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Anzac Day at Somers
Primary School
DAVID INGHAM (Principal SPS)

T

PO De Groot giving his address to the
school on the sinking of the German
ship Emden.

It was intriguing to watch those
children who were following the
readings by their school captains by
tracing the words on their programs
ϔǤ
out Ella and Saige who were intent on
seeing the spoken word in print.

he centenary of the Gallipoli landing
at ANZAC cove was celebrated by
children of Somers Primary School on
Friday 24 April at the school. Special
ǡ  ϐ    
RAN told the children the story of the
engagement between HMAS Sydney
and SMS Emden of the Cocos Islands in
1914. This was followed by a series of
readings led by school captains, Joanna
Mikkelson and Cooper Squire. These
readings outlined the events that took
place at ANZAC Cove on 25 April 1915
through to the evacuation of Australian
troops eight months later.
Following the Last Post, minute of

silence, Rouse and the National Anthem,
the children walked to the top of the
oval for the planting of a Gallipoli oak
tree. This oak was grown from acorns
from trees cultivated from the acorns
sent back to Australia by soldiers
 Ǥϐ 
Groot planted the oak which we hope
will be a feature of future ANZAC
commemoration services at Somers
Primary School.
 
is to encourage the next generation
of Australians to honour the ANZAC
tradition and to keep it alive for their
children and future generations. ᢾ

PO Ben De Groot planting the Gallipoli oak under the watchful eye of Luke Jenkins
with the whole school as an audience.
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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:
1. News relevant to Somers and the surrounding area as well
as items of general interest.
2. Stories and examples of local creative endeavour.
3. Letters.
The Paper Nautilus will not become involved in party
politics nor take sides on any issue. However, we encourage
readers to feel free to express their opinions on matters that
concern them and the Somers community.
 ϐ
decision of the paper’s content and reserves the right to
edit or omit any item on legal grounds or because of space.
Views expressed in the Nautilus are not necessarily shared
by the editorial committee but are those of the authors.
We aim for inclusiveness and openness, catering for a
diversity of views without rancour.

Nautilus

on the Web

Don’t forget back issues
of the Nautilus are
available for viewing
at www.somers-nautilus.org.au
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Don McCall
and his letter
I recently came across this letter from Don McCall, which
is his unique reply to an invitation to attend the 75th
Anniversary of the Somers School in 2009. Don was a teacher
here in the 1950s before the present school was built.
 ϔ
accompanying photo of Don taken at the Anniversary with his
grown-up ex-students in what was once their old school room.
You can meet him on Sundays at the Bittern Market where he
has a stall selling plant seedlings.

Patrick
Moore,
Champion
PETER HOHAUS

P

atrick Moore is a remarkable sailor.
He won as overall Champion in the
Western Port Challenge in February
sailing his Contender type boat, a
monohull. Somers Yacht Club held the
Hobie Victorian State Titles in early
March and Patrick did not want to waste
a weekend not sailing. He borrowed a
friend’s Hobie Turbo and entered the
Ǥ ϐ
Hobie during the regatta and blitzed
the class. I think he won every race
in his section. At one stage we were
watching him from a rescue boat. He
came screaming into a turn around a
buoy and we commented on how fast
he was going. Rear Commodore John
Tilleard, acting as rescue swimmer,
then calmly mentioned, “He’s fallen off
the boat”. Never mind, Patrick clawed
his way back onto the trampoline and
went on to win that heat too. His mum
Libby says he gets all his talent from
her! Funny thing is, Patrick sailed as
crew in the Sydney to Hobart race – he
didn’t get seasick until he got off the
water onto the dock!
ᢾ

Peter Hohaus will be missed

S

adly this will be our last contribution
from Peter. Many will already have
heard the news of Peter’s recent death
in a diving accident.
Peter has not only been a long time
contributor to our paper, submitting
articles or photos for almost every
issue but was also active behind the
scenes, instigating and setting up
our webpage and until very recently
acting as our webmaster.

Peter’s life and for our Christmas
issue he w rote an ar t icle on his

experience of attaining his diving
ǯ ϐ Ǥ
“It (diving) is just like f lying
through the water at a very slow pace
(you can even put your hands out in
front like Superman).”
The Nautilus was not Peter’s only
involvement in Somers and this larger
than life personality will be sadly
missed by many.
We send our condolences to Peter’s
family and friends and will publish
a more extensive article in our next
issue.
ᢾ

Peter on achieving his Master’s
ϔ Ǥ
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1/8 Sovereign Drive
Hastings Vic 3915

Letters to the Editors
re SRA pathways proposal
T

he most extraordinary thing about
these proposed pathways is that it
would be a total and utter destruction
of the Somers village environment.
Can you imagine the grassy verges
either side of, for instance, Parklands
Avenue with its gorgeous trees and
shrubs totally denuded? So much of
it planted by caring owners of the
adjoining properties who want to
further enhance the naturalness of our
Somers area. These people would be in
for large sums of money to have their
   ϐ 
of the area totally destroyed – a
miserable thought.
Somers is a unique village – oh,

Somers
Primary
School & the
safety of its
children

M

y sons are playing not so quietly
with an array of interesting toys
that spark and rotate. Fascinated,
their eyes light up and they look into
mine to share their joy. We are in the
ǯϐ  ǡ
 Ǣ     
learning starts. He is seemingly able
to shrink himself to the height of his
charges, engaging them in a conversation
ǡ ϐ ǡ
of minds.
         ϐ    
headmaster who had kindly eyes and
white hair. I cannot remember his name,
however he used to crouch over on his
seat to talk on the same level as me. I
thought I was the most special student

yes, there have been a few thoughtless
discrepancies, how they were allowed
one never knows I suppose – but we
as a village have a chance now to save
our Somers from further carelessness,
and not be a ‘lone voice’ as ‘A Somers
resident’ said [SPN #56, p. 7, ‘Letter
to the people of Somers’].
If the people who want footpaths
and all the ugly concrete additional
horrors that go with some such
environments, then let them choose
 ǡǡ
a holiday or residential living.
ǯ
suburb of Melbourne, speak up and
SAVE HER SOUL. Keep her as she is,

in the world to him, now suspecting
that he was this to all. I hoped he would
Ǣǡ
emblazoned on my heart and mind as
surely will be the case for the children
here.
I wonder what I can do to repay his
kindness, then I remember …
      
board want a pathway up Camp Hill
Road to make it safer for all the children
then let’s make sure they get one. Let’s
ask the Shire to fully fund one and let’s
worry about the rest, later.
At the moment there is strong
opposition to the destruction of trees
and changes to the character of Somers
with the exception of Camp Hill Road.
An increase in rates of up to $2000 over
however long – if rates go up over years
surely they would never fall back down
again … do they ever? This is dividing
our community, so why not work on
the one pathway that most of Somers
seems to agree on, then consider the
rest later on their own individual merits
ǯ
travel to school.
Connect the pathway of Sandy Point
Road to the school via Camp Hill Road
without losing trees to single existing
paths. These children sometimes are

she has a beauty like no other.
While I’m at it, I’d like to draw
   
Road is the originally planned Somers
through road right to the corners
of Alexandra Avenue and into The
 
Store and this can be seen on the
Council plan (check it out on Google
– type in: Map Somers Victoria).
My point is, this main through road
would bring back the quiet, peaceful
area of Parklands Avenue, increase
land value there and areas nearby, but
more imporantly return another area
of the village to its original beauty. It
would also make that road a safer one.
On that note I contacted Council some
years ago but received no action.
ȋȌ
(in Somers for 70 years) ᢾ

travelling long distances, tired on the
way in and uphill on the way out. Let’s
call our local councillor, the mayor’s
ϐ ǡ   
ϐ 
of this one section of pathway as soon
as possible for the sake of the children.
Sue King
Somers ᢾ

T

hose who read page 2 may
 
is no longer listed as part of our
editorial group.
Tony wears many hat s
in Somers and has made the
decision to move from the
Nautilus but will continue to
contribute as time and interest
allows.
We wish Tony all the very
best with his many endeavours
and would like to take this
oppor tunit y to thank him
most sincerely for his valuable
contribution to the Nautilus over
the years.

.
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Science night
at Somers
School

T

he Annual Science Night was held at
 ͳͺ 
with a debate on whether or not ‘Science
and technology have ruined the planet’.
The arguments were sound and well

presented and the children involved are to
be congratulated on their presentations.
This was followed by science displays
in every classroom and many practical
demonstrations were well presented by
the children.
As in other years there were
demonstrations of secondary science
    Ǥ 
Somers Primary School takes part in the
 ǡ 
provided a presentation to their parents
 
Institute.
Kevin Sack was well to the fore with

Ǯ Ǩǯ  
Science Night for Sarah who doesn’t look all that happy about her hair being away
Ǥ  
with Kevin Sack in control while Joanne and Cooper are nervously waiting their
turn.

