standards
MORAG SEWARD

A child’s mind is full of questions: who 
am I, what kind of person am I, where 

Kids look for clues to their identity in adult 
role models in the home, school, sports 
teams, and in wider society. Identity 
and self belief are ultimately shaped by 
experience and the answers found to 
these questions. 

We base our lives and the decisions 

how we feel about ourselves. Child 
psychologist Steve Biddulph suggests that 
as children our minds are open and easily 
affected by statements directed at who 
we are. Statements said on the spur of the 
moment often go directly to the core of 
our being and shape what we think about 
ourselves. Whether it is ‘you are lazy’ or 
‘you are great’, these statements from 

into the subconscious. Biddulph recounts 
in his book, The Secret of Happy Children, 
his dismay at consistently hearing from 
adults who were being overcome by a life 
crisis because subconsciously they were 
recalling what they were told as children: 
‘I’m useless, I know I am’, ‘I deserve it’ 
and so on. 

I was fortunate to attend a seminar by 
Steve Biddulph when I was pregnant with 

he asked the audience of over 50 people 
to close our eyes and put our hands up 
if our inner voice ever told us we were 
hopeless, stupid, useless, a nuisance etc. 
When he asked us to open our eyes and 
keep our hands up, I was astonished to 
see the majority of people still had their 
hands in the air. 

Some may say the pendulum has 
swung too far the other way and praise 
is used too liberally on children, resulting 
in equally negative consequences to self 
esteem and identity. Whether we are 
programmed positively or negatively, it 

are and the profound effect they have on 
who we think we are, our behaviour and 
where we think we belong in the world.
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My husband and I try to be careful in 
the way we speak and behave towards 
our children. Hopefully, we get the right 
balance most of the time. It is hard not 
to slip into ingrained behaviours when 
we are tired and cranky. However, it is 
the messages from outside the family 

to regulate. I am becoming increasingly 
concerned with the ideas and role 
models that directly impact my 9-year-
old daughter. It seems to me that we live 
in a society that is run by pre-pubescent 
boys. Sexual innuendo sells everything 
from deodorant to frozen peas. Sex-tape 
scandals, Kim Kardashian’s bottom and 
celebrity diets cover newsagent windows 
for all to see. Left to popular culture my 
daughter will learn that girls are only the 
sum of their appearance, and how much 
shopping they should do. Kim Kardashian 
is not the female role model I want my 
daughter to aspire to. 

What was once an indication of 
suspected abuse is now mainstream 
behaviour in many school playgrounds. 
It is not just the internet or the media 
where children are being exposed to 
inappropriate messages. They can be in 
the most innocuous places.

I received a Facebook post recently 
titled ‘I Am’. It was posted by a Sydney 
mother in response to her 11-year-old 
daughter’s shock at seeing the slogan, 
‘All girls are sluts who want to try it 
once,’ emblazoned on a campervan 
from a popular hire company which 
had stopped in front of them at the 

Her mother has started a social media 
campaign entitled ‘I Am’ to highlight 
the need for independent regulation 
into advertising standards. When she 
contacted the Australian Advertising 
Standards Bureau so her daughter 

discovered the campervan company had 
a long list of complaints for misogynist 
and demeaning slogans and imagery, 
but because Australia’s system is self-
regulating the campervan company has 
no obligation to remove the advertising. 

The campervan company is free to 
ignore the ASB’s rulings and continues 
to advertise as it pleases.  Frustrated 
by the fact that there is no effective 
legislation to penalise companies using 
misogyny, racism or homophobia to sell 
products, she decided to gain support 
via social media. She has received 
thousands of responses. Hopefully this 
will impact on the campervan company. 
The multination company Target found 
itself in a similar predicament a few 
years ago when a social media campaign 
condemned its sale of inappropriate 
‘sexy’ style clothes to girls aged 3 to16 
years. Target argued that it was what 
girls wanted; girls wanted to dress like 
their favourite celebrities and if parents 
do not like them, do not buy them! The 
Facebook campaign successfully forced 
Target to change its girls’ clothing range.  

When advertising slogans such as: ‘If 
god were a woman would sperm taste like 
chocolate?’; ‘Life sucks if your girlfriend 
doesn’t’; ‘A wife: an attachment you screw 
on the bed to get the housework done’ are 
spray-painted onto the backs and sides 
of campervans sharing the road with 

everyone. Is it reasonable to ask parents 
to be solely responsible for controlling 
what their children are exposed to 
when realistically it is impossible to 
know where it will come from next? 
We would have to unplug the TV, shut 
down computers, ban the radio, throw 
out iPods and phones, ban social media, 
hide the CDs and burn the books and 
magazines, blindfold, block their ears 
and keep them in the cupboard under 
the stairs.

