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Pétanque Club
gets serious
TONY DUBOUDIN

omers Garden Square Pétanque Club is starting to
Straining.
get serious – members are now undergoing skills

Now that the club is affiliated with the state
governing body, Victorian Pétanque Clubs Inc., as
well as the national body the local club has benefited
from visits by the state coach, Frenchman Guy Bahler,
who plays for the St Kilda club.
Guy, who lives on the Peninsula, has provided
valuable playing tips as well as encouragement and
feels that the club should now start moving up to
competitive playing and enter some of the competitions.
There will be an open day at Garden Square as part
of a ‘Try Pétanque day’ on Sunday 26 October between
10am and 3pm when members will be on hand to show
visitors how to play and enjoy the game.
ʘ

Club member Michelle Gregory tries to land the ball on
a tree stump during training.

State coach Guy Bahler makes a point.

Trying to land in an old tyre to improve accuracy.
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Our purpose
S

omers Paper Nautilus aims to connect all the groups
and individuals of Somers and to help reinforce a sense
of community and belonging by giving them an avenue of
expression through:
• News relevant to Somers and the surrounding area as well
as items of general interest.
• Stories and examples of local creative endeavour.
• Letters.

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

A really good move

Somers Arts Fair

TONY DUBOUDIN

Artists’ work
in gardens of
Somers

T

he ‘Noel Danne’ chess group held its inaugural session in
mid-September at the Somers home of John Carter with
six players and one spectator.
The group came into being as a way of remembering
Noel, a long-time Somers resident, a stalwart of Balnarring
Probus Club and keen chess player when his widow, Anne,
donated to Probus an ornate chess set that Noel had bought
on a trip to China.
It was then decided that the set should be cared for by
the club’s bridge group on the basis that bridge and chess
are cerebral pastimes. Bridge group member Jay Nagl called
for expressions of interest, received a good response and
the group came into being.
It will now meet for play once a month at members’ homes
on a rotation basis.
The group’s first session was pronounced a success even
if it was the first time several members had played chess for
many years – and in some cases it showed.
It was a wonderfully quiet evening , the air thick with
concentration and the odd groan as someone regretted a
particular move. Some of the games were over very quickly
but the playing tables rotated well and most players got a
chance to pit their skills against several players with different
skill levels.
As Jay Nagl said after play while enjoying an excellent
supper provided by John Carter: “It went really well. I am
sure Noel would have appreciated the evening.”
An engraved plate will be placed on the ‘Noel Danne’
chess set with the following inscribed on it: “Presented by
Anne Danne to the Balnarring Men’s Probus Club in memory
of Noel Danne, stalwart member and friend, June 2014.” ʘ

MORAG SEWARD

T

here is any number of places around
Somers where a daily dog walk turns
into a delightful adventure in the midst
of an open air art gallery. At every turn,
the landscape is dotted with striking
sculptures enhancing the beauty of
coastal gardens and bushland. Blink
and you may miss the dinosaur lurking
behind the tea tree or jump in fright
then be relieved to discover the brightly
coloured snake wrapped around the
gum tree is made of wool.
Walk down leafy Tower Hill Road
and you will see a cluster of sculptures,
many purchased at the Somers Arts
Fair, proudly displayed in front yards.
Totem poles, giant metal flowers,

spherical objects, a T-Rex, dolphins
and serpents decorate the garden
landscapes to delight passers-by.
Nearby in Western Park , an
enormous elephant swat hed in
chequered metal stands majestically
outside the ‘Artist Studio’. All this has
the makings of a pretty impressive
sculpture walk.
The Somers Arts Fair has been
part of the Somers community for 11
years. It was never the intention of
the organisers to turn this event into
a living, breathing art gallery but the
residents of Somers have embraced
the Arts Fair to such a degree that the
sculptures purchased from the Art
Auction can be enjoyed by all.
Sculptors like Angie Polglaze, Stuart
Gillingham, Brendan Rock, Karina
Armstrong and Montalto Sculpture
Prize winner, Christabel Wigley, have
produced works for the popular Somers
Arts Fair over the 11 years. While
helping to raise money for Somers
Primary School, the whole community
benefits from the generosity of donating
artists.
For several years sculptor Paul
Mutimer has had his art auctioned
only to discover a number of these
pieces enjoying prime position in local
gardens. His symmetrical shapes are

precisely welded, keenly sought‐after
and the bidding can get fierce when
one of his signature pieces is up for
grabs. “I still have one child, Sophie,
my youngest, at the school,” says Paul.
“I actually get a lot of enjoyment from
the process of designing and welding
metal for the Art Auction. I know the
money will benefit the Somers School
and it’s a thrill watching the auction
process unfold, particularly if there are
keen bidders.”
This year, the artists contributing
totem poles include Karina Armstrong,
Paul Mutimer, Di Nutting, Tamara
Bruynan and Anthony and Emily
Davenport. See our Facebook site
(address below) to keep up to date with
the donating and exhibiting artists.
For a fantastic day out with family
and friends don’t miss the 12th annual
Somers Arts Fair. 10am to 5pm on
Sunday 26 October. The main Art
Auction is at 2pm.
For more information about this
year’s entertainment, artists, stalls
and attractions see us on: Facebook
https://www.facebook.com/
SomersArtFair
Instagram http://instagram.com/
somersartsfair
Twitter https://twitter.com/
SomersArtsFair			
ʘ

Nautilus

on the Web

Don’t forget back issues
of the Nautilus are
available for viewing
at www.somers-nautilus.org.au

.

2

The ‘Noel Danne’ chess group’s inaugural session, left to
right: Kevin Sacks, Tony Vrzina, Jay Nagl, Tony Duboudin,
Michael Wooldridge, and John Carter.
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Two Diamond Anniversaries
in Somers
You are invited to
the
Somers Pre-School
Association Inc.

ANNUAL
GENERAL
MEETING
To be held at
7:00pm
th
20 November 2014
Somers Kinder – 14
Ocean View Crescent
All Committee
positions will be
declared vacant
For nomination details,
please contact
Amanda Whelan
5983 5779
If you’re unable to
attend please contact
Noelene Hannah
enrolments@
somerspreschool.org.
au
so postage of your
information handbook
can be arranged

.
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ROD NUSKE

Allan and Leonie Lim Joon

A

llan and Leonie Lim Joon celebrated
their 60th Wedding Anniversary in
the RW Stone Pavilion at the end of
August. It was an enjoyable occasion
with family (and there were many),
seven of whom travelled from Perth,
and their many friends. Allan, as was
expected, spoke at length of his life
together with Leonie over their 60 years
of marriage.
When they met, Leonie Kwong was
a second-year nurse at the Royal Prince
Alfred Hospital in Sydney and Allan
a cadet engineer at the Government
Aircraft factory at Fisherman’s Bend. On
his first visit to Sydney with his brother
they called on the Kwong family, one of
whom was a friend of his brother, and
there Allan met Leonie. At that time
Trainee Nurses such as Leonie were
not allowed access to the telephone, so
after Allan retuned home there began
two frustrating years of writing letters.
Allan assured the guests that he feels
sure that Lee still has all his letters
somewhere in the house!

During her training, one of her
patients was the internationally
acclaimed pianist and composer
Miriam Hyde, who sent Lee a piece of
music dedicated to her called, ‘Oriental
Dance’. Until recently Lee had never
heard the music played when Florence
Lee and Ray McCutcheon organised the
playing and recording of this music.
To complete her training Lee came
to Melbourne to finish a Midwifery
course and then returned to Sydney to
attend Infant Welfare lectures, before
returning to Melbourne to work as a
triple-certificated nurse.
So seven years after their first
meeting in Sydney they were married
at St Marks, Camberwell in 1954.
Their first house was built in Eltham
in 1956 and they settled to their new
life together, but by 1958 Lee became
impatient that they seemed unable to
produce Lim Joon babies, so she visited
all the known adoption agencies to
such an effect that by 1962 they had
four children, Greg, Melinda, Kim and
Randall all under the age of four. Allan
recalled that the teachers raised their
eyebrows when they discovered there

was only 7½ months between Greg and
Melinda’s ages.
Come 1967, Allan had a compulsion
to buy and restore an MG car. Lee’s
response was that if that was the case,
then she would obtain another baby.
Allan found the cost of the car at $150
turned out to be more expensive than
their new adopted child Jasmin. This was
also the year they built a holiday home
in Somers. The family expanded again in
1971 when Lee felt they should even up
the sexes of the children, so despite the
fact that they were beyond the age limit
for adoption, she went on her rounds of
the agencies, where, maybe because she
was one of their best customers, Lee was
able to introduce Spencer into the family.
During this time Allan joined
Godfrey Engineering as Chief Design
Engineer and during his 30 years with
the firm became Managing Director.
By 1990 the children had all ‘flown
the coop’, so three years later they took
up permanent residence in Somers
where Allan was an enthusiastic worker
on the foreshore, an active member of
Balnarring Probus and sang with the
Probus Men’s Choir where his ability to
play the didgeridoo, which he picked up
on their trip around Australia, added
authenticity to the choir’s rendition of
‘The Australian Medley’.
Until recently they would walk the
two kilometres from their home to the
Store but although this is no longer the
case they still walk together along the
beach.
O ne l a s t t h i n g i s t h at t he
invitation to their guests stated, ‘No
presents please’, but donations to the
Mornington Peninsula Hospice would
be appreciated. Allan is pleased that
$875 was donated and forwarded to
the Hospice.

Joan and Peter Goode

J

oan and Peter Goode with their family
recently celebrated their 60th Wedding
Anniversary at Lazzar’s Restaurant in
Balnarring. Their meeting in Faversham
in Kent in 1952 occurred after Peter had
completed two years’ National Service
in the British Army in Germany. The
meeting was engineered by friends who
felt they would be well suited to each

other. Peter, whose family owned the
historic (Queen Elizabeth I stayed there)
old coaching inn The Ship Hotel, was
employed locally as a motor mechanic.
As part of the well-made plan, Peter
had been asked by his father to deliver
the takings from the hotel to the bank,
where, by no coincidence, Joan was the
teller! Contrived or not by their friends,
the resultant meeting was the beginning
of a two-year courtship ending in their
marriage in 1954.
Two sons Andrew and Nigel were
born and in 1964 the family decided
to emigrate to Australia as part of the
‘₤10 Pom’ migrant program, but they
did it in style and flew out, considering
that the boat trip was too slow. Actually
Peter was born in Australia to an English
father and Australian mother and had
accompanied his parents at the age of
3 from ‘down under’ when his father
undertook a business enterprise in
England.
After settling in Frankston, they
moved in 1969 to Queensland to run
a service station and restaurant for a
year before returning to Frankston
where Peter worked as a specialist
mechanic at Lane’s Motors while Joan
undertook secretarial duties at the RSL
War Veterans Home. Peter then worked
on earth-moving vehicles and finally
serviced Victorian lighthouses for the

Department of Transport
Peter and Joan retired to the property
‘Lavender Hill’ in Somers in 1982 where
their love of gardening provided, in some
degree, self sufficiency, for as well as
growing shrubs and flowering plants
they grew vegetables and kept fowls.
The beauty of their garden provided
the opportunity to raise funds for the
Red Cross for one year as part of the
Open Garden Scheme and then for three
years organised by themselves. Joan has
been a member of the Red Cross for 42
years with 12 years as chairman of the
Hastings Red Cross, while Peter has been
involved in the Red Cross for 22 years.
Both are members of the Balnarring
Combined Probus Club. As a reminder
of England their home is nostalgically
adorned with a collection of decorative
English plates and miniature pottery
English cottages.
The church in which they were
married was St Mary of Charity,
Faversham, and in 1992 they returned
there for a reaffirmation of their vows.
They also purchased new wedding rings
from the jeweller where they had once
bought the original ring in 1954.
Joan and Peter were thrilled that
among the congratulatory cards was
one from the Queen.
They are now looking forward to the
arrival of their first great-grandchild. ʘ

.