Ǧ  ǡ ǡ ǡ
 Ǥ   
expand their knowledge and understanding of science.

.

6

 
‘hair-raising’ demonstrations. There
were also some successful rocket
launches.
Science Night is always a wonderful
event and demonstrates the aim of
the school to provide a conceptual
understanding of science for children
Ǥ ǡ
Ingham said: “The aim of the school
program is to ensure that over 70% of
children from Somers will, at Year 10
level, be able to have a choice of doing
Mathematics and Science at the senior
levels of their education.”
ᢾ

Blue carbon
DAVID GILL

R

   

about a new concept known as ‘blue
carbon’.

coa s t a l habit at s a nd t he r ole
saltmarshes, mangroves and seagrasses
play in carbon sequestration.
They have a far higher ability to
capture and permanently store carbon
than land vegetation, including forests,
and offer a valuable resource as offsets
for polluting industries.
     
  ǡ   
Westernport/Yaringa Marine National
Park near Hastings are among ‘hot
spots’ for carbon capture because
saltmarshes, seagrass and mangroves
are relatively healthy despite dredging,
development and run-off from drains –
though in Australia these habitats are
declining at a rate of 1% to 2% per year
(2–7% globally). These carbon ‘sinks’
store carbon in a ‘capture’ process by
mopping up plant structure containing
carbon w it hin sediment (mud).
Retention is permanent because the

Ramsar waterbird sanctuary, Westernport.

sediment from any natural build-up
continues to rise and anoxic (oxygendepleted) conditions in mud favour
carbon retention. Coal is another
example of carbon capture that should
be left undisturbed.
Paul is undertaking a thorough
carbon stock assessment in Victoria
using carbon data and mapping. He is
hopeful that this information will help
decision-makers such as planners and
politicians make wise choices for the
future.
Paul is also hopeful that habitat
restoration and protection methods
will be developed as recognition is
given to the important role carbon sinks
play in protecting our atmosphere. (The
carbon dioxide equivalent for carbon
is times 3.67.)
Paul stated that climate change
is increasing the overall range of
mangroves but saltmarshes are the
big loser due to habitat displacement.
There is an opportunity to create
habitat because a dollar value can be
placed on carbon ‘sinks’ and used as
an offset by carbon producers who are
increasingly being held to account for
their pollution.
I sat next to a timber-industry
representative and during our chats I
asked why he was interested in ‘blue
carbon’?

His reply was interesting and
informative.
He said that his company cut trees
at about 30 years growth, burnt residue
and required costly carbon offsets,
which was mainly found by replanting
or purchasing permanent vegetation
assets elsewhere.
He added that we are looking for
“more bang for our buck” and that ‘blue
carbon’ may develop into the long-term
answer for us.
The forum in April at Cranbourne
  
 
a major role in keeping us informed
and in supporting local organisations,
including ‘Landcare’, in looking after
our environment.
ᢾ

Foreshore
sculpture

 
Andrew Wilson was severely damaged
by a person or persons unknown, so
Andrew set about creating a new piece
Ǯ ǯǤ
spending about 300 hours to produce
this latest work from a cypress-pine
trunk. Andrew is a retired art teacher
   
although he has enjoyed the creation of
these works he feels this will be his last
attempt at large-scale carving.

.
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The last boy
scout
LINDSAY PULLIN

T

here came a time in my early years
when I had a great desire to become
 Ǥ ϐ
choice was to be a sea scout. The next
suburb along the coast had a sea scout
group so I headed on down and signed
Ǥϐ
but then took a dive. A new scoutmaster
came on the scene. Seems he was an
ϐ   
the order of the day. I wasn’t there for
discipline, I was there for fun.
One day I was called out for talking at
the wrong time and we were all herded
outside to witness my punishment. It
was explained to me this way: I was to
 Ǣϐ
 Ǣ 
then had to do another lap and for each
  ϐ 
do another lap.
On the second round I had my
strategy all worked out. Sure enough I
was two seconds over and now had to
do two more laps with the same rules
applying. As soon as I was around the
corner I put my strategy into action and
went home. So much for the sea scouts.
My next stint was the land scouts
and this was a great success. In my years
with this group I proceeded through to
rover scout. It was then that I caught the
surf bug and every spare moment of my
life was spent chasing waves.
 
great legacy that I have carried with
me all these years. One simple lesson
learned was three words, ‘colour, class or
creed’. And of course a great many other
skills. One of these little skills nearly got
me into a lot of trouble in the years to
follow. When I turned 20 I was inducted
into the great boy scouts, the army. The
Ǣ
again, some that have stayed with me.
Old soldiers will tell you that army
life can at times become quite tedious.
This I found to be true in the regiment
to which I belonged. The daily, weekly,
monthly routine repeated itself. One

.
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part of that routine was guard duty. Your
guard duty began at 5pm and lasted 24
hours. For the evening and during the
night there were the security rounds,
then in the morning was gate roster.
Here two men attended the guardhouse
at the front gate checking the credentials
of those coming and going – this routine
was of course 24 hrs also.
The other important job in the
    ϐ  
ϐ
HQ. I became aware of this ritual and
promised myself that next time I landed
this duty I was going to play a game
ϐ 
 ϐ Ǥ
At last my day arrived and the three-man
ϐ ϐǤ 
the scouts I learned the neat little trick of
ϐ
held together by the rope that hoisted
ϐǤǡ
choice you tugged the rope and bingo,
ϐǤ
There we stood at ease at the
ϐǤ  ϐ Ȃ
I counted strolling down the hill – and
waited till they were ten or so metres
away before I called our little group to
ϐǤ 
in a bundle looking at them looking at
ϐǤ
 Ǥ
didn’t seem to know when to stop and
come to attention. They watched me. I
made like I was about to jerk the line
and they faltered in their steps almost
colliding with one another but they
staggered on.
    
composure I yanked the cord and our
ϐǤ
They collided to attention and threw a
Ǥϐ 
was a major and I tried not to let him
see the swathe of satisfaction on my
face. He glared through his salute and
spoke softly: “You’ll stuff that up one
day, Pullin and on that day I will take
possession of your soul!” I gathered he
was not happy at all.
We giggled all the way back to the
guard room. Fortunately our duty
sergeant that day was one of the best and
ǯϐ 
to me in good fashion. Then he winked
Ǥǲǡǳ
he muttered and went his way.
ᢾ

Ken Harrison,
his father, the
General and
the Mustang
ROD NUSKE

A


Probus Club every attempt was
 Ǥ
HMAS Cerberus Museum Curator, Toni
Munday, came to deliver a talk on the
ϐ 
World War. This event was the capture
 ǡ
ǡ
ϐϐ Ǥ
As can be seen in the photograph, a very
spick-and-span Ken came along complete
with his service medals as he had a very
close connection with the capture of the
radio station. His father Percy was a
Naval Reservist who joined up a few days
after the declaration of war and sailed
with an expeditionary force intent on
capturing the radio station. This having
been achieved, Percy was then part of
the force that went on to capture Rabaul.
Now for the General: Ken purchased
the beach house of General Stan Savige
in Tasman Road from Stan’s daughter.
Stan is still well known for his devotion
to the cause of Legacy (which he
founded) and purchased another block
in Tasman Road on which he built
holiday accommodation for Legacy
children. He also built a number of mini
huts (one of which still exists) on his
house block to accommodate some of
the female Legatees. In recent years the
original accommodation building was
moved to be part of the Somers State
School complex in Camp Hill Road after
being used as the original school.
Now to move on to the P51 Mustang
ϐ Ǥ ǯ 
back to Ken’s early days, when after
completing his education at Melbourne
High it was 1941, and he did not wish
to go on to university as then he would
be exempt from joining the armed
forces. So he worked for his uncle, a

A 20-year-old Ken (2ndȌϔ
relaxed mood prior to embarking on their next mission.
chartered accountant, until he turned
ͳͺǡ  
the RAAF, and came to know Somers
doing his Initial Training Course here.
ϐ
Moths. Having survived that, it was on
 