My 9-year-old daughter and 
13-year-old son, like every modern 
child, have been exposed to this level of 
sexism, misogyny and racism in many 
unexpected places. No matter how aware 
and careful we try to be, our attempts to 
limit access to the internet, TV and other 
media are not enough. It is only the tip 
of the iceberg. 

It has been said that it takes a village 
to raise a child. Is the village happy to 

see 5-year-olds gyrating their hips like 
pole dancers? Is it OK for 8-year-olds to 
sing on national TV songs about getting 
someone to sleep with them? Do I really 
have to answer questions about bestiality 
from anxious 7-year-olds? Children will 
always live up to our expectations.

Our children learn about the world 
and who they are from the people close 
to them, their peers, the community and 
the culture which surrounds them. They 

their identity. Very young children cannot 
discriminate between what is real and 
what is fantasy. Our children are exposed 
to more information than ever before 

and it will only increase. By exposing 
children to unregulated sexist, racist, 
bigoted advertising and media, is the 
village condoning emotional abuse which 
for some will have long-lasting social and 
emotional impacts? 

Should the village take responsibility 
for the welfare of future generations 
by demanding higher standards from 
advertising and the media? To the 
advocates of freedom of choice: I want to 
be free to go about my daily life without 
being belittled, insulted and exploited.  I 
don’t want to see my children’s identity 
manipulated into misogynist, bigoted, 
anxious, demoralised, frightened and 
mindless consumers.

Biddulph, Steve: The Secrets of Happy 
Children, HarperCollins Publishers Pty 

“Left to popular culture my 
daughter will learn that 
girls are only the sum of 
their appearance …”

“… there is no effective 
legislation to penalise 
companies using misogyny, 
racism or homophobia to 
sell products …” 

“Very young children 
cannot discriminate 
between what is real and 
what is fantasy.”
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1. Apply pressure on any bleeding 
2. Find broken fragment and place in milk/saliva 
3. Contact dentist 

 

1. Apply pressure on any bleeding 
2. Gently push tooth back into position 
3. Check no interference on biting 
4. Contact dentist 

 

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) 

 

   1/8 Sovereign Drive
   Hastings Vic 3915
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Obituary 

George Paul 
Schwarz   
5/9/1932 – 12/7/2014

ROD NUSKE

George was born in Vienna to Czech 
businessman Robert and his wife 

Alexandrine. From an early age he 
refused to eat and was rather poorly 
but in later life this behaviour changed 
quite dramatically. 

The early years in Vienna were 
happy ones for George and his younger 
brother Stephen. They swam in the 
Danube in summer and in winter they 
skied in the Vienna woods, coached by 
their father who was an excellent skier 

As the political scene became 
unstable in1938, the boys were sent 
to their aunt in the Czech countryside 
where a year later they were joined 
by their mother and then proceeded 
by train to Genoa where they were 
reunited with their father who had 
escaped over the borders.

The family’s expectation was 
to migrate to America, but as time 
dragged on they accepted visas 
to Australia and were to land in 
Melbourne, which was a city they 
had never heard of. On board ship 

the boys created a minor panic when 
they disappeared. The ship stopped 
and was in the process of turning 
when they were discovered hiding in 
a lifeboat playing shipwrecks!

Disembarking in Melbourne they 
were met by friends and settled down 
in East St Kilda. Life there was a little 
like home with continental butchers, 
delicatessens and rye bread.

To top it all off there was the St 
Kilda beach where fellow Europeans 
congregated.

The boys attended the local Catholic 
school where they met their lifetime 
friend Barry Butcher.

A t  t h i s  s t a g e  R ob er t  a nd 
Alexandrine started their lingerie 
manufacturing business. To prevent 
the boys wandering unattended around 
St Kilda, they were sent to Xavier 
College boarding school in Kew where 
George showed that as well as being 
an excellent student he had skills as 
a footballer and runner. In year 11 
he decided he wanted to be a Dental 
Mechanic and was able to gain an 
apprenticeship with his uncle David 
Gilbert. Later it occurred to him that he 
would be better off becoming a dentist 
so he returned to school to complete 
year 12 and then went on to university 
to reach that goal.

Studying was done in the new family 
home in Kew, although time was found 
to play golf at Yarra Bend. Then one 
magic day he nearly ran over a dog lying 
on the road and that is how he met his 
future wife, the lovely Gillian. 