5

Book reviews
KARINA SMITH

A Signature
of All Things
by Elizabeth Gilbert (Viking)

I

must be one of the few people left on
the planet who has not read Elizabeth
Gilbert’s memoir Eat, Pray, Love. I had
decided not to dedicate reading hours to
that book, so when a girlfriend suggested
I read A Signature of All Things (“It will
be one of the best reads of your life”) I
hesitated, then took her advice and am
so pleased I did.
The stor y follows the life of
Alma Whittaker, a woman of the

.
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Enlightenment Age who had an
insatiable curiosity for the scientific
world particularly botany, taxonomy
and evolution. Alma was the daughter
of Henry Whittaker, an orchardist who
cheated and thieved his way up from
the slums of 17th century Richmond
(UK) to become an extremely wealthy
businessman in Philadelphia (USA).
Alma was born there at the turn of
the 19 th century into a life of wealth
and privilege. She spent all her early
years living among adults attending
lavish parties and interacting with
an assortment of learned and famous
guests.
Alma was her father’s daughter and
looked just like Henry: “… ginger of hair,
florid of skin, small of mouth, wide of
brow, abundant of nose. … Henry’s face
was far better suited to a grown man
than a little girl.” Alma inherited her
mother’s fierce love of learning and
stubborn demeanour and her father’s
extensive knowledge of botany and
irreverence for propriety.
Alma’s world was secure, being
her parents’ prized child, until it was
turned upside down when they adopted
the gardener’s abandoned daughter.
Prudence was a startlingly beautiful
child. In contrast to Alma’s homely
looks, “she looked like a perfect figurine
carved out of French soap, into which
someone had inlaid a pair of glittering
peacock-blue eyes.” She was an icy,
distant girl, who Alma never grew close
to but whom she was forced to share
her life with.
Alma spent the bulk of her adult
life contained within the 350 acres of
her family’s estate becoming more and
more involved in her botanical research,
particularly the study of mosses.
Alma battled to understand human
emotions or weaknesses. Everything
should be explained within a scientific
framework. She had one weakness
which she battled with – her private
visits to the binding closet, a tiny dark
room just off the library, where she
explored a sexual awareness hidden
beneath her austere exterior.
The real story of Alma begins when
she’s 48 years old. She falls in love with
a local botanical illustrator and their
unusual relationship takes her on
an emotional, spiritual and physical

journey far beyond anything she has
ever experienced. Alma embarks
upon a quest across the globe, leaving
behind her suffocating and secure life
in Philadelphia.
This is truly a beautifully crafted
book; meticulously researched, cleverly
narrated in 19th century expression and
alive with rich characters. Elizabeth
Gilbert manages to convey, through
her characters, the wonderment and
enchantment that the 19 th century
world had with science and nature.
Gilbert draws on many of the famous
explorers and scientists from this Age
of Enlightenment and places them
seamlessly within the plot. Sir Joseph
Banks, Captain James Cook and Charles
Darwin are all cleverly woven into
authentic characters.
Gilbert grew up on the family
C h r i s t m a s-t r e e f a r m a nd w a s
surrounded and fascinated by nature.
A treasured book in her father’s library
was Cook Voyages, given to him by his
great-grandfather. The young Gilbert
children knew it was forbidden but
Elizabeth was drawn to it, and claimed
it as her own by scrawling in the
front leaf ‘Elizabet’. Her parents later
officially gave her custodianship of the
book and the idea of a story about the
Age of Enlightenment grew.
A Signature of All Things is Elizabeth
Gilbert’s sixth book and her second work
of fiction. After the unexpected and
phenomenal success of Eat, Pray, Love,
Gilbert took several years’ sabbatical to
reassess her writing direction and in
this time the research for A Signature
of All Things evolved.
A Signature of All Things pays
tribute to all those forgotten women
of science, while still acknowledging
the advancements of the more famous
men. The title of the book comes from
Jacob Boehme, a 16th century mystic
and theologian, who believed that
everything in creation had its own
signature – the signature of all things.
Boehme believed that God had hidden
clues for humanity’s betterment inside
the design of every flower, leaf, tree
and fruit on earth; all the natural world
being a divine code.
To sum up in one sentence, this book
is quite simply one of the best books I
have ever read.			
ʘ

Are you interested in
local history?
Then the Balnarring
and District Historical
Society can offer you
the opportunity to be
involved in historical
research and the updating
of records for Somers as
well as Balnarring, Bittern
and Merricks.

ROD NUSKE

Garlic
by Penny Woodward

For further details contact the
Secretary, Anna Buchhorn on
5983 5537
or the Information Officer,
Ilma Hackett on 5983 5326

I

t is great that our own Penny has
created another gardening book. As
usual, it is up to the standard of her many
previous volumes. As can be seen by the
title it is solely about that marvellous
plant garlic.
It provides the organic guide to
growing it and its many uses. Penny
delves into its amazing chemistry
and how to grow it successfully
by controlling pests and diseases.
Then we go onto curing, storing and
preserving. Perhaps the part of the
book that will mainly interest readers
is the information about cooking with
garlic and its medicinal uses.
Should the black plague recur, Penny
reminds us of the practise used during
the Dark Ages of tying some garlic
around your neck!
The book is easy to follow and is
attractively illustrated – that alone is
worth its price of $29.95 for a book of
224 pages which can be ordered from
Penny’s website:

pennywoodward.com.au

Children’s book review
KARINA SMITH

The Day the
Crayons Quit
Written by Drew Daywalt
Illustrated by Oliver Jeffers
(Penguin Young Readers Group, 2013)

D

uncan opens his crayon pack to colour
in. Instead of his line-up of crayons,
all the hues of the rainbow, he finds a
stack of complaint letters addressed
to him. This wonderful picture book
then goes on to outline each crayon’s
grievances, in hilarious detail.
Red is overworked and worn out
“on fire engines, apples, strawberries
and everything else red”, even having
to work on holidays – Christmas and
Valentine’s Day. Purple is very uptight
and upset that Duncan wastes his
gorgeous colour going outside the lines.
Beige is “tired of being called light brown

or dark tan” and Grey laments he’s tired
of being used on BIG animals “rhinos,
hippos and humpback whales … how
about small things such as penguins and
very tiny rocks.” White feels worthless
as he’s the same colour as the page
(illustrated by a picture of a white cat
in the snow) and black hates being used
to draw outlines only. Orange and Yellow
are having a huge tiff that Duncan must
resolve, each claiming they are the true
colour of the sun. My favourite crayon is
Peach who is hiding in the crayon box,
embarrassed at being naked because
Duncan peeled off her paper wrapper.

ʘ

There are more colours and more
off-the-wall complaints and protests. All
I can say is buy the book and read it to a
child or read it to yourself for some great
entertainment and laugh-out-loud fun.
Oliver Jeffers is an award-winning
illustrator and author and The Day the
Crayons Quit is another example of the
pure magic he weaves. Each crayon is
illustrated with its complaint letter,
written in child-like handwriting and
a matching picture personifying the
crayon with emotions, character and
attitudes.
Drew Daywalt has made his debut
with this award-winning book and
has proven that he can produce an
imaginative and creative text in the
highly competitive and saturated
picture-book market. Children believe
that objects have personalities and
feelings (their precious teddy bear) and
the character given to each crayon is
exceptionally clever.
The recommended reading age is
3–10 but our household ranges from
8–40+ and its charm has enthralled us
all. A perfect story to buy for a birthday
gift, to stock up the bookshelf or to put
in the Christmas pile. 		
ʘ
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Professor Derek Prinsley AM
ROD NUSKE

D

erek, his wife Sacha and their
children have been regular part-time
residents in Somers over the past nine
years. In this year’s Order of Australia
awards, Derek’s lifetime of service to
the medical world has been recognised
by his receiving an AM in the general
division.
Cicumstances can at times be cruel,
as sadly Sacha passed away prior to the
announcement of the award.
Born in 1921 he grew up in
Hartlepool, County Durham, England
with one strong memor y of his
childhood being, as a scout, he attended
a Jamboree where he saw Lord Baden
Powell, the founder of the scouting
movement. After Derek attained his
Matriculation Certificate his widowed
mother decided that he should become
a doctor. He was finally admitted
to Durham University and qualified
as a Medical Doctor in 1942 despite
spending hours at night fire-watching
on the roof of the university buildings.
On achieving his doctorate he was called
up for military service and chose the
RAF. His first posting was to an airfield
near Stratford-on-Avon and it was not
long before he was called upon to make
practical use of his skills. There were
numerous accidents as the training of
aircrews was hazardous and crashes
and casualties could not be avoided.

.
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Derek was moved to a fighter command
airfield in Kent where the Spitfires
were tasked to attempt to shoot down
Doodle-bugs on their way to London.
The RAF then decided they needed
him in Egypt where he arrived in 1944.
A posting to the RAF Hospital in Aden
followed and he worked in various roles
including being the Port Medical Officer.
By the time he was due to be demobbed
Derek had reached the rank of Squadron
Leader and was finally released from
service in1947.
His life changed soon after when he
contracted tuberculosis and it was some
time before he returned to a medical
career. A position as Specialist in Chest
Medicine was offered and at this time
preparations were underway for his
marriage to Sacha who he had met
some time previously.
After passing the Membership
Exam of the Royal College of Physicians
in Edinburgh, Derek was asked to
assist in a hospital where care for
geriatric patients was being practised.
He soon came to realise that this was to
be his career, interest and future. His
experience to date had shown him that
there was generally little specialised
thought given to the elderly, who
seemed to be automatically moved
into nursing homes w it h scant
consideration as to whether there
were any other alternatives to this
approach.
He then became a consultant for
Geriatric Medicine for Teeside in
Yorkshire. This was not far away from
Captain James Cook’s home and also
where the Sydney Harbour Bridge was
built, not that Derek had any thoughts
about Australia at this time.
But in 1976 he was offered the
position as founding Professor of
Geriatric Medicine at the University
of Melbourne and set up a Master’s
Degree in Geriatric Medicine where
one of his pupils was another Somers
part-time resident, Associate Professor
Michael Woodward who is now the
senior clinician and researcher for
dementia in Victoria. Derek also

was required to set up the National
Research Institute of Gerontology and
Geriatric Medicine at Mount Royal
Hospital where he was to undertake
teaching and a medical role.
There followed 10 hard years
during which time Professor David
Penning ton*, then Chancellor of
Melbourne University, did much to
support him. Derek found time to
travel around Victoria encouraging the
establishment of geriatric care as well
as a better deal for young incapacitated
patients. Visiting American Deans of
Medicine were impressed by what was
being done in Victoria, and provided an
invitation for Derek to visit Galveston,
Texas for a two-week period.
By this stage he was internationally
known in the geriatric f ield, so
followed a period as consultant to
the World Health Organisation (WHO)
on Care for the Elderly and Disability
Prevention in the South East Asia
region.
Upon reaching the retirement age of
65 in 1986, the UoM acknowledged his
work by declaring him to be Professor
Emeritus. That year he willingly
accepted an appointment for a period
of five years as Visiting Professor
of Geriatric Medicine in Galveston,
Texas, where he was honoured by his
elevation to being the Distinguished
Professor in the University of Texas
Medical Branch Faculty in 1989.
In his work Derek also covered
nutrition in the elderly, and in 1991was
a member of the ‘People-to-people’
Nutrition Delegation to China. His
work also entailed a close study on
the social aspects of ageing.
Derek spent much of his life
developing Gerontology and Geriatric
Medicine, not only in Australia, but
around the world, and if any reader
may wish to learn the full story of
Derek’s life, they should read his
excellent autobiography, New ideas
for old concerns, which I found most
intriguing and readable.
*One of the reasons the Prinsleys
chose Somers was the fact that David
Pennington had told Derek of its
beauties as he and his wife had lived
as weekenders at 1 Tasman Road for
a number of years.
		
ʘ

Why we should not have 			
a coal port at Hastings
SUE KING BSc,MSc,Dip.M

Background

T

his report intends to show you that
the knowledge is already there,
without further study, to say no to this
Port at Hastings. The Port development
has the potential for complete ecosystem
collapse and a massive increase in carbon
emissions at a time when progressive
governments are doing what they can
to reduce emissions.
Western Port is a Ramsar-listed
Wetland of International Importance,
sharing this title with Kakadu and
The Coorong. It is home to 1350
known species of marine animal. The
characteristic sea-grass and mother of
this ocean makes the bay resistant to
acid attack from climate change. They
are called blue carbon sinks. The bay

is also very healthy and unusually
balanced for a modern ecosystem,
lacking invasive species, home to apex
predators and a biodiversity hotspot.
Just because a seal is called a fur
seal, should we aspire to make a coat
out of them because we did in the past?
Just because the coalition has coal in
their name does it mean they constantly
have to exploit that resource? The name
Western Port does not mean we have to
make a Port out of it. In fact we could
turn the land back into farmland and
forest, how it was before it had a label.
Environmental concerns dogged the
initial Port. Despite efforts including
those of Jacques Cousteau it was built in
the 1970s and with it, from the dredge
went 70% of the sea-grass and an
unknown, uncalculated amount of sea

life. What is known is that it has taken
all of those years for the sea-grass to
recover. Are we to learn from history
or are we destined to repeat it? The
actions of the Port Authority towards
wildlife have been contemptible. In the
past, activities like underwater drilling
have been referred to the Environment
Minister. How hard would it have
been to stop for a while? Nonetheless
no referral was made and drilling
continued. These pristine areas on our
world account for a small fraction and
are precious.
The location of the proposed Port
is no accident. A consortium of 15
businesses noted in Hansard want
Hastings to ship brown coal as it is
two hours closer than Geelong where
it goes from now. The state and federal
governments gave $25 million (half a
new hospital) to Shanghai Electric
to figure out how to de-water brown
coal (otherwise it takes two-and-ahalf ships for every one of black coal).
Beijing and Shanghai have particulate
pollution problems, black coal has 35%
particulates. As of 1 January 2015 China
has new regulations: nothing over 17%
and brown coal is <5%. So do the maths.
If the cancelled NSW contract going out
from Newcastle is replaced by brown
coal, this is what happens:

150 million tons of black coal
generates 400 million MWhrs of
electricity. Brown coal uses 40% more
electricity to generate the same amount
of power and that does not take into
account the increased shipping costs.
China might be prepared to pay any
price to stop its people dying in droves.
However the extra emissions are the
same as adding seven million people to
the Australian population, more than
the population of Victoria. If we had to
pay a carbon price of $8 a ton (current
EU cost) the bill under an emissions
trading scheme for de-watering the >

.
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coal prior to shipping would be an
estimated $1.3 billion per year. No
wonder Abbott did not want a carbon
price!
Hastings is a lot closer to Geelong
where they currently export! Maybe
I need to lend them a calculator! It is
like owning a rice field in Australia and
putting a bucket under the shower to
save water.