Ǥϐ
with its operational training unit to
ϐ Ǥ
This was accomplished and Ken was
 ϐ 
where, he said, “You left your shoes
beside the camp-bed all lovely black and
clean, but by morning they were green
with mould”. After some reconnaissance
ϐ  ǡ
Americans dropped the atomic bomb
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on Hiroshima and the war was over.
Then he was sent on to Labuan
      
other Kittyhawk squadrons that were
  
Commonwealth Occupation Force. Much
to their delight the Kittyhawks were
replaced with Mustangs and they set out
 ϐ
powerful planes. Sadly they were told
to taxi the Kittyhawks up a dirt road
so they could be ditched into a ravine.
  ϐ 
ϐǡ ͳʹ
ϐ
ϐ
at the rear to pick up pilots who ended
up in the ocean. The pilots had practised
ϐ 
being no more that a few metres apart.
That does sound rather scary but they
managed it until after leaving the
Philippines, where they were staggered
by the sight of 3500 American planes
ϐǤ
They came to a bank of clouds
extending to a high altitude, which they
entered in trepidation. Ken still does not
have any memory of what then occurred
but he suddenly realised that he was
only metres above the ocean, while the
ϐ
Ǥ  ϐ
the thought that he would have to go
back up through the clouds again and
suffer the effects of being spacially
Ǥϐ
broke clear into the blessed sunshine
and contact was made with the rapidly
departing squadron.
They made it to Okinawa and then

to Japan, but three Mustangs and the
Mosquito were never seen again.
A clipping from a Melbourne paper
at the time was headed ‘Govt. folly cost
lives of ferry pilots’. The Air Minister
ȋȌ
of the folly of committing single-engine
planes to travel over vast areas of ocean
and not ship them as there was no great
emergency involved. There was little for
the pilots to do in Japan so they took a
train ride into Hiroshima without any
warnings as to their safety. As Ken is
ͺͻǡǤ
Soon after, though, Ken suffered a
lung problem and was shipped back
to Sydney. He spent his 21st birthday
in hospital there and was then sent on
to Heidelberg Repatriation Hospital.
ǯ
hospitals, Ken was continually offered
cigarettes! Finally discharged, he was
able to resume his accounting career
in Melbourne.
In 1961 Ken bought land in Sandy
Court and the family camped there in
summer periods until purchasing the
General’s beach house in 1964. After
extensive renovations and rebuilding,
the family came to live there in 1971,
although Ken commuted to town to his
ϐ Ǥ
In his career as a char tered
accountant he was appointed to several
company boards. Later he became
managing director of the group that
     
Shopping Centre.
Ken’s life has been a f ull and
active one with a wealth of happy
memories.
ᢾ

.
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,ŝŐŚdĞĐŚĞŶƚŝƐƚƌǇǁŝƚŚ'ŽŽĚKůĚ&ĂƐŚŝŽŶĞĚĂƌĞ

WŚ͗ϱϵϴϯϱϯϰϴ
ĞŶƚĂůdƌĂƵŵĂ&ƌŝĚŐĞŚĞĂƚ^ŚĞĞƚ͗


ƌŽŬĞŶdŽŽƚŚ
1. Apply pressure on any bleeding
2. Find broken fragment and place in milk/saliva
3. Contact dentist
>ŽŽƐĞdŽŽƚŚ
1. Apply pressure on any bleeding
2. Gently push tooth back into position
3. Check no interference on biting
4. Contact dentist
dŽŽƚŚŽŵƉůĞƚĞůǇ<ŶŽĐŬĞĚKƵƚ
1. Pick tooth up by crown only
2. Suck on tooth to remove dirt
3. Put tooth root (pointy part) back into socket
4. Contact dentist
OR
1. Put tooth into milk/saliva
2. Contact dentist (as soon as possible)

10

.

The MOrnington Peninsulas
Freshest Market
An independent market showcasing Melbourne
and the Peninsula’s very best makers, creators,
growers and collectors. 200+ stalls, great kids
entertainment, live music, loads of gourmet food
and local fresh produce!

3rd Saturday of month
9am to 2pm
Remaining 2015 dates - Mar 21, Apr 18, Oct 17, Nov 21, Dec 19

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

Roger and Cris James
have landed
BARRY MERTON

I

t’s been a long and productive worldwide journey but Roger and Cris have
ϐǤ
local resident has a story and some
 Ǣ
certainly applies to the James odyssey.
Roger was born in Northampton
in the United Kingdom. His father was
in the Parachute Regiment during the
Second World War and was eventually
wounded and captured in the battle
of Arnhem and imprisoned by the
Germans. Roger was proud of his
parents. His mother was involved in
the war effort as well, serving with the
Women’s Auxiliary Air Force.
On leaving school, Roger was
admit ted to Keele Universit y in
St af fordshire where he st udied
economics and geography. His choice
of subjects could not have been more
prescient when you consider the
directions his career would take
him. On graduating he moved to
Paris, working in the steel industry.

He learnt to speak French and gained
valuable experience in the world of
commerce.
       
and t hrough a set of for t unate
circumstances, Roger met Cris from
ǡ
a working holiday in London. They
ͳͺ
six weeks later, feeling as though
it was time for a complete change
they moved to Australia, settling
in Sydney. At the same time Roger’s
brother, Patrick migrated and settled
in Adelaide. This was in 1975 and 11
years later their parents followed,
but sadly their father died after only
ͳͺǤ ǡ
generations roll on and Cris had given
birth to Simon and later another boy,
Adam arrived.
Roger had joined H.C. Sleigh to work
in the export department. Most of us
would think of Golden Fleece petrol in
connection with H.C. Sleigh but they

were involved in other activities as
well, especially the exporting of coal.
So Roger found himself travelling the
Ȃǡ ǡȂ
selling coal.
It happened that during his travels
he met up with a number of Australian
Ǣ
had their families with them and
Roger thought this was something
worth looking into. Roger had seen a
recruiting advertisement for the Trade
Commissioner Service, so he decided
to apply. There were many applicants
and only six were successful. Not
ǡǯϐ 
 ϐ 
and so he found himself appointed as a
Trade Commissioner. His instructions
were to travel abroad with the aim of
looking after Australia’s commercial
interests with the focus on investment
and Australian exports.
In no time, Roger and Cris and their
two boys saw themselves embarking
on their great life adventure. First,
Roger had to at tend a period of
ͳͻͺͳǡ
the family set off for Chicago and Roger
knuckled down to promoting Australia
to the United States heartland. This
posting lasted three and a half years
but as it turned out, the next posting
was very challenging indeed: China!
Australia’s relations with China
were well on the move but there was
much to learn, especially when it came
ϐ Ǥ
The delegation in China was headed by
Ross Garnaut (the James and Garnaut
children went off to the International
School together). When dealing with
the Chinese or with general problems
with translation, a young Kevin Rudd
was on hand to help and as we all
know, he speaks excellent Mandarin.
The next posting was to Moscow,
ϐ 
to a 12-month course in the Russian
Ǥ
boys to continue their education in
a more settled environment so they
went to boarding school in Adelaide
while Roger and Cris tackled Russia.
In fact, at that time the Soviet Union
was morphing into a Commonwealth
of Independent States so with the
changing relationship with China and
the fragmenting of the Soviet Union,>
11

.

ϐ
thick of things.
 ϐ   
back to Paris, so the wheel had gone
a full circle. The Australian Embassy
was located right next to the Eiffel
Tower on the left bank of the Seine.
On each posting Cris secured some
very interesting positions for herself
 ϐ 
ǤǤǡ
ϐ 
  
Paris.
With no more postings, Roger
took a senior position with Austrade
in Melbourne and after four years
 ǦǤ     
whirlwind life, he could hardly be
expected to do nothing. So he took
up part-time teaching at Victoria
University. This included lecturing
 
was astonished at the changes he had
seen over the years. Finally he took up
a voluntary position with the Small
  
included two years as a director.
After all that, Roger decided it was
ϐ
did, sort of!
Not surprisingly, Cris and Roger
planned to have a real holiday so they
went to Vietnam with a small group
of travellers. On the trip they met a
certain Ken and Nancy Harrison and
the James’ and Harrisons got on very
well and promised to meet up again
in Australia.
On the home front, Cris and Roger
had been living in South Yarra for
ͳͳϐ
area getting more and more noisy
and hectic. So they went looking for
a change, preferably out of town.
The Peninsula seemed attractive
so they went off down ‘the other
side’ but they were not convinced.
Then, remembering the Harrisons’
invitation to visit them, they headed
across the hills and landed in Somers.
ϐǢ
a good house and here they are. They
have joined local Probus clubs and
generally involved themselves in the
life of the village.
  ǯ     ϐ  
welcome to Cris and Roger James. ᢾ
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Our Shane on
the move
ROD NUSKE