After their marriage in1961 they 
set sail for London where they set up 
house in Earls Court and George found 
work in a dental clinic. Two wonderful 
years were spent there which included 
exciting holiday trips in Europe.

Back in Australia George practiced 
dentistry in Carnegie and later opened 
his own practice in Swan Street, 
Richmond. 

was born, and in1964 they purchased 
a home in North Balwyn, the scene of 
many great parties and dinners. Then 

Louise to complete their happy family. 
He would work on Saturday 

mornings, keeping Wednesdays free so 
he could study an electronic-technician 
course at RMIT to understand the 

complexities of black-and-white 

Gill remarked that she would watch the 
front of the set while George watched 
the back. After completing the course 
these Wednesdays were made use of 
on the golf course, after practising his 
pitch shots the night before into a net 

Keen on doing his own home 
maintenance he attended to plumbing, 
bricklaying and not so successfully, 
carpentry. There was also music as 
George was an excellent acoustic piano 
accordion player but eventually traded 
it in for an electronic accordion.

Brother Stephen also now had 
three children and the two families 
would spend happy convivial holidays 
together. George and friend Barry 
Butcher took up sailing which they did 
at Black Rock.

In 1972 the family discovered 
the beauties of Somers where their 
house became an active social centre, 
including tennis tournaments. George 
and Barry renewed their sailing 
partnership and the children were 
introduced to sailing at Somers. Skiing 
was still a love for George which he had 
enjoyed at Mt Buller with his brother 
Stephen and family, and their friends 
the Partos family, but eventually his 
‘dental-chair back’ gave him too much 
anguish, so that was that.

George and Barry attempted to 
produce their own beer which, despite 
Barry’s pharmacy background, was not 
appreciated by their friends; so they 
turned to wine which turned out to be 
more palatable.  

In 1989 Gill and George set up the 
Somers Food and Wine Society and 
were active members of the yacht club 
as well as being inaugural members of 
Somers Combined Probus. 

Great sadness for the family 
occurred when Louise, their youngest, 
died in 2007and it took the family a 
long time to partially recover from this 
tragedy.

George was devoted to his family, 
giving them his full care and attention 
and making life a series of adventures 
whether it was sailing, skiing or 
travelling. A man of many skills and 
talents, he was admired and loved by 
all. He will stay alive in the memories 
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Local Red 
Cross 
celebrates 
100 years
TONY DUBOUDIN  & BRONWEN GIBBS

The Australian Red Cross celebrates 
its 100th anniversary this year, 

coming into being on 13 August 1914, 
just as the First World War broke out.

Within a few weeks the ladies of 
Balnarring and district had formed 
a local Red Cross branch and were 
working hard making garments for 
soldiers.

Members of the newly formed 
branch travelled from as far away as 
Flinders to work for the war effort. 
Initially they worked at ‘Warrawee’, 
the home of Mrs H. Cook. The intrepid 
local ladies brought their own sewing 
machines, no mean feat when you 
consider many probably came by 
horse-drawn jinkers over unmade 
roads, cars not being that common at 
the time. There were no street lights 
in those days so the return home in 
winter was difficult unless there was 
a full moon.

On 11 September,  1914 t he 
Peninsula Post  repor ted l ig ht-
heartedly: “The ladies of the district 
have been reinforced, and on Thursday, 
assisted by machine sewers carried 
in vehicles, stormed Warrawee, the 
room residence of Mrs H. Cook. The 
attack lasted all day and by nightfall, 
brilliant victory was achieved over a 
roll of f lannel, in a complete running-
up attack, not a vestige escaping the 
stab of the needles. Full details have 
not transpired as strict censorship 
has been exercised over the whole 
enveloping movement. Visitors to 
the battlefield say that it presented a 
joyful sight, being enlivened with cut 
and hacked fragments. A Red Cross 
brigade had much work afterwards.”

On 2 July the call to action was 
recorded in the Peninsula Post:

“Now the League is being faced 

with how to find the funds for the 
very urgent needs that are every 
day arising and growing in size and 
urgency … how much more should 
we bend earnestly to the work of 
doing our smaller duty of providing 
these patriots with those necessities 
and comforts they so sorely need? 
The president and committee of the 
League therefore make a definite 
appeal to all women to come along 
and help them. Let our watchword be 
not, ‘How much can we do?’ but ‘How 
much more can we do?’”

As well as making clothes and 
knitting socks for the troops, the 
ladies of Balnarring branch also made 
many other items including quilts.