Look at the diagram above that
shows the shipping routes in each bay.
This is aimed to be the biggest Port in
Australia. Compare this to other Ports in
the world. Can you imagine fitting in up

Desperately Seeking
String Players
Are there any musicians
interested in coming
together to play
classical music?
If so please contact
Margaret 0417 596 705
10
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to 32 ship movements per day of ships
bigger than the Titanic? The distance
from the mouth of the bay to the port is
only a fifth of the distance from the Port
in Port Phillip. The Maritime Union of
Australia told me it was about tug fees
– a $5000 cost to get through the heads
– surely 50 cents a container is worth
it. So let me get this right: in 2008 we
spend $500 million to dredge the Port
Phillip Bay and are building Webb Dock.
This is presumed to be responsible for
the loss of Portsea Beach although
others claim sand always moves. The
leafy sea dragon has to swim a bit faster!
So widen the heads and shift
Melbourne to Hastings and make
Melbourne redundant before the
second dock has even been built? So
does that mean if there is a transition
that Hastings is going to be just a coal
port in the interim? Is the urgency for
China to reduce the smog? How fast
could it be built with help from Shanghai
engineers? Isn’t it time that successive
governments stopped changing their
minds and started to build on the
foundations of others? It reminds me
of a mythical creature called the Pushme-pull-you in Dr Doolittle books. It got
nowhere! Not that I think Bay West is
any better. It does not require a ‘blasting
of the heads’, it requires according to
experts a dredge of 20 million cubic
metres and around 2050 might need
a flattening of the old riverbed, but
container traffic has been steady over
the past four years, so will it really
increase exponentially or will we stop
buying cheap plastic toys for our kids
and bottled water? Judge for yourself
what you think the reason is.
At least two areas need to be dredged
in Western Port – a turning circle at
Hastings will need a 24 million cubic
metre dredge and the same in front
of Cowes where the Southern Right
whale was nursing her calf. I wonder
if this intelligent creature came to see
what strange things were going on in
her bay. Earlier dredging protests were
also unsuccessful. In the 1970s against
environmental advice Hastings Port
was indeed dredged and 70% of the
sea-grass died. Sulphates from drained
wetlands and estuarine regions, as in
Koo-wee-rup, are kept safe under the
sea-grass. When sea-grass is removed
and water reaches the substrate,

sulphuric acid is produced. Particulates
are a problem for the ocean, they affect
lungs just like black coal dust. The fine
dredge lodged in the gills of fish and
soft corals and slowly suffocated them
like flyspray on a mosquito blocking
their spiracles.
So after the dredge, they bring in
vessels larger than the Titanic, possibly
using the front of Cowes to back in and
out of to let ships into the deep channel
to ease congestion and follow the tides.
The little (fairy) penguins will surely
not be impressed by the wake from
these big ships, but other creatures may
be less impressed with the stowaways.
Unlike Portland, where there is a deep
trench and very cold water, this warm
estuarine (bay), is perfect for foreign
visitors, not just tourists, but starfish,
weed and dino-flagellates. The weed
loves fresh dredge. The Pacific Seastar
eats anything and the others live in
fish gills. Such is the problem of Port
Phillip Bay and such is the sensitivity
of Western Port that a sign is posted:

What of the fishermen and the
boating and yachting and recreation
from other ventures or tourist ventures
planned? Or will it matter if there is a
total ecosystem collapse – will anyone
want to go? Is this really beyond
reasonable doubt?
For the short-term sale of coal
that would surely cease with an
international emissions trading scheme
that China may well lead, we commit the
bay in perpetuity to species extinctions,
reduced land for people, increased
congestion, air and noise pollution
and smog. For the hope of lucrative
Chinese contracts, with technology
not even proven, so we can make it
cheaper to export coal with higher
carbon emissions.

Their massive bulk is up to 396m
long. The Titanic was 296 metres long.
An airbus-and-a-half bigger than the
Titanic, through the narrow strip
between Crib Point and French Island.
Back and forward, up to 36 journeys
of these per day, what is the chance of
a collision do you think? Oil spill? Is
that risk acceptable? Do you think the
risk of collisions is higher or lower in a
tighter space with more manouevring?
I have an image in my mind of very
large dodgem cars, if any of you are
old enough to remember them. An oil
spill in modelling would be almost
impossible to stop – see the Victoria
National Parks Website.
Air and noise pollution will be
massive, concentrating the impact of
pollution, air and noise, by 600%, a
factor driven by the small size of the
area the ships enter and get to the Port.
Ships can run on any kind of filthy
reused oil, that pours smoke and dirt
into the atmosphere, not to mention the
bilge that is occasionally discharged.
We should not need an environmental
study here; surely the information we
have already is quite enough.
On land, air and noise pollution will
be similarly devastating. Four thousand
double-B containers, increasing carbon
dioxide pollution from vehicles by 40%
compared to a location to the west
of the City. This is not including the
impact of 375 million tons of coal on
our roads that will at least double that
amount. Any of these effects will be
concentrated because at low tide 42%
of the area is exposed to mudflats, so
the risks to shipping of collision cannot
be under-estimated. Compared to Port
Phillip Bay logic says about 12x more
likely looking at size, but if travel at high
tide only is factored in then this could
be much, much more.
We could be using 22nd century
thinking, we could be using Ports at
Portland to produce steel from solar

farms and wind farms, we could
have smelters in direct line with our
renewable power supply. Switching
back on Alcoa as the first renewable
energy Aluminum ingots in the world.
We could be doing the same with Iron
Ore, importing it from the Pilbara and
exporting it to Portland, then the world,
producing the lowest emissions metals
on the planet, and not bulk shipping
ore out to India only to buy it back at
inflated prices. Now that is 22nd century
thinking. The Ramsar-listed wetlands
of Bay West and Western Port could be
left alone, the SUZ-1 zones used to build
homes and businesses in green wedges
that have been protected by their SUZ-1
(special Port Zone use) listing. These
cordoned-off areas could be used to
bring forward better rail links, so
people could live in green spaces and
still work in the city.
Let us have a central business
district like many countries, where
people travel in to work. Nowhere on
the planet do high-rise buildings build
communities. These cannot be part of
any sustainable city that takes into
account the needs of Human Beings.
Forty kilometres of prime farming
land would be used for Port-related
activities. Western Port Highway would
be widened to cope with the traffic and
we would lose tourism dollars coming
into the whole region. Supermarkets
put their fresh fruit and veg at the
front of the store to entice people in;
we would have an industrial estate four
times larger than the largest industrial
estate in Europe, Trafford Park. Does
that make sense to you?
I have heard from a source very close
to the Port that the only thing that will
stop this is a change in government. The
Coalition or the Coal party should really
regard this as an entirely unpalatable
option and certainly not one fitting of
taking us into the 22nd century, more
like leaving us in the Dark Ages.

This project does not come with a
guarantee of jobs for local workers, nor
does it quantify what will happen to up
to 267 blocks that will be compulsorily
sold under this plan. Have there been
lost opportunities for those people
because of the zoning?
How will this affect everyone? The
impact of even 400 more ships came
from the ‘heyday’, not the 3–6000 per
year planned now. A Somers Yacht Club
member was telling me how they used
to go on Somers beach and collect clods
of tar and oil off the beach. When they
got home their beach towels needed
to be thrown away. It seems that is
what this project is – a $110 million
beach trip that could have bought two
hospitals. If you would like any further
information please contact me at:
ss_king@optusnet.com.au

Sue King is a speaker for Climate
Reality. Associated with the Australian
Conservation Foundation to bring
knowledge on climate change. Trained
at Swinburne University in Building
Sustainability, Sue is also a carbon
accountant and a judge on the business
environmental awards, the Banksia
Awards. She holds an honours degree in
biological science from the University
of Warwick and has a diploma and
masters degree in marketing. Sue
comes with a wealth of experience in
sales and market development in the
healthcare sector, working with major
corporations. She is married and the
mother of two small boys. In her spare
time she campaigns for a sustainable
future for all. 			
ʘ
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Perils of
navigation
1/8 Sovereign Drive
Hastings Vic 3915

.
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LINDSAY PULLIN

O

ne of of the funniest stories I’ve
heard about navigation was about
the New Zealand yacht skipper who ran
aground on Minerva Reef on his way to
Australia. On questioning his nav skills
his answer was “to get to Australia you
sail north for one day then turn left”.
When sailing offshore there are jobs
that have to be done and navigation
is one. A point of navigation that has
to be considered is estimated time of
arrival. One reason for ETA is getting
to entry points at the right time.
Two examples of this are entering
Port Phillip and Western Port Bays. It’s
wise to arrive at Port Phillip heads at
slack tide when coming through the
heads is an easier task. The water
movement during a running tide makes
passage there extremely risky at times.
Western Port Bay has two entry points;
the eastern entry is via the channel
beginning at Cape Woolamai and
running up the bay to San Remo then on
into the bay. This entry is good for most
vessels except yachts with tall masts
as they won’t get under the San Remo
bridge. The western entry is at Flinders.
It’s best for yachts to enter at Flinders
at the beginning of an incoming tide
which they can ride up the bay.
Some years ago, before GPS, I was
crewing on a friend’s yacht from Metung
in the Gippsland Lakes to Hastings. I
was the only crewman out of the four
aboard with extensive knowledge of
Western Port Bay. During navigation
planning before we set out I stressed
the importance of not entering at San
Remo because of the questionable mast
height. We set off on our journey and
in the evening sorted out the night’s
watch schedule.
We always worked in twos for
company and did two-hour shifts. I
was going off watch at 2am and during
handover again stressed the point of the
eastern entry as we would be passing
that point during my time off. Insinct
woke me and I lay in my bunk trying to

Having breakfast: the author on the right in boots; Mark the skipper in the middle;
and John, the Basil Fawlty of Metung, on the left.
work out what the lights shining in the
starboard windows and rolling along
the port side of the cabin were trying
to tell me. Sitting up, as I thought there
we were entering San Remo, I dressed
and went on deck not saying a word
because it was too late for that anyway.
The sails furled and the engine
running, we nudged gently up to the
bridge to find the mast two metres too
high. The skipper backed off, swinging
the bow around to the starboard.
The power of the rushing tide swept
aground laying us over. We shut all the
hatches and one of the crew swam down
the tide with a line to the fishermen’s
wharf. Using the winch on the line
and the motor, try as we may we were
stuck firm. Getting a few more hours’
sleep we awoke high and dry on the
bank. Fortunately we were on the San
Remo side of the channel and only a
few metres from shore and shops. After
breakfast I began writing. “Diary?”
asked the skipper. “No,” I replied, “the
lunch menu.” When I was finished he
read it and was surprised to read such
a lavish fare and that we were going to
wash it all down with several hundred
beers. “And who’s paying for all this?”he
asked, smiling. The three pairs of eyes
staring back gave the answer. Lunch
was nice and at the skipper’s expense

but not as lavish as written and only
a few beers. On the incoming tide we
were up and ready. The fishermen were
great, giving us a bowline which they
used on their big winch to help us off
and keep on course. We were soon on
our way again, a tide movement late
but much the wiser. 		
ʘ

Hastings U3A

is looking for people to share
their skills by conducting short or
long-term courses or workshops
in the following skills:
Knitting, needlework, card
making, pastels, water colour, oil
painting, silk painting, sculpture,
pottery, framing, history of art,
doll making, sewing, crochet, etc.
We also need to find a person
who is fluent in Italian to help
our members learn this language.
Our tutors and leaders give
of their time voluntarily.
You are not required to have
any qualifications, only the
knowledge and patience to share
your skills with others.
Hastings U3A is situated at 13
Teal Court, Hastings.
Please contact Dianne Ashton on
5979 8686.
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Somers Winter Market
ROD NUSKE

Artist Mirabella Varga usually can be seen demonstrating her painting
technique on the St Kilda beachfront. Her work with a palette knife is quite
spellbinding, as can be seen by her captured audience of locals, Barry Price,
Helen Kirkly, and Rudi Burtoluzi with Mirabella’s partner, Matthew Goulter
and baby Jyven.

T

his annual Somers Preschool event was
held on 9 August at Coolart and this year it
was even greater than the previous year. I was
fortunate to be able to park in a nearby friend’s
driveway otherwise I would have had to park
a kilometre away and make use of the bus
provided by the organisers. Over 2500 people
attended and they seemed to come from all
over the Peninsula. The organising committee
excelled themselves being able to attract 50
stallholders and another 30 attractions.
Preschool President, Amanda Whelan
said: “The fundraising team went above and
beyond and created a market that surpassed
all our expectations.”
Those who attended felt it was a great
family day which no doubt was helped by
the lack of rain.
Profit for the Preschool amounted to
$11,578, which is a marvellous boost to their
funds.
The success of the event was helped in
no small way by all the families, staff and
community volunteers who worked so hard
on the day.
The majority of stallholders are keen to
return next year which is a sure indicator of
the day’s success.

Dates for
‘foreshore
care days’
TONY DUBOUDIN

P
“Oh, go on Tess, please have a bite,
you’ll really like it!” Bonnie Enever is
really trying to be kind to her sister.