T

he reason I describe Shane as ‘our
Shane’ is the fact that he grew up
in Somers, his father Noel was the
head teacher in both the old and new
schools, and his mother Claire also
taught at Somers Primary School.
Shane’s memories of his youth
include muddy football matches with
‘the boys’ when it was necessary to
include his sisters to make up the
numbers. Those wintry weekends
with gumboots, beanies and poor
football skills were some of the
happiest times of his life.
H i s p o s s ible f u t u r e c a r e er
appeared quite early as he had a
strong desire to be a race caller. He
would organise a track in front of the
Healy house in Camp Hill Road and
when a jumping track was decided
upon, t his would ex tend to t he
footpath to Stone’s Store. The horses
were his put-upon sisters and Michael
Stone (Ray’s* son). Shane describes
this period as a time of wonderful and
heady days.
All the children and teenagers
loved the beach, although best of all
was working in the Store! The milkbar was Shane’s patch for many years,

working from 6–10pm, although
mostly under supervision as he was
only 12 years old.
He remembers clearly that like
clock work , St a n* * wou ld come
around the corner at about 9.55pm
each evening with his water-bottle,
spraying the floors to make it easier to
sweep and clean, and would always be
whistling one of his favourite tunes.
Also he loved to stack the freezer and
best of all, the trips up to Melbourne
ȗȗȗǤ
Shane’s senior education years
were in Melbourne, but he looked
forward to returning to Somers each
weekend.
This ended when he obtained his
first job as a radio announcer at 2VM
Moree NSW, then on to Hamilton and
 Ǥ
a change of tack as Shane undertook
 
he had the good fortune to meet
 ǡ      Ǥ 
completion of his studies he obtained
 Ǥ
 ͳͻͺͻ
station 3AW in Melbourne, where
he was determined to make it as a
sports broadcaster. This he achieved
and was regularly calling football and
the races.
In 1996 he accepted the position
of general manager of 6PR Perth and
then returned to 3AW in 1996 as
general manager until he resigned
in 2014. In a complete change of roles,
  
Communications with the Catholic
Archdiocese of Melbourne.
He had one other role in sport, as
a football coach, both at Xavier and
for the Old Xavierians, a role he’s still
undertaking today.
One final thing Shane had to say
was: “I find it so calming to turn
right into Camp Hill Road with the
Somers village under a kilometre
ahead, remembering that it was such
an integral part of my life and that I
am about to revisit once again. I love
it every time.”
* Ray Stone, son of original owner,
Ron Stone.
ȗȗǡǦ
in-law of Ron.
ȗȗȗǡǤ ᢾ

Fiction

The stranger
KARINA SMITH

I

found a peaceful and secluded location
with dramatic and picture-perfect
 Ǥ 
were already clambering down on the
   ϐ
 ϐ Ǥ
As I settled down to read the weekend
papers, I tried to tune out the competing
sounds of seagull squabbles and
children’s shrieks. Holidays had kicked
off with the reassuring and ordinary mix
of noise, energy, activity and relaxation.
ǯ ϐǡ
so I’m not sure how long he’d been
standing there. I was preoccupied with
the world news and regular squeals
coming from the rock pools. He was
       ϐ
looked up.
“Isn’t it a beautiful view?” he said.
I nodded in agreement but scanned
the beach, noting that we were the only
people in this very tranquil but isolated
location.
“Is the water safe to snorkel?” he
asked, stepping closer.
I wasn’t convinced I looked like a
snorkelling expert, but gave him the
ϐǤ
“It’s normally pretty rough out
there,” I replied, “but today is the
calmest I’ve ever seen it.”
“Your kids are really cute.”
I looked across at my happy children.
Why are you watching them?
“Thank you.” I slowly stood up, and

took a step back from his closeness and
intense gaze.
ǲ ǫǳ
he asked, indicating the water, while
placing his backpack on our picnic table.
ǡ ǡ  
over at three other empty picnic tables
nearby.
“My guess is the water’s pretty cold,”
I replied, with a momentary look at his
swim gear on top of his bag.
“Have you been in for a swim today?”
I thought the cool weather, my
dry hair or the newspaper spread out
in front of me seemed screamingly
obvious, but I glanced down and gave
a little frown at his backpack, placed
beside my handbag and mobile phone.
“Ah no, I’m not really organised to go
for a swim. Anyhow, don’t let me keep
you from your swim. I must get back to
my newspapers,” while slowly reaching
out for my handbag.
He gave me a peculiar smile and
placed his palms downwards on the
picnic table.
“Sit down, bitch.”
I stood there, not moving, looking
uneasily across at my children.
ϐǤ
ǲ Ǥǳ
The picnic bench felt unbearably low
down as I carefully sat. My feet sank
deep into the sand, trapped.
I looked up at his hard face and cold,
still eyes. A scream rose from my lungs,
but stuck, held tight by my throat.
Small details came into focus as my
world narrowed in on this instant. His
skin close, bloodless, pale-green eyes
glaring. His jaw muscles clenched, vicelike and bulging.
A noisy seagull screeched nearby.
My children were quiet.

A shrill cry broke the silence.
I turned to see two of my children
staggering up the beach, carrying their
bloodied brother.
“Mummy, he’s hurt!” they screamed.
My eyes jerked to the stranger – was
 ǫ
could he be, standing right over me?
My throat twisted further. My
children should not come to me, but I
couldn’t turn them away or make them
stop crying. I tried to will them to stay
put, by gently shaking my head and
looking away, but the crying increased.
As my youngest son was delivered to
my arms, the cause of his pain became
Ǣ 
protruded from his bleeding foot. As I
gently extracted it, he let out a piercing
scream.
I don’t know if the close proximity
of a distressed child or my distracted
manner was the trigger, but the
stranger suddenly seized his backpack.
I looked up to see him striding away.
Away from my family, towards the car
park. I glanced up again to the rev of
his car engine and shower of gravel.
“Kids, let’s go. Quick!” I said, trying
to swallow the remainder of the twisted
mass lodged in my throat. “Let’s see
how fast we can get to the car.”
I loaded the untouched picnic into
the car boot and helped the injured hero
and his brother into their car seats.
“Please hurry up, darling,” I called to
my daughter, lagging behind. She was
ϐ
where the stranger’s car had been.
“That man dropped these, Mummy.”
I looked down at her discovery. In
ǡϐ 
bundle of thick, black cable ties.
ᢾ
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Plinth has a
pain
BARRINGTON PLINTH

P

linth sat up in bed, woke Mrs Plinth
and told her he was having a heart
attack. She stirred and asked him if
he was quite sure. It was 3am and he
duly listed his symptoms. Serious chest
pains going right up into the neck and
pains in the left shoulder. Mrs Plinth
thought this sounded credible so an
ambulance was called. It arrived in just
10 minutes and the medics entered the
bedroom. One was a male person and he
had a look of serious intent. His name
Ǥ 
female of Asian appearance called Lee.

leads and electrical apparatus while
Lee spoke soothingly to the body in the
bed. She asked, on the scale of one to 10,
 Ǥ
was too befuddled to think this through
so Lee said ‘one’ is for light pain and
‘10’ for having a baby. This question
made Plinth even more confused and
of course, he pointed out that he had
never had a baby. Anyway, they settled
ͳͲǤ
packing up his gear and as he stood
up he said, “Well you’re not having a
heart attack!”
“ Wel l I ’m c er t a i n l y h av i n g
something,” said Plinth and with that
he was escorted off the premises and
helped into the ambulance. Once at
the Frankston Hospital Plinth was
wheeled into Emergency – no need to
be dressaged – and put to bed. For the
rest of the day he was pumped full of
pain killers and later in the day, with
the level of pain down to ‘3’ he was
discharged.
With Mrs Plinth at the wheel of
the car, they were just turning off
the Flinders Road into Coolart Road
when the mobile phone rang. It was
the hospital and they said they wanted
Plinth to come back.
“What, tomorrow?” asked Plinth.
“No, now,” was the reply. “You have
pancreatitis!” It seems they had
forgotten about a blood test that had

been taken and the results had come
through after the Plinths left. This was

because he heard that his sister’s dog
had pancreatitis and had died of it!
Anyhow, it turned out that a stuffed
gall bladder was the cause of all this
trouble so out it came.
  