In January 1917 the Balnarring 
branch was able to report that in the 
previous year it had made: “Thirty-
seven pillows, 211 pairs of socks, 

239 shirts, 19 scarves, five knotted 
slippers, two pairs of bed socks, 
nine quilts, five cholera belts, five 
Balaclava helmets, 73 pillow cases, 
43 bags, 12 sugar bags, 13 pyjamas, 
26 face washers and various parcels 
of linen and bandages.”

A reminder of that era is still in 
existence. A quilt of white cotton 
material was made by Balnarring 
Red Cross ladies on which they 
embroidered their names in red 
thread. It is believed that as a 
fundraising exercise people would 
have donated a small amount to have 
their names included. The name 
of Phyllis Cole, then a very small 
child, appears on the quilt, probably 
embroidered by her mother who was 
an active member of the branch. The 
familiar names of Annie and Ronald 
W. Stone also appear along with the 
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names of other local families.
Today the quilt is housed at 

Australian Red Cross headquarters 
at Southbank but is on display at 
Frankston RSL until September.

Members of the current Balnarring 
Red Cross branch, the only surviving 
branch on this side of the Peninsula, 
are considering emulating their 
sisters of 100 years ago and creating 
another quilt.

The branch marked the centenary 
in August by holding a fundraising 
high tea with antique expert and 
auctioneer Warren Joel at Somers 
Yacht Club where guests were able 
to bring a small treasured item for 
Warren to offer an appraisal.

Another example of the work of 
Balnarring Red Cross during the 
First World War was reported in the 
Mornington Standard newspaper in 
1916. It was an account of a day at the 
beach for soldiers recovering from 
wounds.

A marquee to accommodate 
100 was erected by volunteers 
on the beach at Balnarring and 
was decorated with gum and fern 
leaves. Unfortunately only half the 
expected number of soldiers arrived 
by charabanc and private cars. This 
was blamed on the fact that fewer cars 
were available and a number of guests 
were left behind.

Nevertheless, the newspaper 
reported that several toasts were 
proposed: ‘the King’ by the Red Cross 
branch president and ‘the wounded 
soldiers’ by local MP Mr Downward, 
ML A, who also gave a patriot ic 
address. A Private Briggs responded 
for the soldiers and thanked the 
district people for their efforts.

The Argus newspaper also carried 
a news item on the event at Balnarring 
under the heading ‘Country News’. 
It reported that: “On Sunday, 50 
wounded soldiers were entertained 
at a dinner by the ladies of the 
Balnarring Red Cross Society and 
Bittern Patriotic League, assisted by 
members of the Progress Association, 
in a specially erected marquee on the 
beach.” 

Today the Balnarring branch 
raises funds for a range of causes 
and disasters worldwide. It does 
this through fundraising activities 

including serving tea and coffee 
for such things as the Open Garden 
Scheme, lunches, card days, raff les 
and Red Cross Calling collections.

The International Red Cross, 
headquartered in Geneva, Switzerland, 
came into being in 1863 as a result 
of Swiss businessman Jean-Henri 
Dunant witnessing the aftermath of 
the battle of Solferino between the 
French under Louis Napoleon and an 
Austro-Sardinian force. 

He was so appalled by the lack of 
any medical care for the wounded 

(40,000 soldiers from both sides were 
killed or wounded) that he wrote a 
book, A Memory of Solferino. He then 
urged leading political and military 
figures to create national voluntary 
relief organisations to nurse wounded 
soldiers, leading to the formation of 
the Red Cross.

We acknowledge information and 
photo of the quilt from Patchwork 
Quilts in Australia by Margaret Rolfe, 

The name of RW Stone and other items currently on display at the Frankston RSL.

Red Cross work in the ballroom of Federal Government House. Courtesy Australian 
War Memorial Canberra. Photograph J346.
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Circles of life
BEN

Hi, my name is Ben and I’m going to talk about my 
photos and my experience here in photography. Well 

architecture. Taking photos is so interesting because later 
on you can make them look rainbow, different colours, 
and patterns in backgrounds – it’s just so much fun!

Deklin’s amazing stuff
DEKLIN

Hello. I have been doing photography for about one and 
a half years at Somers Primary.

The whole time I’ve been in this amazing class I’ve learnt 
so much, and that’s all thanks to Morag Seward who is our 
photography teacher. She has taught me what the rule of 
thirds is and all the wonderful features on the cameras 
we use. But most of all she makes the classes so fun and 
that’s why photography is my favourite subject by far. 