Sand painting – a great attraction for
all! Ali, assistant teacher for 4-yearolds at the Preschool, is as intrigued as
the young artist.

Meg Merton (aka Mrs Plinth) has been an incredibly hard worker raising
funds for Peninsula Hospice. Her jams, jellies and chutneys are so good! About
to sample her wares are the Joyce family of Kim and Mark with their children
Cody and Charlie.

.
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These wooden balls made by Ben Carroll
intrigued all that came by, including
Vivianne Murray. Ben, who grew up in
Somers, explained that to create these balls
he used old MCG seating, old boats and
jetty poles from the Hastings pier. Other
work by Ben can be seen at the Cook Street
Collective in Flinders.

This young trio made very pleasant
music and perhaps there is a future in
the making, here at Coolart.

arks Victoria will oversee and
manage two ‘foreshore care days’ or
working bees on the Somers foreshore
on Sunday 9 November and in March
2015, the exact date to be decided.
The decision to run the ‘foreshore
care days’ resulted from a meeting
bet ween members of t he nowdisbanded foreshore committee, the
Somers Residents Association (SRA)
committee and Parks Victoria’s district
manager for the Mornington Peninsula,
Libby Jude.
Parks Victoria assumed
responsibility for the Somers foreshore
last April for up to two years after the
old foreshore committee was disbanded
by the Department of the Environment
and Primary Industry.
All Somers residents are encouraged
to take part in the ‘foreshore care
days’’. The one in November will start
at 9am and go through until 2.30pm
and the SRA will provide a free sausage
sizzle for volunteers. It is hoped that
50 to 100 local residents will turn out
to help.
Ross Millen, a member of the old
foreshore committee, will coordinate
the equipment requirements for the
days and will liaise with Parks Victoria.
The first ‘foreshore care days’ will
concentrate on vegetation clearing
around car park boundaries, clear
paths leading towards the yacht club
and similar tasks.
Other tasks identified by Parks
Victoria as needing attention include:
• Straighten or remove the existing
bollards.
• Relocate the She Oak Walk sign to a
more visible position.
• Remove the old seat.
• Reinstate gravel pathway to lookout
and between toilet block at upper car
park.

• Hand-weed garden beds near upper
car park and near toilet block.
• Trim back vegetation around the
bicycle rack and reinstate its use.
• Prune overhanging branches at
lookout and steps to beach.
• Oil the sculptures
• Weed area directly below upper car
park.
For the March ‘foreshore care days’
next year Parks Victoria will have the
assistance of members of the Federal
Government’s Green Army who will
work under the supervision of the
conservation group Conservation
Volunteers Australia (CVA).
Park s Vic tor ia has said t he
foreshore reserve would be managed in
accordance with the directions set out
in the draft Somers Foreshore Reserve
Coastal Management Plan and that it
would work with all local volunteer
groups including friends groups
currently working on the reserve to
ensure their work continues under the
new management arrangement.
While Parks Victoria manages
the foreshore, the Department of
Environment and Primary Industries
wou ld cont inue t o inves t ig at e
management options for the reserve,
which might include a volunteer
committee of management.
Parks Victoria has committed to
seek an assessment from DEPI of fuel
loads on the foreshore reserve which
might constitute a fire hazard and
if necessary engage a contractor to
reduce the fuel load from the foreshore.
A ny quer ie s r e g a r d i n g t he
management of Somers Foreshore
Reserve should be directed to Libby
Jude, District Manager, Parks Victoria,
on 5986 9103 or info@parks.vic.gov.au.

.
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Hunting for treasure 			
at Somers Preschool

My child hates
reading
MORAG SEWARD

JANNINE LEGENDRE
Preschool teacher

H

C

hildren are often engaged and
excited by the thought of finding
treasure at the Preschool by digging
in the mud patch, sieving through the
sandpit or just simply peeking behind
a tree in our garden. Dinosaur fossils
were buried in the mud patch and the
children were delighted to be pretending
to be palaeontologists, discovering the
bones of a T-Rex and other favourite
dinosaurs. As the interest in searching
and discovery continued to grow, we
contemplated whether we would be
able to find gold at Somers Preschool.
The children continued digging and
their perseverance paid off! Gold was
soon discovered in the mud patch and
sandpits! Later in the week Poppy Ray,
a prospector who enjoys prospecting
in WA, visited the children and brought
along his metal detector and some real
gold nuggets. The children compared
their gold nuggets to the real gold
nuggets and shared some of their
thoughts on the gold and the metal
detector:
Tom 		
It’s lumpy
Barnaby
It’s rocky

.

16

Lachlan
It’s got metal on it
Leo		
You have to use a
		
pick and a digger
Chloe M
It’s very heavy
Emma		
Sounds like a smoke
		alarm
Chloe A
Don’t forget to press
		
the green button to
		
find the gold!
ʘ

earing a child tell you they don’t
like reading is not something any
parent wants to hear. Reading is held
up as one of the most important skills a
child learns at school. It influences every
other avenue of learning. The fear is that
if a child doesn’t want to read they will
be disadvantaged.
In an age of intense competition and
‘tiger mum’ parenting styles where to
be anything less than perfect is to invite
failure, it is easy to panic and imagine
the worst for a child’s future. One way
this panic manifests itself can be seen
in primary schools where there is a
perception by some that getting their
child through the reading levels faster
than everyone else is more important
than actually learning the foundations
of literacy.
‘Reading’ is a small component of
literacy. Literacy is wider ranging than
simply recognising and interpreting
black patterns on a white page.
Although the mechanical process is
an essential component of learning to
read, comprehension, interpretation
and the ability to respond are also very
important. As it is not easy to test the
more complex elements of literacy
in the foundation years, parents rely

on spelling tests and reading levels
to inform them how their child is
performing.
Advancing through the levels for the
sake of advancing as quickly as possible
does not teach children to be literate.
Children learn at different rates and
have preferred learning styles. For
some children being pressured to
progress through the reading and
spelling levels too quickly may turn
reading into a chore on par with doing
the dishes or cleaning the bathroom.
It is important to establish why your
child doesn’t like to read. Is it a physical
problem, self belief or is there too much
competition and pressure?
I have two children. The older loved
listening to stories from an early age.
Whether it was a story from a book
or listening to a story we made up,
he would be engrossed by it for long
periods. Today he is a voracious reader.
My younger child didn’t like being read
to or listening to our stories unless
they were tactile and interactive. Her
favourite books were Where’s Wally?
and I Spy. They are not mine because
reading for me is for peace and
relaxation. Sitting still to quietly read
was not something my daughter liked
to do. Books she wasn’t interested in
became toys; she pulled the squeakers
out of baby books, ripped the handles
from the moving parts in 3D books;
how they worked was more interesting.
She stacked them to make towers and
cubby houses, slid on them across the
polished wooden floors toboggan style
and flung them across the lounge room
like Frisbees. It was quite exhausting;
luckily, my husband enjoyed our
daughter’s commando approach to
reading.
Despite the differences in learning
styles both children started school
with enthusiasm, reading and writing
at similar levels. The older one
progressed through primary school
without drama. For the younger one
the novelty of school wore off early; she
loves action, she also likes change and
novelty. If she had done something once
she didn’t understand why she had to
do it again. One day after coming home
from school she declared she hated
reading. Initially I panicked: it was my
fault; I should have read to her more;
does she need glasses?; it’s the school’s

fault, the readers are too boring; it’s the
teacher’s fault, she doesn’t understand
how unique and special my child is!
We had her eyes checked which
didn’t show any structural problems.
On the advice of a friend we had her
tested by a behavioural optometrist
who found she had perceptual issues
which made reading difficult. It also
explained why she was so tired and
grumpy at the end of each school day.
She got glasses of the lowest strength
to use for close reading. It made a huge
difference to her ability to concentrate
and focus her attention at school.
In fact my daughter didn’t hate
reading. It was the combination of
eye problems and the formalities of
school life, especially the homework
requirements, she didn’t like. We took
comfort in the fact she loved library day.
She regularly brought home cooking
and craft books. We used her interests
to encourage her to read. She read out
instructions and recipe steps.
The influence of primary school
academic performance and early
reading ability on future academic
success has been the topic of many
research papers. It is acknowledged
that early literacy and numeracy
accomplishments are indicators of
success in the academic life of the child.
However, recent longitudinal research
suggests that pressuring children to
succeed academically beyond what they
are ready for, including those with high
IQ scores, can have a negative lifelong

impact due to the early advantages of
achieving high grades dissipating as
the children mature. Children who have
been pressured or hot-housed have
been shown to be less conscientious
and not go on to further education.
I try not to push my children too
much. Although I do push if I think
they are not trying their best. We
all need a bit of extra motivation
sometimes. Parental interests and
attitudes towards literacy play a huge
role in influencing a love of reading
and learning in children. Positive and
supportive attitudes are a greater
predictor of lifelong academic success
and social and emotional wellbeing,
than being first to reach the highest
reading level in early primary school.
Bibliography:
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DH. ‘Parental influence on
child interest in shared
picture book reading.’
Early Childhood Research
Quarterly. 2001; 16(2):263–
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Margaret L. Kern and
Howard S. Friedman. ‘Early
educational milestones
as predictors of lifelong
academic achievement,
midlife adjustment, and
longevity.’ J Appl Dev
Psychol. 2008;30(4):419430 			
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Somers Paper Nautilus
invites
Contributors
Bring your interest, your passion, your story to life!
Send us an article, story, poem or letter
and enjoy seeing your words in print.
Submit your story to Louise at:
elkcraig@bigpond.com
or in hard copy or handwritten to:
Somers Paper Nautilus
PO Box 338, Somers 3927
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Obituary

Joan Marie Martin
17/5/43 – 24/9/2014
At the Remembrance Service for Joan,
husband Brian provided a warm and
touching story of their lives together.
His introduction began with: “I would
like to tell you a little bit of our life
story and share some of my memories
of Joan.” The following is a slightly
edited version of Brian’s eulogy:

“S

he was born in May 1943 in
Dublin into an affluent middleclass family and had two older sisters
and a brother Derek that many of you
have met. Joan went to the local school
and then to a boarding school for her
secondary education, and at 16 did a
secretarial course and obtained a job
in an office. When 19 she got lucky,
and met me! A friend of mine had a
new girlfriend but she would only go
out on a date with him if she could
bring along her girlfriend (Joan) so he
persuaded me to go along on a blind
date. My blind date had her family car
and it was a very amorous evening – in
retrospect it was probably pretty tame.
Our relationship continued, I sold my
motor scooter to buy an engagement
ring and by the time we were 23 we
were married. Eleven months later

.
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along came Owen, a beautiful baby boy.
We bought a house and settled down to
become a sedate married couple, but
with lots of parties as you can imagine,
after all, this was the swinging ’60s.
However we were innocents, we were
neither swingers nor druggies. It was
a great time.
Two years later, in 1969, I came
home from work one day and suggested
that we go to Australia. Four months
later the Australian Government hired
a Boeing 707 and flew us to Melbourne
where we landed in September 1969.
We rented a flat and then a house in
Elwood, made lots of friends, went to
lots of parties and life was great.
In 1972 we had a beautiful baby girl,
Yvonne and in the following year Joan
announced that she had done her two
years and wanted to return home to
live in Dublin. This was fair, as I had
always agreed that we could do that. So
we packed up and left in late April 1973
and returned to our house in Dublin.
I was delighted; we sold the house, I
borrowed the airfare from a bank, and
Yvonne spent her first birthday on the
plane and we landed back in Melbourne
on a glorious sunny June 5th in 1973.
I resumed my job and Joan, now
the practical housewife, found us a
lovely house in Brighton where we
lived for the next 23 years. Life was
great but then in 1980 Joan contracted
a kidney disease which was destroying
the filters in her kidneys. She nearly
died, and by the time the disease was
arrested she was down to a 25% kidney
function, just enough to stay healthy.
She took that in her stride and went
back to work and living, complete
with regular medical checks. Life went
on, the children finished school and
university and Joan decided to retire
from work.
Now we come to the important bit.
In 1996 we moved to Flinders, bought a
house, sold it and built another, sold that
and in 2003 built our current house.
During all of this time, in fact for the
past 18 years Joan has been making
friends in our local communities here
on the Peninsula and as well she has
loved living here. Many of you here
today are a testament to that. Red
Cross was perhaps her primary interest
but she also loved being involved with
Somers Ladies and Balnarring Ladies

Probus Clubs. She had also been a golfer
at the Flinders Golf Club.
Now, let me tell you about the
Joan that I knew. We have loved each
other for 50 years and she was my
best friend always. She was a great
mother to Owen and Yvonne and a
doting Gran to Liam and Ethan. She
adored her grandchildren; they were
the great joy of her life. We made a good
team: I planned our activities with my
head and Joan used her heart to tell
us what we were actually going to do.
Many of you may have seen Joan as
someone who just went along with
what I wanted to do. Let me tell you
that Joan knew what she wanted and
what was right for us as a family and
that is what we did.
I retired 14 years ago and this last
period of our lives has been marvellous.
Lots of great social activities, family
weddings, babies and holidays. We
always realised how fortunate we
were to have come to live in this great
country. It has given us a wonderful
life together.
Sometimes you just get lucky – I
know that I did when I went on a blind
date 50 years ago and met my soulmate, Joan.”
Another tribute was provided by
daughter Yvonne reading the poem
‘I Saw a Remarkable Woman’, by an
unknown author:

Teddy bear
day at kinder
SONIA ROWLEY
Teacher

T

he 3yo group enjoyed a teddy bear
day at kinder. All the children
brought along their favourite teddy
bear for the day with such a variety of

bears arriving. The children painted
pictures of teddy bears, and iced teddy
bear biscuits for afternoon tea. At mat
time the children sang ‘Teddy bear,
teddy bear turn around’ and we read
We’re going on a bear hunt. We then
sang our hide ’n’ seek song and the
teddies hid in the room for the children
to find. The teddies hid in very tricky
spots.
The children have enjoyed roleplaying our stories including The three
little pigs. They choose to be a wolf or



one of the pigs and take great delight
in their lines, especially huffing and
puffing. The children acted it out for
the dads at our Saturday Father’s Day
morning session.
The children had drawn a picture
for their family and we had a walking
excursion to the Post Office to post
the letters.
What great excitement when the
children spotted a koala in our gum
tree resting in a low branch to avoid
the winds. 			
ʘ





I saw a remarkable woman
With a kind and caring heart
Who was beautiful in every sense of
the word
I saw a smile that lights up a room
And laughter that is truly contagious
I saw strength and wisdom
Beyond anything I have ever known
I saw love ... pure and true
Compassion and thoughtfulness
I saw a woman who walked
Through this world with gentleness
and grace

I admired her for all that she was
And for all that she did
She was everything wonderful in this
world
And if I had just one wish it would be
That she could see what I saw
When I looked at her.		
ʘ
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Red Cross
high tea full of
surprises

Nicholas Day-Lewis
– a man of the world
BARRY MERTON

TONY DUBOUDIN

T

here were plenty of surprises for
the people attending the Balnarring
branch of the Red Cross high tea and
antique evaluation at Somers Yacht club
in August.
The high tea, held as part of the
celebrations of the Australian Red Cross
centenary, had as guest speaker antique
expert Warren Joel who gave on-thespot evaluations of various small items
brought along by guests.
Quite a few guests were disappointed
to find that their treasured family
heirloom was not worth anywhere near
the amount they had been led to believe.
Warren Joel described such items as
“worth keeping for the family” but of
no great value.
However, one Somers resident was
very pleasantly surprised to find out
that her small early 20th century French
Lalique vase in perfect condition was
worth $2000. An identical one, but with
a couple of small chips, was worth only
$500.
The items offered up for appraisal
included vases, tins, an ivory statue,
crockery and a 100-year-old hand-made
christening gown.
The high tea raised more than
$2500 and the money will go towards
Red Cross efforts in trying to contain
the outbreak of the deadly Ebola virus
in East Africa.
The event, which attracted about
100 people, was on Wednesday 13
August, the exact date on which the
Australian Red Cross was formed 100
years ago.
The afternoon started with a
glass of champagne served to guests
on arrival and during Warren Joel’s
presentation a traditional high tea
was served on three-tiered plates
and included traditional sandwiches
beautifully quartered and trimmed,
savouries, cakes, strawberries and

.
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The entrance to the yacht club decorated in the style of 100 years ago.
cream and a variety of teas.
The chair of Balnarring Red Cross,
Margaret Pile, said the event was a
great success and was a tribute to the
hard work of all the volunteers who
helped make the day run so smoothly.
The Balnarring Red Cross branch
is the only surviving branch on
Westernport Bay side of the Peninsula.
The Balnarring branch will hold its
annual spring luncheon with special
guest Leanne Gillies of Fleming’s
Nurseries who will speak about the
background to the success of the

Australian Garden at London’s Chelsea
Flower Show in 2013. The lunch will be
held at Flinders Golf Club on Wednesday
22 October, at noon.		
ʘ
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Warren Joel with one guest’s treasured
pieces of porcelain.

Garden desiGn,
consultation
& rejuvenation
One of the traditional three-tiered plate
stands.

Libby 0413 807 947

ay the name Day-Lewis and most
of us would think of Oscar-winning
actor Daniel Day-Lewis. In trying to
picture him, think of his role as President
Abraham Lincoln; he looked more like
Lincoln than Lincoln himself. Anyway,
this is by way of putting the actor behind
us and concentrating on his step-brother,
Nicholas Day-Lewis who lives here in
Somers (most of the time).
Come to think of it, there is another
Day-Lewis we should mention. Those of us
of with an interest in literature will know
of the British Poet Laureate, C. Day-Lewis,
Nicholas’ and Daniel’s father. There are
other siblings as well; all interesting but
we don’t have space for their stories. So
let’s concentrate on Nicholas Day-Lewis.
Nicholas was born in Cheltenham
in the west of England. He describes his
childhood as idyllic. His mother, Mary
was a nurturing presence and she also
had green fingers so there was always a
plentiful supply of vegetables and fruit in
the household. However the Second World
War came along and Nicholas was sent
off to boarding school. This was not bad
news. Nicholas excelled academically and
he loved sport: rugby, hockey, athletics; and
he enjoyed the musical life of the school.
For his tertiary studies Nicholas went

up to Oxford and completed a degree in
Engineering Science which put him in a
good position for the episodic career paths
that would follow.
A diversion occurred when Nicholas
was called up for National Service. He
joined the Royal Air Force and was sent
to Canada where he trained as a navigator.
He could put this down as an interesting
experience but it would have little to do
with his intended career path.
In 1957 Nicholas, now with a degree
and a wife, migrated to South Africa to
work with Anglo American as a shaft
engineer at a gold mine. Considering the
mine shafts sank to a depth of 5000 feet,
with skips travelling up and down carrying
ore and men, operational safety was at a
premium. One of Nicholas’ jobs was to test
the winding ropes on which workers’ lives
literally hung. Other positions followed,
mainly in industry, but Nicholas was
getting sick of the sense of privilege that
whites had living in South Africa. One day
he was watching over his African garden
boy while reading the paper. Spotting an
advertisement for an engineering position
on the island of Nauru, he applied, went
to Hong Kong for an interview and was
given the position of Chief Engineer on
the phosphate mines. He had recently
re-married and moved to the island with
his wife, new one-year-old son and two
step-children. The two children from
his first marriage, Cindy and Nigel, were
virtually grown up and remained in
South Africa. At an early stage, Nicholas
was made Operations Manager (which he
hadn’t expected), which meant he was in
charge of everything except the maritime
aspects. If there was one unforgettable
incident on Nauru it was the occasion
of the 1982 Royal visit. For their arrival
a 21-gun salute was required when the
Royal Yacht Britannia came into sight of
the land but they didn’t have any guns.
So Nicholas rigged up 21 drums, filled
them with explosives and set them off at
exact intervals with a timer. However, the
president of Nauru then required a second
21-gun salute when the Queen stepped

ashore. Nicholas commented that a second
barrage was impracticable and for that
he was promptly fired for speaking out
of turn.
So Nicholas and his family now moved
to Australia and he went directly to work
with ACI (glass). His activities in industry
continued through to his retirement.
Finally, and single again, Nicholas decided
to become involved in the sort of activities
that would help stimulate his mind. He
joined a group known as Solo Graduates
which operates under the auspices of
Melbourne University. Solo Graduates
runs many activities including film nights,
tennis, parties, bush walks and so on. It
was on one of these bushwalks, in the
Warburton area that he met Margaret,
his partner with whom he has spent the
past 16 years.
Also, once retired, Nicholas commenced
studying at the Council for Adult Education.
After three years he obtained a Diploma in
Professional Writing and Editing and has
written two novels and a number of short
stories, so far unpublished.
The love of music has never left
Nicholas since his school days. He plays
flute and trumpet and for many years
was a member of the Maroondah and
Whitehorse Orchestras. He is now a
member of the Hawthorn U3A Orchestra.
Margaret plays the recorder, piano and
flute and they enjoy playing musical duets.
But his most amazing hobby is the
model railway. If you knock on the door
or ring up you may have to wait a while
because Nicholas will be crawling around
under the railway tinkering with leads and
connectors and various jobs to do with
his railway landscape. It’s not just trains
running around in circles, we have villages
and churches and trees and people doing
things. Most impressive!
Going back a bit, Nicholas bought
his land in Somers in 1999 when land
was cheap and subsequently built the
house. Most of the furniture he crafted
himself, joinery and all and a fine job he
did. Nicholas seems to have inherited his
mother’s love of productive gardening and
he and Margaret get most of their greens
from the vegetable patch. Margaret has a
house in Hampton and so a certain amount
of coming and going happens between the
suburbs of Melbourne and Weston Port
Bay. The arrangement suits both of them
well: they have his and hers and ours and
the best of everything.
ʘ
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Western Park
ROD NUSKE

T

his attractive property has been an
integral part of the land or run called
Coolort* (Coolart) taken up in 1840 by
squatters, the Meyrick brothers. They
sold the licence in1846 for £90 as they
were greatly troubled by dingoes and
had failed to find fresh water. In1850 the
property extended from Shoreham to
the Warringine Creek in Hastings and
consisted of 10,880 acres. In1853 preemptive rights were obtained for the
central 640 acres and that is basically
the Coolart we know today.
As for Western Park, it first existed
as a separate farm or holding in1869
and by1908 had grown to 1500 acres,
which at that time not only included the
present property but land to the west up
to a fenceline where Alexandra Avenue
is today. Over the years the different
owners have added or removed other
blocks of land, but the present fencelines
were settled during the ownership of
three generations of the Hope Campbell
family, which commenced in1922 and
lasted until Terry Hope Campbell sold
Western Park to Alan and Joy Johnstone
in1980.

It is worth mentioning that Terry
Hope Campbell donated land for the new
Somers Primary School in1954, after
being approached by the then School
Committee President (and postmaster)
Stan Byrne. Terry also, together with
his neighbour, provided the land
that allowed South Beach Road to be
constructed for access to South Beach
from Sandy Point Road, but was later
less than impressed when the council
attempted to make him pay for works
done on the road.
Before Western Park was created,
Sandy Point Road extended down to
Sandy Point where people who wished to
go to Phillip Island may have been taken
to the island by the ex British Army man
George Cox, who once served as a soldier
during the Indian Mutiny.
W hen t he Commonwealt h
Government decided to build a naval
base abutting Western Park, they
excised the portion of the road beyond
Western Park. In more recent years an
issue arose about that portion of the
road that adjoins the farm with the Shire
deciding on its closure.
In 1997 the Johnstones sold Western
Park, consisting of 328 acres spread
over four titles, to the present owners
Andrew and Judi Donaldson. They are
now reluctantly downsizing and selling
a parcel of 220 acres on two titles of the
property, and will continue to farm on

Andrew and Judi and their home, the original portion of which was made from
hand-made bricks and built well back into the 1800s.

.
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the remaining 108 acres on the other
two titles. The other two larger local
properties Korbanui and Campsie
Lodge** have been subdivided into
a number of smaller properties and
household blocks. Fortunately this will
never be the fate of Western Park as it
cannot be subdivided further.
The Donaldsons are anxious that
the new owners of the 220 acres will
continue to care for the land as they
have, while enjoying the wonderful
view and improvements to the farming
aspects of Western Park.
When Andrew and Judi took over
Western Park they had minimal
knowledge of farming but with intense
study and professional advice on
handling cattle, together with a lot
of common sense, they went about
reorganising the property to its present
impressive layout. On viewing Western
Park now it is obvious that a great deal of
planning has gone into its present form.
The first thing altered was the
number of paddocks which have been
increased from nine to 30, as Andrew
found that the cattle in a large paddock
would tend to eat only a portion of the
grass, whereas in the smaller paddocks,
they would crop it evenly. Barbed-wire
fences were replaced with wooden
and electric ones that extend for 30
kilometres in the property. Possibly
the most important alteration to the
farm has been the laneways that enable
easy movement of cattle between the
paddocks or to the centralised handling
yard that has been so constructed that
the cattle remain calm. Actually all the
improvements at Western Park have
been to ensure the easy handling of cattle
and the removal of anything that could
be stressful to the animals, which would
ensure that at least they would be calm
at Western Park and reach the market in
prime condition, an approach that most
current-generation farmers subscribe
to. This attitude was also important for
Judi, whose responsibility is the health
of the cattle and the breeding program
when the property included a Murray
Grey Stud.
The new sheds are also centralised
and provide for hay storage and
workshops for metalwork, woodwork
(which includes Andrew’s hobby of
cabinet making), and painting as well as
space for farm machinery. All the water

This is such a great spot on the viewing platform for afternoon tea or a glass of red
as evening closes in. The view encompasses the stand of Coastal Banksias referred
to in the text.