places and Plinth was full of admiration
for the nursing staff who worked so
hard to keep on top of the chaos all
around them. A new wing was opened
and Plinth had the distinction of being
ϐ
room. He told the doctors he thought
this should be worthy of a wallmounted citation and a portrait, but
this suggestion got him nowhere. One
well-known thing about Frankston
Hospital is that it’s an absolute maze
and with the new wing it’s even worse.
This was well illustrated when an
orderly, wheeling Plinth back from a
test, got lost himself. Not only did they
end up in the wrong ward but on the
ϐǤ
Talking of doctors, Frankston is
a teaching hospital and there are
frequent visits from doctors with
their trainees. One such trainee was
a third-year medical student and
she started asking Plinth about his
medical condition. While she was
   ϐ  
tummy Plinth tried to help but for
some extraordinary reason, he had
completely forgotten what he was in
for. Suddenly he remembered and so
he blurted out, “I have pancreatitis”.
“Oh no!” the doctor cried. “I didn’t
want you to say that!” Apparently the
trainee was supposed to make the
diagnosis herself. Poor old Plinth was
only trying to be helpful.
So that was it. Another episode
behind him in life’s journey! Plinth’s
attitude to such medical interventions
is to be like a sheep going into the
shearing shed. Go limp, put your arms
over your head and let them drag you
in and then maintain that attitude until
ǯϐ
you out again. The only trouble with
that is, nurses and visitors alike, seeing
you lying there with eyes closed and
wet mouth agape, think you might have
fallen off the twig.
Not yet me hearties!
ᢾ

What are red
sprites, blue
jets and elves?
HENRY BROADBENT

W

hen we see lightning during a
thunderstorm, we little know
that there are other electromagnetic
happenings high in the atmosphere.
These are called transient luminous
events (TLEs) that occur high in the
atmosphere. They are rarely observed
visually and not well understood. The
most common TLEs include red sprites,
blue jets and elves.
Red sprites can appear directly
above an active thunderstorm as a large
ϐǤ
at the same time as powerful positive
cloud-to-ground lightning strokes. They
can extend up to 60 miles from the cloud
top. Sprites are mostly red and usually
last no more than a few seconds. Their
shapes are described as resembling
ϐǡ ǡ Ǥ 
sprites are not very bright, they can
only be seen at night. They are rarely
seen with the human eye, so they are
most often imaged with highly sensitive
cameras.
Blue jets emerge from the top of
the thundercloud, but are not directly
associated with cloud-to-ground
lightning. They extend up in narrow
cones fanning out and disappearing at
ʹͷȂ͵ͷǤ
a fraction of a second and have been
witnessed by pilots.
Elves are rapidly expanding diskshaped regions of glowing that can be
up to 300 miles across. They last less
than a thousandth of a second, and occur
above areas of active cloud-to-ground
lightning. Scientists believe elves result
when an energetic electromagnetic
pulse extends up into the ionosphere.
Elves were discovered in 1992 by a lowlight video camera on the Space Shuttle.
Images can be viewed on: http://
en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Upperatmospheric_lightning#/media/
File:upperatmoslight1.jpg

ᢾ
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Lights, camera,
action!
Make taking great photographs of
children simple with the following
tried and tested tips.
MORAG SEWARD

I

f you have children or grandchildren
you are probably taking more
photographs of them than any other
subject. However, it is not easy pinning
them down. How often have they
responded to your request to smile for
the camera with a frown or an unnatural
facial expression or even run away? How
frustrating is it when you have arranged
the composition beautifully and they
move, just as you press the shutter
button? You feel dismay because you
keep chopping their heads off or they
are blurry. Children have short attention
spans so when you want them to pose
for photographs, digital photography
is fantastic because it is so quick and
they love to see what you have taken
straight away. I have compiled a few
tried and tested tips to help you get the
best photos you can.
Equipment:
Whether you use a simple point-andshoot compact camera, a mobile phone/
ǡϐ 
rules apply when taking successful
photographs. You do not need the latest
and greatest gadgets. Your images are
only as good as the person taking them.
Read the instruction manual which
comes with your device to learn about
its special features. Unless you earn
a living as a photographer or are a
serious hobbyist, you do not have to be
embarrassed about using the automatic
  Ǥ

.
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camera technology has taken a lot of
the technical burden away from the
amateur. In a fast-paced situation like
photographing children, let the camera
do all the tricky technical work for
you. This gives you time to compose a
fantastic image of your children. As you
 ϐ 
you can use the manual settings if
you want more creative control but
for quick high-quality images the auto
settings are excellent. I always use the
automatic or scene settings when we’re
on holidays or at special family events.
I am concentrating on capturing the
best composition and know the quality
ϐǤ
It is good composition that separates
a snapshot from a photograph.
Composition tips:
 
 
ϐǤ
helps you arrange all the elements in
 ϐǤ
As a very simple guide, place the
main points of interest where the lines
intersect. In landscape photos, position
the horizon along the horizontal lines

rather than bang in the middle. Place
subjects such as people, buildings and
objects on the vertical lines.
See how the top horizontal line
aligns with the subjects’ eyes and the
bottom line aligns with their chins.
The vertical lines line up with their
faces. Keep an open mind. Children love
having fun, use their unpredictability to
capture unique images. They might not
be the photos you planned but they may
turn out surprisingly well. My favourite
images of my own children are the ones
I did not plan.
1. Zoom lenses are very versatile when
photographing unpredictable subjects
like children. Wide angles are great
for photographing groups of children
playing. Zooming-in will allow you to
capture facial expressions close up.
2. Use props like hats and coats if they
love dressing up, or take them outside.
3. ǡǤϐ 
mirrors make fun photos.
4.     Ǣ 
do not have to have smiling faces or
even have them facing the camera. The
subject is up to you.

5. ϐ
shadows from hats obscuring faces, and
ϐǤ
6. Get close, closer.
Exposure tips:
I use the autofocus and automatic
camera modes for most of my family
photographs because my children
move quickly and situations can change
suddenly. My aim is to document
Ǣ 
join in with the fun on holidays and

parties. However, it is easy for me to
say you will be ok using automatic
modes because I know how exposure
works. Therefore I have included the
following very basic explanation of the
elements which combine to capture
your images to help you.
Aperture, ISO/ASA, white balance
and shutter speed are terms related to
exposure. Getting the correct exposure
requires calculating how much light
reaches the image sensor. Too much
and your photo will be too bright and
overexposed, too little and it will
be dark and underexposed. The full
auto mode will take care of all of this
for you. If you want to be a bit more
creative you can put the camera dial
onto the AV (aperture priority) which
enables you to set your own aperture
and the camera will automatically take
care of the shutter speed. Or, use the
TV (shutter speed priority) setting
enabling you to set your own shutter
speed, and the camera will take care
of the aperture setting automatically.
Easy ways to remember what aperture
and shutter speed do are: aperture lets
the light onto the sensor (think of how
the pupil in your eye changes to let
light onto the retina) and determines
 ǦǦϐ ȋ ȌǤ 
shutter speed sets how long the light
is allowed onto the sensor. (I think of
it like a window blind.) Fast shutter
speeds freeze subjects and slow
shutter speeds blur movement. See
diagram.
ǦǦ 
describe the amount of a scene behind
and in front of the focusing point that
appears sharp in the image. Your
    ǦǦϐ
preview button. See the diagram
above.
Important tip:
Whether you are photographing in auto
mode or manually it is important to
remember that for all exposures under

the shutter speed of 1/60 sec, you will
need a tripod, because the camera
will pick up your hand movements. If
you are using auto mode, a red light or
 ϐ
you to change settings or use a tripod.
The ISO is how sensitive to light
your camera sensor is. Put the ISO on
automatic. White balance is the light
you are photographing in, such as
ǡϐ  
conditions, etc. In your camera’s ‘menu’
Ǯ ǯϐ
balance mode. Put it onto auto so the
camera will adapt to the different
lighting conditions for you.
Final but very important tip:
Remember to use auto focus by
depressing the shutter button half way
before pressing it all the way down.
Many people forget! Older digital
cameras and phones need time to work
it out. See your instruction manual for
what autofocus options are best suited
to your needs.
Printing:
Most cameras have a default resolution
of 72dpi (72 pixels per inch). This is
okay for web and screen use. If you
want to print them, I recommend
300dpi. However, anywhere between
150–250dpi will produce satisfactory
Ǥϐ
will ultimately be determined by the
composition, exposure and sharpness
of your original photograph. The printer
ϐ 
ϐǤ
All the photographs of the children
were taken using the automatic
function, on a Cannon Powershot G7,
ϐǦ Ǥ
Bibliography:
www.robertmacklin.com
www.digital-photography-student.
com
ǡǡʹͲͳʹǤ 
Bible. 4th ed. United Kingdom: F&W
Media International Ltd.
ᢾ
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Report from
Viet Nam
SHEILA CROZIER
      
family and friends in Australia by
the mother of Judy Crozier, a longtime friend of mine and frequent
visitor to Somers. Judy and her
parents were living in Saigon at the
time. Louise Craig
Sunday, 3rd November [1963]
I must say I slept well last night and
until quarter to ten this morning. As
you will know, the last couple of days
have been exciting, and I’m sure most
people were ready for a good night’s
sleep.
At 2pm on Friday 1st (All Saints’
ȌǡǤ
There was a slight crackling sound, and
Laurie looked up from his book and
said, ‘What would you say that was?’
and we agreed it sounded like half a
dozen shots. It was followed by a lot
more, and Laurie had his hand out for
the telephone to ring our next-door
neighbour, the Military Attaché, Col.
Oxley, when it rang, and Peter Oxley’s
voice said ‘Are my ears deceiving me?’