Photography has the most amazing feeling when you 
Photoshop a picture and change the hue and saturation, 
or even if you just take photos it’s still the best subject in 
school. I have been working on these pictures of a leaf and 
little red berries, but I changed them a little bit – I changed 
the layer and I duplicated it and changed the saturation 
and the hue which you can see changed the colours of the 
photo. I was inspired by Andy Warhol’s amazing pictures 
that I love. I hope you enjoy my selection.   

Photography 
Horizons
MORAG SEWARD

Photography Horizons at Somers Primary School is an 
extra curricula course designed to introduce grade 

5 and 6 students to creative digital imaging. The most 
important aim of the course is to provide students with 
the skills to competently adapt to the ever-changing 
image-making technologies. 

It is guaranteed that programs and devices used 
today will be obsolete tomorrow. By empowering the 
students with strong visual communication, analytical 
and critical skills they will be able to adapt their skills 
to whichever image-making technology they encounter. 

The Horizons course concentrates on the principles 
of composition and design, because combined with good 
ideas they transcend in-depth knowledge of distinct 
technical procedures. Programs can be learnt when 
needed. Curiosity, courage and experimentation are 
essential.

The importance of visual literacy has never been 

the ability to be visually literate, to understand, 

and adaptable is fundamental for success in the 21st 
century workplace.  

The course content is customised towards the 
individual’s prior knowledge, experience and interests. 
Students discuss and critique each other’s work, keep a 

The students use digital cameras and Adobe 
Photoshop Elements 11 to learn aperture, shutter speed 
and basic Photoshop techniques. They are encouraged 
to experiment, be courageous and have trust in their 
ideas and develop individual themes. The images 
included represent a small selection from the Horizons 
Exhibition held at school on Open Night in June. 
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Photographs on these pages by ...
Ben, Teagan, Cody, Elly, Trilby, Megan, Chris and Deklin
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Join us
Share your words

* For encouragement, discussion, motivation,
workshopping, editing, feedback, enjoyment. 

Friendly atmosphere 
Everyone welcome 

 evenings 7.30–9.30

Suite 2, 2 Russell Street, Balnarring 
(next to the physio) 

Gold coin donation appreciated

Fiction Plays
Research

Letters
Non-Fiction

Somers store  
  – the heart 
of the village 
TONY DUBOUDIN

Many things go to make a sense of community – a strong, 
locally engaged community, a sense of place and a focal 

point.
Somers is fortunate in this respect in having virtually all 

community. When it comes to a focal point Somers is blessed. 
We have two such points: the general store and the yacht club.

While the yacht club’s main reason for being is sailing, 
many Somers residents are social members and take no part 
in the on-water activities.

The general store, however, requires no membership 

the village.
In earlier times the focal point of a community like 

Somers was the village pump where the locals, almost always 
women, gathered to collect the day’s water and stopped for a 

gossip. The village pump was the source of virtually all local 
information, rumour and social interplay in the days before 
popular newspapers, radio, TV and the web.

Despite the growth of so-called social media, radio and 
TV, people still like to gather face-to-face for a chat, exchange 
of gossip, ideas and to enjoy a coffee. In Somers the village 

An indication of that desire to gather is provided by 
the failure of several attempts to introduce kerbside mail 
delivery in the village. The collection of the mail and perhaps 
a newspaper and a coffee is a daily ritual for many residents.

Our general store has been improved enormously over 
the past few years to the stage that it is now a destination 
for many people who live on or visit the Peninsula. While 

thankful for the visitors as they allow us to enjoy a great 
venue in quieter times.

So we should embrace and support our general store for 
without it Somers would be a place without a heart … and 

Fine Art Winter Workshops were held at the Store where 
artists Joe Lane and Andrea Bunyevich conducted classes in 
drawing techniques and water colour for local residents.
In one photo we have Prue Piccock, Lyshae Carter and 
teacher Andrea. The other includes Jackie Wright, Jean Grant, 
Annette Bunyevich, Paula Lewis and Sue Byrne.



32.

Omission

In our last issue we printed a piece 
by Yvonne Incigneri who expressed 

the joy she gets from the wildlife in 
her garden. Amonst many others she 
listed the koala, brushtail and ringtail 
possums, shrike thrush, cockateel and  
and kookaburra and sent us photos from 
her garden to illustrate how fortunate 
we are.

We managed somehow to overlook 
the photos. Sorry Yvonne.

To read Yvonne’s article:  www.somers-nautilus.org.au. Issue 52, p.15.