Several years ago on a walk to
Sandy Point you would not only see
the Banksias but several fence posts
sticking out of the sand below the highwater mark. These once indicated the
southern extremity of Western Park
which now has been worn away by
coastal erosion.
Judi and her family the Johnstons
were involved with Somers Yacht Club
when it first began in 1962 while in
more recent times, for a period of 10
years she gave her time as a guide at
the Melbourne Zoo. Andrew found time
to be involved in the local community
as President of the Somers Residents
Association for six years.
Western Park can now be described
as a ‘model farm’ and Andrew and Judi
are going to feel a wrench to be no longer
living in their refurbished historical
Western Park home that in the1930s
had its own butler, when the property
was owned by Edmund Hope Campbell;
and also for Andrew to no longer be able
to make use of the old shearing shed.
Still, they can be proud of what they have
achieved at Western Park.

from shed roofs and the house is fed
into an enlarged dam and made use of
in the house and the extensive garden.
A mains water supply is reticulated to
all the paddocks.
The old sheep-shearing shed has
been refurbished and provides Andrew
with a pleasant area to work at his oil
paintings (which are quite impressive)
and also when the mood strikes him, to
play on his drum kit. Most of the work
on the farm has been done by Andrew
and Judi including the new paddock
fencing. One of the exceptions is the
trimming of cyprus trees planted by
the previous owners lining the driveway
into Western Park. If left untrimmed
they would have blocked the driveway,

but now there is a kilometre of hedges
that are about 10 metres high. As well as
maintaining these trees the Donaldsons
have planted about 20,000 trees which
have attracted a great number of birds,
with eagles, owls and Cape Barren geese
being frequent visitors. Animals to be
seen on the property include echidnas,
wallabies, lace monitors, sugar gliders
and snakes.
At the bottom of Western Park is 50
acres of Coastal Banksia which is the
largest unburnt stand of these trees in
Victoria. This has provided staff from
Latrobe University with an opportunity
to study this undisturbed area of trees
that once would have stretched right
along our foreshore.

Now this is what one could really call a
hedge!

Andrew working his way up one of the laneways connecting the paddocks.

*Coolort is a Bunwoorung name for
Sandy Point.
**Campsie Lodge was the property
where eventually a portion was
subdivided to provide the estates that
became the township of Somers. A home
erected by Percy Sanderson, owner of
Campsie Lodge in the 1930s, is currently
situated on Beach Hill Road.
Historical reference material from
All Our Somers by Bruce Bennett. ʘ
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WRITERS’ GROUP
Fiction Essays Plays Novels
Short Stories History Research
Children’sWriting

Letters
Non-Fiction

Journalism Reports

Poetry Travel Writing
D
&J
W
Join us
Share your words

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

Who is
Landcare?

Everyone welcome

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

ALAN COSTELLO
President MCCL Group

High Tech Dentistry with Good Old Fashioned Care

Ph: 5983 5348

Dental Trauma Fridge Cheat Sheet:

The Visitor Information Centre in
Hastings is re-locating and is looking
for more volunteers
to join the team of passionate locals
helping to promote our area.
Training and support provided.
Please ring 5979 1622
for more information
or email
enquiry@westernportinfo.com.au
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Broken Tooth
1. Apply pressure on any bleeding
2. Find broken fragment and place in milk/saliva
3. Contact dentist

I

am sure there is an assumption in a
section of our population that Landcare
is only for greenies and tree huggers, but
as much as caring for the environment
is a major priority it is only a part of
Landcare’s charter.
Landcare is a group of local people who
have the interests of our environment as
one of their main priorities as well as
sustainable farming, feral pest control,
noxious weed eradication, erosion
control and improving all aspects of
primary production.

Landcare brings together groups of
people who share a common problem
and usually live in the same catchment.
A catchment is an area that collects and
directs water to a common point. By
working together in a catchment, land
degradation and other problems can be
tackled successfully.
Many of the first groups were set
up to eradicate rabbits and to address
other specific farmland degradation
issues. The Landcare concept has now
extended well beyond this, to include
rural farming, lifestyle and community
development. Participants may include
full-time farmers, those who farm as a
hobby, urban groups, local schools and
businesses.
Landcare began in Victoria, in 1986
with a group of farmers near St Arnaud
in central Victoria forming the first
Landcare group. Since then, the concept
has developed into a movement, across
Australia and now around the world.
There are approximately 4000 Landcare
groups in Australia, and the model is
being used in about 15 other countries.
In the 20 years since the first group
formed, Landcare has become an
organisation, related to the stewardship
principles, where land managers work
to protect or improve the land for the
future. Landcare groups in Australia
are supported by Landcare Australia
as a national body, and also by relevant
State and local governments.
Your local Landcare group is the
Merricks Coolart Catchment Group,
which was established in 1997. After
a period of minimal activity, three
years ago it was reactivated thanks
to the support of the Shire’s Landcare

Facilitator, Jacquie Salter.
We now have an enthusiastic
committee and are keen to increase our
membership. We are looking for more
local projects to get involved in, including
projects on members’ properties.
Projects we have recently been
involved in are: Noxious weed
eradication; Planning bio-links for safe
native animal movement; Foreshore
rejuvenation; Field days on soil erosion;
Workshops on soil types and soil
improvement; and the Masterplan for
Merricks Station Reserve.
We are in the process of planning
projects on Noxious weed identification;
Holistic and sustainable farming;
Feral animal control and Eradication
of Environmental weeds; Bird Boxes
and Revegetation of indigenous plants.
We would welcome any suggestions for
future projects from the Community.
The Merricks Coolart Catchment
L andc are Group area includes
Balnarring, Balnarring Beach, Somers,
Merricks and part of Red Hill. For a
detailed map, see our website: http://
portphillipwesternport.landcarevic.net.
au/merricks-coolart
Come a long a nd meet your
neighbours, have a lot of fun and help
maintain our beautiful piece of the
Mornington Peninsula.
We would be delighted to welcome
new members. Family membership is
only $20.
For further information please
cont act our Secret ar y, Michele:
onedaydoris@yahoo.com.au
Or Alan Costello 0412 549 994;
aldian1@bigpond.com
ʘ

Loose Tooth
1. Apply pressure on any bleeding
2. Gently push tooth back into position
3. Check no interference on biting
4. Contact dentist
Tooth Completely Knocked Out
1. Pick tooth up by crown only
2. Suck on tooth to remove dirt
3. Put tooth root (pointy part) back into socket
4. Contact dentist
OR
1. Put tooth into milk/saliva
2. Contact dentist (as soon as possible)

Merricks Coolart Catchment Landcare members tour the
property of one of our members in 2013.

Beehives on the property of one of the members of Merricks
Coolart Catchment Landcare.
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Springtime in
Somers
YVONNE INCIGNERI

S

pring is here once again. The
blossoms are coming out and the
European trees have their beautiful
soft green shoots, the grass is starting
to grow, the evenings are staying light
much longer and we have had a taste of
a few warm days.
The Ibis at Coolart Wetlands have
been nesting for a while and have very
noisy young; the pair of Black Swans
have a nest on the other side of the
lagoon, and there are many new nests
appearing in the woodlands.

At my house the little Scrub Wrens
are very interested in the reflections
in the windows, thinking they have
opposit ion. The Blackbirds and
Wattlebirds are starting to nest, you
can hear the Lapwings calling in the
night and the beautiful Bronze Wings
are calling in the distance.
The pair of Magpies still bring their
noisy youngster in – I guess they will
be nesting soon.
On one of my walks I came across
a shiny black snake sunning itself; the
little lizards are seen on the side of the
tracks once again. The Honeyeaters are
visiting the flowering native shrubs and
the occasional butterfly is seen.
Spring is a special time in Somers
and it becomes a great Nature Haven
for everyone.

Plinth riding
on the puffpuffs
BARRINGTON PLINTH

Note from the Proofreader
You may be able to find spelling
mistakes or other errors in this
issue of the Paper Nautilus. This is
because our policy is to try to please
all our readers, including those who
like to find fault.

ITProfessor
Business and Home
fixed ADSL & wireless 3G
data & networks.
PC Maintenance.
Websites. Shops. Email.
Development. Hosting. Support.
Domain & SEO Management.
Business Systems Analysis.
Project Management.
Contact Matthew Taylor to discuss
your needs in plain English
or bits & bytes.
support@itprofessor.com.au
Phone Message 0400 963 064
ITProfessor Pty Ltd - Box 424 Somers
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T

he one (and probably only) thing
about having a big ‘0’ birthday is
that you get presents and you can even
specify what you want; you don’t want
things, you have plenty of those; you
want experiences, gentle experiences
which won’t puff you out and won’t
bore you either. You may be shown
travel brochures featuring holidays in
some tropicana paradise. These usually
feature pictures of languid females
stretched out on chaise-longues while
drinking from tall glasses with cherries
on sticks and there’s a bronzed hunk
in the pool, with arms crossed on the
tiled edge and he’s looking lustily at the
females.
Well no thanks! Past all that (worse
luck), so what else is there? We hit the
jackpot! A trip on a puffer train and even
a ride in the engine! So let’s follow the
package. You take a drive to the historic
goldmining town of Maldon. You find
the motel, The Eaglehawk and you go to
check in. Then, surprise, surprise, there
sitting in reception is one-time longtime Somers resident, Debbie Benson.

Debbie and her husband Chris moved
here to take over the motel 18 months
ago and it’s a heritage-style building
and delightful in every way. Not only
that, the motel is just over a grassy
bank from the Goldfields Railway
yards and you can hear the dear old
sounds of puffer trains shunting their
carriages; but be assured, they all
quieten down at night time with the
engines just simmering away ready for
the excursions on the morrow.
The package entitles one to a ride
in the parlour car and what a delight
that is; elegant heritage interior, wicker
chairs with cushions and a veranda
on the back where you can take in
the views in the open air as the train
rumbles along. Then just to complete
the illusion that you’re on the Orient
Express, a liveried waiter enters and
offers you wine and biscuits. Meanwhile
the smoke from the engine is drifting
though the trees and that loud musical
whistle reminds us that this is a real
train, a steam train.
Castlemaine is the destination on
this return trip and on arrival, there
will be no trouble filling a couple of
hours in this interesting and historic
town. There are galleries and historic
buildings, the old jail, but for Plinth
the best place is the bric-a-brac barn
in Mostyn Street. They have everything
that an old boy could want but doesn’t
need: tools, artifacts, furniture, old
books and magazines and everything

else. But this is not meant to be a
travelogue; this is about the steam
train.
The carriages are at the platform
t aking on their passengers and
meanwhile the locomotive is being
turned in readiness for its trip back
up the line. The engine is a big blackand-red machine (a ‘J’ Class for those
who know about such things), and it’s
full of life. The Westinghouse brake
compressor is thumping away and
the steam turbo generator is singing
and the whole locomotive seems to
be building up its energy for the work
ahead. The driver and fireman are
moving about in the cab with oily rags
in hand tackling the valves and levers
that will control engine power. The
driver spots Plinth on the platform and
he’s all quaking with excitement. He
is invited onto the footplate and after
checking his documents he is told to
stand on the left hand corner behind
the fireman’s seat. Everything is hot,
steaming hot and one wonders what
it must have been like in these cabs in
hot summer weather.
The driver and fireman take their
seats and they both seem to be braced
with legs outstretched and their elbows
out of the windows. We soon see why!
The driver gets the green flag, blows
the whistle and then he starts to pull on
the large lever to start the train. There
is amazing hissing of steam and as that
subsides we hear the characteristic >
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4/4 time ‘I think I can’ exhaust beat
from the funnel as we gather speed.
Incidentally, the footplate comprises
a raised steel floor that covers the
gap between the locomotive and
the tender and as Plinth was to find,
standing on it is quite a challenge. He
had always known that steam locos
were rough riders but he had no idea
they were this rough! While the crew
were hanging on to their seats, Plinth’s
legs were turning to jelly. As this was
an oil-fired locomotive (no shovelling
coal), the fireman’s job was to control
the intensity of the fire and maintain
sufficient water level in the boiler.
This meant that he had time to turn
around and explain all the workings
of the engine.
This was a fascinating experience
and it was lovely being in the cab as
we chuffed merrily along tooting the
whistle. There were people on the
line-side taking pictures and Plinth
deigned to give them a wave. Maldon
was reached too soon and thanking the
crew for the ride, Plinth stepped down
onto the platform and nearly crumpled
to the ground – his legs had been given
such a shaking that it’s a wonder his
knees hadn’t fallen off. Still, it was well,
well worth it. For an old steam buff, this
was the ultimate experience and as a
whole package, the experience certainly
topped being given things.
ʘ
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“We can’t solve problems by
using the same kind of thinking
we used to create them.”
Albert Einstein