and clearly something was on.
ϐϐ
attack on III Corps HQ, up the road about
halfway to the airport (Tan Son Nhut),
and from other telephone conversations
with embassy staff downtown we
learned that barricades were up in
the city streets and the barracks of the
Special Forces (Presidential Guard) in
Thong Nhut (ex-Norodom) near the Zoo
were also shortly under attack. Five
ϐǡ
Kibling came pedalling along, having
just bicycled through the Tan Son Nhut
battle. She had seen a lot of little men
ϐ
across the road (along which she rode)
at the III Corps establishment, and
thought ‘Ah, exercises’. Then she looked
again at their expressions, thought ‘Not

.
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exercises’ and pedalled for home.
From then on things warmed
ǡ      ϐ 
and remained so till the end. The III
Corps HQ was reduced in about half
an hour, and thereafter most of the
noise came from the other end of
town. Four aircraft appeared, trying
to get at the Special Forces barracks
with rockets. The defence rushed
two anti-aircraft guns to Thong Nhut
outside the cathedral, just across the
road from where our Administration
ϐ ȋ ȌǦǤ
have their apartments. We watched one
plane being shot at, surrounded by puffs
ϐǡϐ Ǥ
ϐ Ȃ
peaceably, merely by the soldiers
walking in and taking over – had
been the radio station . . .
ǡϐ
allow the planes to do much with their
rockets.
The Navy remained loyal, and its
commander, Capt. Quyen, was killed
more or less in error. The navy yards
were under attack for a long time and
we could see (from the roof of the house
across the street) thick smoke from
burning oil stores. Resistance was met
at other points which were also under
attack.
 ϐ      Ȃ
peaceably, merely by the soldiers
walking in and taking over – had been
the radio station, about 1pm, before
any of the shooting started, and after
its capture it went off the air for some
time. Then it came on again and the
anti-government side made periodical
announcements in Vietnamese. Our
  ǡ    ǡ
listened intently all the time and kept
us informed of what was being said
– the information was not always
strictly accurate, since for example
it was stated that the coup was being
headed by Gen. Le Van Ty, who was in
fact out of town and a sick man, but
there was authority in the use of his
Ǥ
of generals were announced as they

declared for the anti-government side,
with our two interpreters in the kitchen
busily writing down the list. Finally the
list reached 17 names, but this included
Le Van Ty so that in fact there were 16.
Then even the names of colonels were
broadcast in large numbers.
ͷ
points not reduced were the special
forces barracks and the Gia Long palace
ȋ  
real Presidential Palace was bombed in
February ’62). The heavy attack was
directed against the barracks, and the
palace left till last, though tanks etc.
blocked all the streets leading to the
palace. The generals had expected the
whole thing to be over by six o’clock,
and one certainly would have expected
ǡ ϐ
through the night. There was prolonged
shelling which made a great din even
out where we live, and we imagined
the barracks being reduced to rubble.
I got up at 3am, and went and sat on
the terrace, and was soon joined by
Judy muttering, ‘How do they expect
anyone to sleep with all this noise?’ We
sat there until 4.30 when there was a
I heard what sounded like a lone
bullet hissing past the house . . .
so we moved inside and went back
to sleep.
ϐǡ 
ϐǤ
I heard what sounded like a lone bullet
hissing past the house (possible, as we
were not quite 2 1/2 miles away) so we
moved inside and went back to sleep.
In the morning (Saturday 2nd, the
Ȍǡ
ϐ ǡ
but later we heard the whole story
or as much as was available. It seems
ϐ 
had heard about 4.30am was due to a
counter-attack launched by the palace
guard, forcing back the attackers about
ͳͲͲǤ ǡ
 
a tunnel, and were after a short time
picked up in Cholon and brought back in
army custody, by which time the palace
Ǥϐ

of their deaths came in a broadcast
about 10am mentioning suicide, but
we heard later that there was strong
doubt of this as one report referred to
ǯǤ
ͺ
at the ambassador’s residence, and
Everyone, soldiers and civilians
alike, appeared very happy and
friendly, and it was very pleasant
to see the soldiers enjoying being
popular heroes for a change.
about that time a loudspeaker van
went down the road telling people
that they could go into town and ‘make
manifestations’, but they didn’t need
any telling. In fact at that time it was
impossible to get a taxi as they were all
occupied and hurtling towards town.
ͺǤͶͷ
were all now at the Caravelle (hotel
where the embassy is) and the city
appeared to be safe, so I might as well
ϐǤ 
  ȋ
and her father the gardener having
managed to get here by then) and off
we drove.
When we got down towards the
real palace, we were heartened by
the sight of tanks on various corners,
festooned with joyous young civilians
– formerly they had never been able to
get anywhere near a tank – to whom
the soldiers were happily explaining
the works. Turning into Thong Nhut,
we decided to go along and have a
look at the barracks. There was not
 ǡϐ 
lights were working, and there was
ϐ ǡ
in such good spirits that it just didn’t
matter and we all got along somehow,
with an occasional jam which I rather
welcomed as it gave me a chance to
snap a few pictures, though I fear my
pictures will be hit-and-miss affairs due
to this method. Everyone, soldiers and
civilians alike, appeared very happy
and friendly, and it was very pleasant to
see the soldiers enjoying being popular
heroes for a change.
The barracks were quite a mess,
pitted and scarred and with chunks

knocked off, and the big iron gates
down with its pillars, but there was
by no means the shambles we had
expected, and indeed it is still hard to
understand how anything could still be
standing after such a bombardment, but
the fact is that the buildings, though a
ǡǤȋϐ
the common reaction – everyone says
ǮǫǯȌ
We went on to the Caravelle, let Chi

see the sights, and went up to join the
ϐǤ 
 Ǣ 
of cheering youths, others forming little
 ϐǡ
one child blissfully beating a Stop sign
Ǣǡ
heartily cheered by the populace. After
 ϐ
sprouting from their guns and the tops
of the tanks were stacked up with loaves
of bread, bananas and other food, much
of which was tossed up to them by the
people. Up on the roof of the Caravelle
we watched the effort to dislodge the
high bronze modernistic statue of the
Trung Sisters, generally regarded as
a sort of monument to Mme. Nhu who
had adopted the Trung sisters as her
After a while the tanks acquired
ϐ
and the tops of the tanks were
stacked up with loaves of bread,
bananas and other food . . .
special symbol. At last they toppled
down to a roar of approval from the
waiting crowd. Later, Laurie saw one of
the bronze heads being kicked around
like a football in front of the National
Assembly. The statue’s large plinth still
stood, and an American was heard to
wonder ‘How are they going to get
sixteen generals up there?’
 
10.45, necessarily by a round-about
route, and we saw other destruction
including the Centre Culturel (burnt
out, but it’s next to the barracks), and a
ϐǡ Ǥ 
lot of merry citizens were making at the
house where Mme. Nhu gave a women’s

reception about a year ago (I went).
Laurie was still at the Caravelle
when the mobs broke into the National
Assembly, destroying papers and a large
Ǥ
windows of the Archbishop’s bookshop
over in Catinat, ripping and burning
books, and this sort of attention was
given to any property connected
with the Family, as well as to two VN
ϐ Ǯ
Nam’, the English language newspaper,
whose proprietors, the Gregorys, have
taken refuge in the American embassy,
which they have so often attacked in
print (they are Americans themselves).
ϐǡ
Troops came in to calm the ‘rioters’
who cordially welcomed them and
ϐ  
jeep.
  
assorted small ammunition kept
exploding for a long time, and other
ϐ
places disliked by the people. Troops
came in to calm the ‘rioters’ who
cordially welcomed them and chaired
ϐ  Ǥ
The former ministers had been
given until midnight to choose their
allegiance, and of those who chose
the new management we hear that
 ϐ Ǥ
 
drive in front of the National Assembly
and came close to being dragged from
his car, but his driver managed to get
him away. The professor is or was
VN ambassador to a group of African
countries, and it was his old mother
who offered herself for burning, right
ϐȏȐ
burnt himself. She never was burnt, but
he came home and has been acting as
a government mouthpiece.
There is now a curfew and things
are quickly getting under control with
no more looting and burning. The
 ǡ  ǡ  ϐ
ϐȂϐ 
law requires it, as on 26th October
ȋȌ 
ϐǤᢾ
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Technologies making a
difference
PETER STEELE

T

echnologies dominate the way
in which we live – everyone,
everywhere, all the time – this has
always been the case, but the pace of
technological change is racing and the
dichotomy of the ‘haves’ and ‘have nots’
has become much more challenging. In
the agri-development industries you

Working Bee at
Somers Primary
School

T

here were about 50 volunteers
including some staff members at
 
on 1 March at the school. They installed
fencing, pavers, planter boxes and seats,
a sand pit, garden beds and a child’s
roadway (upon which Adam and Linda
     
lines). All this was done to provide an
exciting and safe environment in an ageappropriate setting for children in Prep
and Year 2.

.
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into the latest technologies – they
are developed, promoted and sold by
the commercial giants based in these
Ǥ
the world’s people who live in the lowand middle-income countries? How can
they participate and compete?

Challenges for the dry countries
cannot ignore the role of technologies
for making a difference in the way people
see themselves (or, more importantly,
the way they see their children and their
children’s future). You can summarise it
in one simple phrase: ‘no one wants to
be a subsistence farmer’.
In the industrial countries we buy

There are an estimated 450 million
people in the 20 countries that make
up the Middle East and North Africa, of
whom about 40% are dependent upon
agriculture for a living. Small numbers
by standards elsewhere, but this is a
highly vulnerable region with degraded
natural resources, the lowest per capita
water available on the planet, and 50%
food dependant on imports. More than
half the land in the region is not occupied
– it has neither organics nor water.
The region spans the economic
spectrum from the richest of the oilproducer states in the Arabian Gulf to
the poverty, instability and intractable
challenges of the Horn of Africa. Money
in the bank is of little value if food
  Ǣ
  ʹͲͲͺǡ
the region faced severe hikes in prices
of food and the poor took to the streets.
The rich contracted land in distant
countries. This precipitated the ‘Arab
Spring’ by two years.
The region is at the forefront of
climate change – whether cyclical or
long-term remains open to conjecture
– and others elsewhere may learn from
the experience of what people may do
there. Mobilised and organised, the
ϐ  
  Ǣ
will inevitably demand access to the
latest in terra-enviro-agri-technologies
to assist decision-makers with choices.
Technologies will dominate.
So, we enjoy innovation and become
increasingly dependent upon the latest
idea, approach, system or device.
Remember the time before mobile
ǫϐ
current use worldwide, and numbers
continue to climb. Where is the place for
history, traditions, earlier practices and
experience? What of communities that
are unable to keep pace with change?
What can we learn from the past?
What of the value of those older
technologies?

Technologies in the service of
people
Nature abhors a straight line and,
apart from the effect of gravity on
water, there are no straight lines in the
natural world. Straight lines suggest
‘technologies of the engineering kind’. In
reality, there are few pleasures greater

than the view behind the combine
harvester, standing up on the seat at the
edge of a paddock and looking back over
the tank with the grain still unloading.
Not so much that straight line in the
ϐǡ
 Ǣ 
living being – wheels, belts, shafts and

pulleys rotating, the dust rising from
the header and the clatter of the diesel
ϐǤ
is a sense of power. This single machine
Ǣ
graminae dominates the staples and it
is only the humble, but highly versatile,
potato that cannot be harvested with it.
ǡ 
afford the equipment and its support
systems – the skilled people, the
markets that provide for reliable
earnings, the services that keep the
equipment working and, importantly,
the way of life that a technology-driven
system demands?
S o, ju s t how e s s ent i a l a r e
agricultural technologies?

Scaling down

ǣ  Ǥ
  
enhances the role of the small-scale producer in low-income countries.

Food security: Not everyone can be a food producer, but everyone needs markets
where food can be traded and purchased. Management everywhere has to focus
upon the post-production food chain; this is where there is money to be made. Street
 ǡǤ

The machine represents technologies
in all their sophistication, complexity,
Ǣ
one of many technologies that drive
agricultural production. Consider
others such as veterinary medicine,
biochemistry, the science of soil
management, the agri-chemicals that
add nutrients or control unwanted
plants, fungi and other pests, and >

 ǣ Ǧ
scale compost making outside Cairo in
Egypt. Italian-made windrow turning
equipment working with raw organic
materials collected from local food
industries, city garbage and agriresidues. New organics represent the
basis for land reclamation in countries
that are dominated by deserts.

.
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4. Water resources: Water is life for people everywhere and we live largely on the
basis of the 2–3% of the world’s water resources that are non-saline. Agriculture in
the 21st  ιͷͶͶϔ Ǥ 
growing in the Nile Delta in Egypt.
shift this into the structures, control,
  Ǣ
livestock industries that provide foods
that are increasingly in demand (but

with risky conversion ratios of feed
to produce). Then too, there are the
technologies that provide the basis
 Ǧ  Ǣ
ǡϐ ǡ  
and more.
So, how to shift from a traditional
approach to land use to one that
embraces the approach of the industrial
production systems that dominate the
world? Sure, more food is produced by
the small-scale producer (and she may
feed more people), but the international
trade in foods is dominated by
industrial systems. No one wants to
 Ǣ 
of the towns are too great.
How to scale technologies so
they have value for the poorer and
less capable sectors of agricultural
production?

driven. The Asian ‘Green Revolution’
has captured the imagination – and
much more so as an approach into the
next period, than it did 40 years ago.
Food insecurity was pushed back on
the basis of improved crop varieties
allied to improved crop care – use of
fertilisers, irrigation, agri-chemical
protection and mechanisation. Trade
liberalisation opened markets at home
and overseas. The debit side could not
have easily been foreseen at the time –
displaced people, depleted water tables,
salination, degraded soils and so on.
And the rise of the international agriservice mega-companies.
It follows – can the concept of
revolutionary development be shifted
into ag ri-produc t ion in A f rica?
Simplisticly put: Asia has continued
to be successful with feeding expanding
populations with the introduction
and adaptation of the appropriate
  Ǣ 
has not. Why?
Technologies represent highly
complex issues with great variability,
much of which depends on who you
are, where you come from, and the
enthusiasm that you may have for a
subject that tends to polarise people.
Introduce ‘technologies’ into some
conversations, and watch the eyes glaze
over as people switch off.
I used to farm a block of land in
Northern Uganda just 30 km from the
Ǣ ǡ
ǡϐ 
country at that time. I grew rain-fed
cotton, sorghum and millet. It was a
time when the issues of development
seemed simplistic – technologies would
provide. Older and not a lot wiser, the
complexity of these issues sometimes
overwhelms.
ᢾ

Servicing Africa
5. Industrial materials processing:
Residues from cereal production are
used for making paper in a number
of countries including Egypt. Balers
follow the harvesters (whether manual
or machine) compacting the straw
into convenient truck units, which
are delivered to the factory. Bales are
broken into constituent loose straw and
fed into the paper-making process.

.
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Focus on the poorest international
communities of South Asia and subSaharan Africa and of the order one
ϐ 
food to eat (living on <2000 calories/
day). Most of these people are girls
and women, and most live in rural
communities. We have the ability and
Ǣ
and much of this will be technology

GARDEN DESIGN,
CONSULTATION
& REJUVENATION
Libby 0413 807 947

Nicole Wright, F
fashion
designer

rom a very early age Nicole (or Nicky
to her friends) had an inbuilt desire
and passion to design and make clothing.
It started with her dolls and progressed
in her teenage years by making and
selling clothing to her fellow students
 Ǥ
and bred Nicole made her way to Sydney
ǯͺͲ
created a fashion statement under the

ROD NUSKE

z

z

label of L’été. Perhaps moving into
the realms of high-class fashion came
when Nicole was modelling clothes. A
photographer asked her: “Where did
you get the dresses you’re wearing for
the shoot?” The answer of course was
that she had designed and made them
herself. That gave her enough selfϐ 
word-of-mouth did the rest.
Nicole’s clothes have been featured
in  magazine and were seen in
several mini-series such as Return to
Eden. She has certainly been recognised
in NSW, winning several important
fashion awards.
What is important to her is the style
and quality of her work and personal
contact with her clients. The reason
for her return to Victoria and then
Somers is that her family are in either
Melbourne or Somers. Should the
business expand she will be looking
to apprentice locals willing to become
seamstresses.
Ready-made dresses are available
at Somers General Store where Shilo
Fortuyn has them in a display area
called ‘Twine Collective’.
ᢾ

z
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Foreshore working bee

T

he second general clean-up of the foreshore was well attended and much
necessary work was achieved. It is very pleasing to see residents from a mixture
of groups come together in the endeavour to help make Somers a special place to live.