Student
wellbeing and
discipline at
SPS
DAVID INGHAM, Principal

I

received the first part of my education
in South Africa, attending a boys’ school
with a fine reputation and a long history
of educating English-speaking South
Africans. I soon learned that the culture
of the school was all about repression.
There were often long lines of boys
outside the Principal’s office waiting
to be caned; all trying to be last in line as
they argued that he would be tired by the
end! The interesting point about the use
of a one-metre bamboo cane on a child’s
rear end is that the more they hit you
the tougher your posterior becomes and
the less it hurts. The second issue is that
having carried out the final sanction with
monotonous regularity they have, in a
way, expended all their ammunition. As
a student who attended the Principal’s
office on a regular basis, about three
times a week, there was nothing more
they could do with me. This allowed me
to answer back and generally display
behaviour which annoyed them. This
particular school had taught me nothing
about discipline, but a great deal about
power and power relationships.
Contrast this with my time at
Sunshine North Primary School, which
I attended for one term before moving
to High School. Our Principal was Mr
Wilding, a First World War veteran,
whose quiet way and gentle approach
to all the children ensured he was loved
and respected by every child. To be
sent to Mr Wilding was something you
would not want, because he would be
disappointed in you.
My teacher was Mr Hiskins, a
Kokoda veteran of the Second World
War, who was renowned for his honesty

and fairness. One day I was being a bit
noisy and Mr Hiskins called me to a
quiet part of the class and expressed
his disappointment in my behaviour.
I was devastated. This quiet, honest,
fair-minded man had something that
the teachers and the Principal at my
South African school did not have: my
respect.
The world I grew up in was very
different from the one today’s children
grow up in. It didn’t matter all that much
if you were only moderately successful
at school. We were allowed to roam
our suburbs on the weekends and as
long as you were home for dinner,
few questions were asked. Today our
children enter a world where safety is a
real concern and they are academically
competing with the rest of the world.
In addition, as teenagers they are in
a world where they have access to a
whole range of potentially damaging
inf luences from violent computer
games, access to pornography on the
internet and the youth sub-culture of
drug-taking.
The role of the modern parent
and therefore the modern school is to
prepare children to successfully enter
a very uncertain world where success
brings great reward and failure can
often leave the individual adrift in
the society and devastated to a point
where recovery is extremely difficult.
This is no easy task and the techniques
used by schools in the past, while still
used for good or ill, to a degree are not
appropriate answers to this modern
dilemma. The problem we face is: How
will our teenage children behave and
react when we are not there? Will they
say no to drugs or hooning or to take
part in risk-taking behaviour such as
train surfing? We need to prepare our
children to be able to stick to their
values when they are away from us and
under pressure. To achieve this, parents
and schools need to work together.
So how does Somers Primary
School respond to this situation in
its attempt to assist the children it
serves to participate fully in the 21st
century? To some extent we borrow
the culture which has dominated State
Education for almost 150 years and
which was epitomised by Sunshine
North Primary School during my term
there. Firstly, respect needs to be a core

value of a school. The commitment to
respect begins with the adults who
must demonstrate care and empathy
for the students. It is not enough to
have some adults, be they teachers or
education support staff, demonstrating
core values of respect and decency;
the whole staff, parent volunteers and
anyone else associated with the school
needs to model the values we are trying
to impart.
The role of the home and school
as a team cannot be underestimated.
On many occasions I have had an
unrepentant child in my office and said:
“How about we get your parents in here
and you can explain your behaviour
to them?” Sometimes this is really
effective, and sometimes not. When
I mention grandparents, however, the
response is pretty universal. “No, I
would not like to have my grandparents
in here and explain my behaviour to
them!” This highlights a key point which
was made by American researcher Dr
George Otero, that children who are
connected to their society are more
likely to make good decisions than
children who are alienated from the
society. In this regard the effective
management of the next generation falls
to whole communities to develop key
values in each successive generation
of children. Thus children who attend
church, scouts, CFA, sports clubs or any

other community organisation which
nurtures them and provides a sense of
belonging have a massive advantage in
becoming effective citizens.
The second aspect to an effective
welfare and discipline program is
consistency. The message must be
universal and the language used must
be the same. We believe that no teacher
is responsible for their class. We are all
responsible for all the children within
the school. That means that if a child
in one class is misbehaving or in need,
all staff are expected to respond in the
prescribed manner determined in our
staff meeting and policy framework.
This requires us to k now each
individual, their needs, limitations,
personalities and difficulties. The
manner of response will vary according
to the need of the child. Good oldfashioned misbehaviour will see one
response, whilst responding to a child
who is stressed, under pressure or with
a condition such as autism or anxiety
will be managed within the context of
the child’s need.
In all instances, children who
misbehave are on a journey to gain
control of their own behaviour. This
may involve them working through the
events that led them to be in my office,
identifying decision-making points and
indicating how they could have made
wiser decisions. There will always

be consequences for poor decisions.
The link between cause and effect
needs to be clearly established with
consequences which are appropriate
and fair. Where children display unusual
behaviour, we have a number of options
for counselling and referral. These are
useful tools in our armoury which often
lead to satisfactory outcomes in the
long term. Our aim is to use referential
power; that is power given to us by
the children on the basis of trust and
respect, rather than the authoritarian
power we have been given, which must
be used very sparingly to avoid Somers
Primary School becoming a place that
does not value children. The authority
which I have undoubtedly been given is
reserved for emergencies such as fire,
where orders need to be followed to
the letter, or as a last resort.
Where we have repeated bad
choices and a pattern of poor behaviour,
children will be placed on a behaviour
diary which is signed by each teacher
they have three times a day. They visit
the Principal each day to have it signed
and then it is sent home for parents to
monitor. Children have to earn their
way off the diary with 10 days of perfect
behaviour. If they get a cross after nine
days, they start over again. In-school
suspension is also used where students
work in the Principal’s office away from
the other children for a day. This is a
real deterrent for most children.
There are ultimate sanctions
available to us. After a child has
been of f icially suspended for a
certain number of times, they can be
expelled, but because they are below
the school leaving age, they must be
accommodated at another school.
Our aim is to make sure Somers
Primary School is a humane place
where good models of humanity are
demonstrated. We want our children to
graduate with a clear moral compass,
k now ing right from w rong and
confident in their actions. Most of all, we
would like them to be able to apply their
values to new situations and have the
courage to say ‘No’ to peers who would
engage them in dangerous practices
currently or in later life. Ultimately,
we want to produce effective and
productive Australians who will make
a positive contribution to the future of
our nation.			
ʘ
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Two among
millions
BRONWEN GIBBS

S

itting on a plane returning from a
two-week trip to Belgium, which
slipped for a couple of days into France,
I’m trying to remember what we hoped
to get from our trip to both iconic and
unknown places on ‘the Western Front’
of the First World War. Perhaps it was a
wish to acknowledge and commemorate
two family members, one who signed up
in 1914 and died as a result of gunshot
wounds to the chest at the battle of
Pozieres in 1916, and the other who
joined up in 1916, was wounded twice
but survived to return home: Cecil, my
grandfather’s older brother and HJ,
Dave’s grandfather.
We were also perhaps hoping for
a little understanding of what their
experience had been. I have a sheaf
of papers that list the contents of
Cecil’s pockets when he died and the
belongings that were returned to
my great-grandparents along with
correspondence between the War
Department and my great-grandfather
in his search to find out details not only
of Cecil’s death but also his signing up.
I also have the photo he was carrying
in his pocket at the time he was

wounded. Dave has a similar sheaf of
papers from HJ’s records along with
his grandfather’s diaries. These don’t
give us an understanding of what they
experienced.
We were expertly guided for two
days in small groups with a personal
slant and also explored on our own.
We visited cemeteries, memorials and
museums, stood on the ground where
these men fought and were wounded
and visited Cecil’s grave, standing in the
same spot where his parents, my greatgrandparents stood and took photos in
1920, ’23 and ’27.
The Western Front ran from the
North Sea to Switzerland. There are
over 1000 cemeteries, some large, some
small, some with iconic names and some
under cherry trees alongside village
cemeteries with children playing in the
school next door. There are those where
men buried in the field have been lifted
and reburied, those on the roadside
on the outskirts of villages where the
wounded who had not survived the
journey were buried and those at the
backs of the casualty clearing stations
for those who made it there but still did
not survive, and there are those who
were buried where they fell in locations
where it is viable to maintain the graves.
Many of these cemeteries are in sight of
each other. Mile after mile after mile.
Large numbers of the headstones,
all hauntingly identical other than

their inscriptions, bear only the words
‘Known only unto god’. Large panels
engraved with the names of the missing
remind us of the thousands of men still
out there. Bodies are still regularly being
found in the fields and in excavations,
now often identified through DNA.
In the town of Ypres at the gate on
the road leading to Menin a marble arch
was built as a memorial to the British
and Commonwealth soldiers missing
in the Ypres Salient. There are nearly
55,000 names engraved on the Menin
Gate. At 8 o’clock every night the road
under the arch is closed to traffic and up
to a thousand hushed onlookers stand
in silence to witness the playing of the
Last Post by buglers from the volunteer
fire brigade. Other than during German
occupation in the Second World War,
this has happened every night of the
year since spring 1929.
We have some understanding of
the impact of such a large percentage
of a generation of young men lost or
damaged a long way from home but little
understanding of living within this war.
Whole villages reduced to splinters and
mud, fields unrecognisable in mud and
craters.
The museums, from the privately
owned to the one in the school at
Villers Breteneaux to the new Flanders
Museum at Ypres, all have their place;
but to stand on the land where these
battles took place, visit the villages

and cities that sat amongst the turmoil
and have been rebuilt (mostly in the
style of what existed before) and to see
cemetery after cemetery with identical
white headstones that are worked
around in villagers’ daily life, cannot
be beaten.
We did remember and commemorate
and also gained a greater sense of what
these men experienced along with a
better understanding of the impact
on the people on whose lands these
battles were fought. I think we’ve both
achieved more than we hoped. While
following the stories of two men in
different places at different times in the
same war we came back with a bigger
picture and broader understanding.
Much is being made of the 100 th
anniversary of the landing at Gallipoli
next year and the creation of the
ANZAC legend. Cecil was also at the
landing on the beaches on 25 April
1915. Three months later enemy
shelling demolished the machinegun
pit where he was located and Cecil was
temporarily buried in the trench cave-in
one year to the day before he was fatally
wounded at Pozieres. Many of the men
who survived Gallipoli went on to also
serve on the Western Front where our
soldiers achieved much. Here, finally,
they were led for the first time by one
of our own, Sir John Monash. There
is much to be both remembered and
commemorated.		
ʘ

Pozieres, France before the war. AWM CO3126

This photograph of the main street of Pozières looking west
towards Bapaume was ... taken by British official photographer
Ernest Brooks on 28 August 1916. He was brought here by
Charles Bean to ensure that an adequate historical record
was made of the Pozieres battlefield from an Australian
perspective. Bean wrote at the time: ‘On the top of a gently
rising hill, over which the Roman road ran as is the way with
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Roman roads, was a pretty village, with its church, its cemetery
under the shady trees; its orchards and picturesque village
houses. Then came the British bombardment for a week before
the battle of the Somme. The bombardment shattered Pozières.
Its buildings were scattered as you would scatter a house of
toy bricks.’ [AWM EZ0095: Charles Bean, Letters from France,
Cassell, Melbourne, 1917, p.112]

Warloy Baillion 1927

Rabbits run
riot in Somers
TONY DUBOUDIN

A

nyone who lives in Somers could
not fail to be aware that we have a
rabbit problem. The furry little bob-tailed
animals are slowly digging and eating
their way through the village.
On an evening drive through the
village recently I spotted at least a
dozen enjoying the benefits of lush
nature strips and front gardens no doubt
causing angst to property owners.
There are various theories as to why
the rabbit population has exploded. One
is that a cull of foxes on Coolart has
removed one of their main predators and
allowed their numbers to soar, although
the ranger at Coolart, Brian Thomas,
doubts that this has had an effect as once
foxes are cleared from one area others
soon repopulate the area, rather like
possums.
Rabbit numbers have probably been
helped by the fact we have had good
rains resulting in a lush grass cover.
Maybe it is just cyclical.
Brian says that at Coolart the main
objective has been to clear rabbits from
the formal garden area rather than the
entire reserve area. To do that Parks
Victoria engaged a licensed contractor
experienced in pest animal control
to control the rabbits. This was an
integrated program which means that
several methods were used to get the
best results. These included:
• Carrot bait laced with Pindone.
• Harbour destruction.
• Fumigation of warrens.
• Rabbit-proofing buildings which
rabbits were burrowing under.
Precautions were taken so that nontarget species were not affected. Signs
alerted the public to the program.
If, like me, you like to grow a few
vegetables then you have to be prepared
to fence off your veggie patch to at
least a metre as bunnies can jump. At
present there is adequate grass cover to
keep rabbits happy but once the warm
weather starts they will be looking for
other food sources. Anything young,
green and accessible is usually fair

target for our furry friends.
So what can one do to keep the
rabbits at bay? The RSPCA recommends
that landholders act in concert as acting
in isolation is of no use – rabbits are no
respecters of boundaries.
It suggests fencing rabbits out by
using a wire fence with a section of
small-gauge wire dug into the ground to
a sufficient depth to deter rabbits from
burrowing under the fence.
In Victoria there is an obligation on
landowners to control rabbits on their
property as the animals are declared
as established pest animals under
the Catchment and Land Protection Act
1994.
The Act states landowners have a
responsibility to “take all reasonable
steps to prevent the spread of, and as
far as possible eradicate, established
pest animals from their land”.
To give you an idea of the problems
we mortals face, it is useful to know
that rabbits are able to produce
numerous litters per year. In fact two
breeding rabbits can produce more
than 180 rabbits in just 18 months!
According to the Department of
Environment and Primary Industries
rabbits are stimulated to breed by the
presence of nutritious green growth.
This usually occurs during the cooler
months but can include wet summers.
You can obtain more information on
rabbit control from the Department of
Environment and Primary Industries
at www.depi.vic.gov.au and Landcare
at www.landcarevic.net.au
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London taxi:
a car designed
for a purpose
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The MOrnington Peninsulas
Freshest Market
An independent market showcasing Melbourne
and the Peninsula’s very best makers, creators,
growers and collectors. 170+ stalls, kids
entertainment, live music, loads of gourmet food
and local fresh produce!

3rd Saturday of month
9am to 2pm
2014 - Oct 18, Nov 15, Dec 20
2015 - 3rd Jan & 17th Jan (twilights 3pm - 8pm), Feb 21, Mar 21, Apr 18

Emu Plains Reser ve
Balnar r ing Racecourse, Coolar t Rd

w w w. e m u p l a i n s m a r ke t . c o m . a u
CRAFT

FARMERS

VINTAGe

gourmet

Eclectic

!"#"$%&'!()
*'+#,-).$/(01-2(/
3435$677$684
/&#(0/
!"#$%&'$%()*+,

!"#"$%&'(&)*+,#./'0"%$1'234"$,"#5"
6&7'8%19,:#"7';"$<,5"
!%1'8,==,#-'>'?:#<"$1,:#1
@%,#'A%="$'B%#C'?:##"5=,:#1
($:D"11,:#%&'E=="#=,:#'B:'F"=%,&
;:&%$'A%="$'G"%=,#-'H'!:<"$#*"#='@"+%="1

.

32

Like the red double-deck bus the
distinctive black taxi is instantly
recognised by most people and
represents an image of London that
dominates all others; no street scene
in the city is complete without one
or the other in the background, and
the designs of both vehicles have
subsequently travelled the world for
their practicality, novelty and, well,
simply because people from many walks
of life actually like them. They appear
human-scale and friendly.
Origins
Walk the streets of London and the
ubiquitous ‘black cab’ can be found
just about everywhere – stacked in
lines outside the main train stations,
airports and shopping malls, nose-totail at the traffic lights, cluttering up
the bus lanes and dodging around the
ever-increasing number of push-bike
riders that have begun to dominate the
centre of the city in recent times. The
establishment of the traffic exclusion
zone in Central London from 2003 on
has significantly reduced the number
of casual car commuters, and the
21,000 taxis licensed to operate in the
British capital have taken over. You
can enter the city without paying the
congestion charge should you own an
electric car but, for the present, these
remain relatively few in number;
and only a minority (the richest?)
continue to run privately-registered
vehicles powered by petrol/diesel
into the capital on a regular basis.
Strictly speaking London cabs
are called ‘hackneys’ or ‘hackneycarriages’ in deference to the name
given to the original horse-drawn
carriages that dated from the first
licenses issued in the early 17th century
for operating passenger vehicles for
hire in the city. Dispute over the
name ‘hackney’ has linked its origin
to French and/or Spanish breeds of
horses that suited the carriages used
or the narrow passageways of the city

FX4 Fairway model: Dominating the streets of London for more than 20 years,
the LTI FX4 exudes presence, space, reliability and familiarity; and is capable of
carrying five people and their luggage in relative comfort.
of that time but, more recently, it was
generally considered to have come
from the village of Hackney (now an
east London suburb). At a distance of
10km or thereabouts from Charing
Cross (the historical ‘centre’ of the city

and from where all London distances
are measured), this was the furthest
a horse carriage could be expected to
travel; and thus ‘Hackney’ defined both
the name and the area of operation.
Those enjoying language will see >

TX series: You may have to look hard to see the difference but the more compact
and modern TX has all but replaced the older FX4 model, and complies with current
standards for air quality in modern cities.
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the derivative of other similar words
such as ‘hack’ to describe both taxis and
the horses that were once employed in
their thousands; and/or ‘hack-stand’
where taxis wait to be hired. Images of
horse-drawn hansom carriages – light,
durable and highly efficient – dominate
pictures of 19 th century London and
the adventures of Sherlock Holmes on
fog-shrouded nights; and they were
in use right through to the era of the
first electric-powered and internalengine-powered taxis that heralded
the 20th century. But horses survived
right through until the late 1940s;
they provided city transport during
two world wars and at times of fuel
rationing – and may yet do so again.
Configuration
Not all London taxis are black – a
minority are coloured and splattered
with advertisements – but all conform
with the spaciousness of the cabin and
the headroom provided; sufficient
to enable gentlemen to wear a top
hat. More to the point is the famous
turning circle of just eight metres;
sufficient to enable an easy U-turn in
many city streets, but, in reality and
according to tradition, to enable the
cab to negotiate the small roundabout
in front of the Savoy Hotel in London.
The reality of current design is one
of a small commercial truck – heavy

Coming to a stop near you: Cities are the future of humankind; everyone wants to
live in one. Cities the world over are dominated by their transport networks; with
people-mover systems that are shifting millions above and below ground each day.
Congestion and the demise of cheap petro-fuels are likely to foresee a revolution
in city transport into the next period, but the taxi will probably remain in some
form. This is the Minimetro system in Perugia Italy. A 4km track, seven stations, 25
driverless cars each 5m long and a system capacity of 500 people. The 12-minute
ride into the town centre costs a couple of dollars.
chassis, voluminous body, slowrevving diesel engine, rear-wheel
drive, power steering and automatic
gearbox. The driver sits in a single
cab with space for luggage next to
him/her (where the front passenger

Configuration: Appreciate the spacious cabin, wide doors, comfort and
the security of a vehicle built like a tank; and then ride in a taxi based on a
conventional car and see the difference. Appreciate also that the hackney-carriage
driver has to pass ‘the knowledge’, demonstrating an intimate knowledge of the
geography of streets and places in London – and today this means within the
estimated 2800 square km enclosed by the M25 ring road.
34
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seat would be) and much higher
than in a conventional car. The driver
is separated from the passenger
compartment by a sliding window;
and the taxi just about drives itself
– it is that easy. Ideal for stop-start
travel in congested streets, the taxi
is relatively slow on the long haul
out of town. The introduction of the
FX4 Fairway model with its 2.7-litre
4-cylinder diesel (made by Nissan)
in the late 1980s boosted highway
performance, but was a challenge for
the original suspension and brakes. A
failure to stop quickly was countered
by redesign of the front axle to
accommodate disc brakes, which
were then retro-fitted to earlier
models.
Choose a model
The FX4 model dates from an
original design provided by the
English car company Austin and
was introduced in the early 1960s,
thereby establishing a configuration
and shape that has largely survived to
the current day. Austin mechanicals
provided both petrol and diesel
options based originally on the nowdefunct Austin Gypsy – a 4x4 Jeeplike vehicle that sold in competition
with the similar Land Rover of its day
– for off-road military, adventure and
farm use.
The slow demise of traditional

mass-produced British car industries
from the 1970s on is reflected in
re-focus upon specialist luxury
and commercial vehicles; and the
coach-building company Carbodies
took ownership of the FX4 design
in the early 1980s. This resulted
in the ubiquitous London Taxis
International LTI FX4 Fairway model
that dominated London taxi ranks
for the 20-year period 1989 on, and
which was exported in numbers
for use as taxis in countries as
diverse as the USA, China, Israel,
Cyprus and Singapore. Many more
have found markets in recreational,
entertainment, institutional and other
commercial markets worldwide,
including both new and second-hand
vehicles. A cab that has driven the
streets of London for a million miles
over 15 years or more could end up
as a wedding car in Montevideo or
Melbourne.
Modernisation, concern for the
environment and progress have
all taken their toll of the FX4 in
London and, the clincher, was the
challenge to meet Euro 3 standards
for emission control for fleet use.
Conversion remains practical, but
the easiest route has been one of
replacement of the 15,000 LTI FX4s
with the LTC TX series. Looking much
like its predecessor with similar
body, doors and passenger and
driver configurations, the obvious
difference is a more compact engine
compartment with its shorter sloping
bonnet and slanted radiator and
lights. The TX series now dominates
the roads of London with the
FX4 shipped out of the city to the
provincial towns or scrapped for the
value of the recycled materials. Small
numbers have been purchased for
private ownership.
If you are travelling on business
with money to spare and arriving at
London’s Heathrow Airport and the
alternative Underground train or
road coach on the M4 into the city is
a challenge and you prefer a taxi, the
chances are that you will take a TX
into town. The value of the small but
prestigious markets for the London
taxi have not been lost on the big
vehicle manufacturers, however
and Ford, Mercedes-Benz, Peugeot
and Volkswagen have all produced
configurations of popular models
that comply with Hackney carriage
specifications. Numbers are still few,
but they are rising for there is nothing

Wheelchair friendly: Taxis can handle wheelchairs too. The ramps are stacked in
the boot (with the luggage stacked next to the driver up front).
sentimental about profit-making
when it comes to tradition. (When
did you last see a main-line steam
locomotive?)
The shift to emission-free vehicles
for city use in London and elsewhere,
however, points the way to electrically
powered vehicles into the future;
and here the investment potential
of the big car manufacturers can be
expected to dominate. The Chinese
company Geely Automobile, for
example, originally made the LTI
TX under licence, but the parent
company – Manganese Bronze – went
bust in 2013, and Geely bought the
remaining assets of the London Taxi
Company as it was then called. A
case of ‘watch this space’ then with
the demise of this icon of traditional
‘Britishness’.
And if you don’t currently think much
of the other car models built by Geely
or the image of Chinese cars in general,
be aware that just a handful of years
back the same views were widely
expressed for cars manufactured in
Japan and South Korea. The reality is
that Asia dominates manufacturing of
most mass-produced goods worldwide,
and cars are no exception. Your next
London taxi may look at home in
London but, like your hairdryer, the
refrigerator in your kitchen or the
plane you just arrived on, it will almost
certainly have ‘Made in Asia’ stamped
on it somewhere. ʘ

SOUVENIR MUGS
FOR SALE
$10 each

Lovely ivory-white mugs
with the Somers Paper
Nautilus logo around the
base.
If you would like one or
more of these specialedition mugs, 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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Dad’s last bike ride

was to Balnarring. He’d gone to the Op Shop for some
Christmas Shopping. It was a warm Friday, and sparkly.
Disappointed they didn’t have what he wanted he rolled off
to the Balnarring Beach Store for a Drumstick. Luckily the
tide was out for an easy ride along the beach to the thenclosed creek mouth, Somers, and home. “But pushing that
bike over the sand dune damn near killed me.”
“Lucky you weren’t killed on the way over. Saw you on
the road with the buses and trucks and hoons while there’s
that nice new bike path to go on.”His reply, having tried the
pathbut going off into the ditches because of all the curves
and being blind, had a logic that defied argument. Angus
at the Store would tell Dad what was on the shelf as Dad
couldn’t see, then he’d goggle-eye as Dad pushed off on his
bike. Dad had a whopper TV before they were cheap and
fashionable. Sitting a foot away he could sort of make out
the shapes of some things, and being close with the volume
up helped make up for the deafness he’d had since the
measles at 5 years.
We had a cup of tea with the sandwich for lunch as we
drenched in the Goldilocks warmth, not too warm of the
early summer, where he told this account of his adventure.
He retold his awe at the amazing 91 years he’d had – from
the joy of a happy family childhood, the tragedy of the
Depression (still wincing at the clip over the ear from
his dad as his shuffle down the street was wearing shoe
leather), parents taken too young by TB, gratitude for a slice
of bread with dripping (that’s why he’d lay the butter on
like slices of cheese to make up for that deprivation), seeing
Kingsford-Smith land his aeroplane onto Flemington Race
Course and Armstrong set foot on the Moon, the vendors
who’d vend from horse and cart their ice, vegies, milk, and
Rawleighs, to be able to buy in and build a shack in Somers
where he’d had the happiest time at 13 wild on the foreshore
boarding at the Palm Beach store as his Dad helped paint
the new Navy Base, recalling his expulsion from the army
when they finally found out he was deaf (don’t be on the
wrong end of the line to the order ‘about turn quick march’),
and on. His best move was to marry the best girl so together
they were able to focus his work ethic to get the rewards
they deserved, and the two boys of course.
Sunday breakfast was at the dune munching muesli
with the two magpies that reigned this territory. This
was my territory too, having helped build the dune by
placing garden prunings, clippings and seaweed to catch
the windblown sand. In ’72 this place was under a metre of
water at high tide, now it’s eight metres above. The ti-tree
was kept trimmed by one of the neighbours’ contractors
so it was thick and not leggy. A sign says you can’t leave
those clippings any more, or prune or trim, yet without
those actions the place wouldn’t be there. Another sparkly
day, offshore breeze, now to fire up the old motorcycle and
head to Flinders via the long way for coffee with a few likeminded ratbags for whom the term ‘enthusiasts’ is loosely
applied. Firstly a cuppa and toast with thick butter for dad,
but he’d gone on already.
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So that was Dad’s last ride on the Repco Leisure
Traveller. A girl’s bike easy to alight, great for city work
with an upright stance providing a clear view and elegant
relaxed gait. Known as an Amsterdam bike I’d enjoyed
riding them a couple of times from there to Paris, or
London. Around Somers this inheritance worked well
with the modified deep plastic plant pot pannier to carry
the yoga mat and Saturday’s Age. The fluoro-pink forks
leading the tracky daxed rebel without a helmet gave
Johnny C’s serious mountain-bike crew something to laugh
at and scorn.
Six years later we had coffee in Albert Park where the
new waitress was a backpacker from Amsterdam. From
digs in St Kilda she got fit, it being too expensive to tram
it. With new tyres and tubes, brake rubbers, seat, bell, and
a squirt of oil the old Repco was roadworthy and back in
business, on the condition when done, she’d pass it on to
someone who could use it.
Saw the old bike chained outside the IGA in Bridport St
and it was going strong. Took a photo of course, and just
spent an hour unsuccessfully looking for it, but a most
happy time reliving highlights of the past three years.
Thanks for the chance to go back, now what’s coming up?

TEDD WARDEN