Reasons for
‘failure’
LLOYD J. THOMAS PhD

‘S

uccess’ can be defined as ‘any state
with which you are content’. When
you are content with whatever state your
life is in, you feel ‘successful’. On the other
hand, ‘failure’ can be defined as ‘any state
with which you are discontented’. In the
business world, success is usually defined
by the amount of profit the business generates. If you are never content with any
amount of profit, then you could always
feel as though your business is failing. People don’t fail. Plans fail. Strategies fail. IrǤǤ
succeed in all areas with which they are
content. Nevertheless, here are some basic
reasons for people ‘failing’ in a business
endeavour ... or in their lives.
1. They feel they ‘must succeed’. They
are motivated by the ‘fear of failure’. They
believe their survival and happiness is
totally dependent on their ‘succeeding’
at any undertaking. If you feel you must
always be #1 (the best) in what you do,
you will experience ‘failure’ much more
often than ‘success’.
2. They did not have enough money for
which there was no ‘purpose’. They had
no ‘cash reserve’ (savings) or assets that
were not for the purpose of purchasing
something or maintaining their ‘happiness’.
ϐ ǡ
vulnerable to, or victimised by the whims
of others.
3. They become ‘self-centered’ and more
concerned about their own satisfaction
rather that becoming ‘other-centered’,
‘service-centered’, ‘employee-centered’or
‘customer-centered’. When we become
  ϐ
needs or desires, we lose sight of the
importance of relationships, teamwork
and cooperation and collaboration.
4. They did not offer a product or service
(or both) that was valuable enough to their
potential customers to purchase them.
Therefore, the needed potential recipients
of what they offer seek other vendors. If we
offer to friends only complaints, criticisms,
or other negative behaviour, those friends
will seek friendship elsewhere.
5. They have never experienced ‘success’,
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so they not only were unfamiliar with
it, they were afraid of it. Fearing the
‘unknown’ or the ‘unfamiliar’, people
rarely risk moving forward. Without
risking anything, one becomes stagnant
and stops growing.
6. They ‘over-promised and underdelivered’. They promised outcomes to
themselves, their prospects, and their
customers/friends, that they never
delivered. Remember how you felt when
someone promised to do something and
then never did it. How did you feel?
7. They were addicted to a substance
(alcohol, drugs, adrenaline, food) or
behavior (sex, gambling, spending).
Addiction controls the life of the addict.
The addicted life cannot focus on anything
ϐ  Ǥ
Everything else disappears.
ͺǤ They were involved with the wrong
business or surrounded by the wrong
people for them to become content
with the outcome (success). When we
engage in behaviour that does not lead
to contentment, or when we surround
ourselves with negative/toxic people, we
always ‘fail’ to attain our desired state.
9. They never learned how to create and/
or grow a business for ‘long-term success’.
 Ǧϐ
and forgot about long-term outcomes.
 ϐ Ǧ
for immediate pleasure, we always fail to
be content for very long. There is nothing
quite so tragic as spending a lot of time,
energy or assets and attaining that which
ϐ
place.
10. They were not personally productive
due to distractions, problems or negative
habits. One of our major psychological
needs is to feel autonomously productive.
We rarely feel content when we are
dependent and helpless to accomplish
anything.
11. Keep in mind that the road to success
is paved with mistakes and failures. You
didn’t learn how to ride a bike without ever
losing your balance or falling. You never
succeed at any new endeavor without
experiencing mistakes and failures. What
is critical is that you keep practicing the
new actions, learn from your mistakes
and courageously risk moving forward
toward the goal attainment with which
you are content.
  ǡ
author, speaker and life coach.
ᢾ

An Opperman
story
In the 1942 Christmas edition of Somers
It’s News, a magazine published for the
 ǡ
story written by H OPPERMAN who
     ϔ   
  ǡ
Somers. It is called ‘Across Australia on
two wheels’:

O

ne day in ’37 when John Curtin had
less work than running a war, the
Hon. Member for Fremantle started my
wheels on their ‘column of route’ from
West to East.
Apart from that, he is still a good
chap.
A balloon-tyred rear wheel was
dipped in the brine of the Indian Ocean,
an inspiring motive for the front wheel
 ϐ ͳͺ
(the previous best) had been scrubbed
from the calendar.
The jaunt across Aust ralia’s
wastelands shed 15 lbs f rom a
purposely fattened frame and created
more incidents for memory to store.
Six men in cars kept one on a bike. I
pedalled – they provided.
There was a caravan for rapid rest –
an advance car preparing food taken ‘on
the wing’. Schedule for 24 hours – three

hours for messing, ablutions, change
of kit and safety valve expressions of
ill will towards all – three hours with
  ͳͺ     
propulsion.
Tabloid recollections
Tropical storm – tracks like shallow
creeks – corrugated teeth-shattering
roads – a lost track from Rawlinna –
wanderings in the darkened space of
the Nullarbor Plain – the relief lights
 ǯǦ
car.
Coiled snakes, blinded by beams
and bruised by wheels, hissing like
punctures, as apprehensive bare legs
propelled the machine across them.
Madura Pass, a boulder-studded
gash from the Nullabor Plain to sea level
with the road descending 1½ miles in
two hours. The revival plunge in the
sulphur springs bath at its foot and the
panicky dash from uncivilised cattle
pursuing my tricoloured sweater.
Velvet highways from Port Augusta
– the co-operation of wind and weather.
With Sydney in sight, a further
rationing of sleep to essential halfͶͺǤ
Melrose dozing the car and caravan
into a ditch and a barrage of raillery.
Twinkling lights from the ‘bridge’
and the fatigue of 13 days drops away.
Medical moments – full category
pass – regret for Read who held the
record – and so to bed in good content. ᢾ

.
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Compass,
Legacy and
General Savige
ROD NUSKE

T

   Compass on
Sunday 19 April featured the life of
 ǡǡ
ǡǡǡ
cause of Legacy. The program began with
recipients of Legacy help, the widow
and children of a serviceman killed in
Afghanistan. There are 6000 Legatees
(Legacy volunteer workers who are
responsible to provide help) in Australia
who are held in the highest regard by
those they help.
As a private, Stan was at Gallipoli
where he showed great leadership and
bravery and was promoted through the
ranks to Second Lieutenant. He was
among the last soldiers to be evacuated
from Gallipoli. From there Stan joined
the battle on the Western Front under
General Gellibrand.
 was not
included in the telecast, but I feel it is
important to show the calibre of man
that Stan was.
He initially led a number of night
patrols into no-man’s land. He was
involved with operations at Pozières
and Mouquet Farm and promoted
to Captain. In the second battle of
 ǡ      th

the Hindenberg Line, but they then
faced strong counter attacks while
Stan was in the front trench, attempting
to co-ordinate their defences. Of this,
ǣǲth
ǯ 
few parallels in the history of the AIF”.
Stan was mentioned in despatches
and awarded the Military Cross. There
were certainly other instances of his
bravery during his time at the Western
Front.
To continue with information
presented on Compass:
ͳͻͳͺ 
͵ͲͲǦ 
went to Persia (Iran) to ensure that

.
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the Germans and Turks did not use the
overland route to India. After a time
of patrolling, mapping and organising
defences against Turkish attacks,
they became aware of thousands of
ϐ
force. Many had already died. After
successful frontal attacks on the enemy
with no more than a dozen men but with
the latest weaponry, they retreated to a
mountain top where by lighting a series
ϐ 

“The stand made by Savige and his
eight companions that evening, and
during half the next day against
hundreds of the enemy thirsting
like wolves to get at the defenceless
ǡϐ
known to the present writer in the
history of this war.”
Ȃ
encamped so were able to shepherd
the Assyrians to safety. Compass
interviewed Australian descendents
of some of these refugees and they look
upon Stan as a saint. Another quote
ǣǲ
by Savige and his eight companions
that evening, and during half the next
day against hundreds of the enemy
thirsting like wolves to get at the
 ǡϐ
episode known to the present writer in
the history of this war.”
When the war ended Stan was a sick
man, as beside the enormous strain on
him by all he’d been through, he was
suffering the effects of being gassed on
the Western Front.
He married Lillian Stockton in 1919
and eventually found satisfactory
employment as sole agent for the
Returned Soldiers’ Woollen Mill in
Geelong.
Compass showed the beach house he
built in Tasman Road, although it did
not mention that almost opposite was
the land on which in 1929 a club house
was erected to accommodate Legacy
children.
Post-war, Stan felt compassion for
the widows and children of deceased
servicemen and in 1923 was responsible
for the creation of Legacy to care for
these unfortunate victims of the war.
There was much more that he was

called upon to do by the government
at that time.
W hen the Second World War
occurred, Stan, who was in the Militia,
was called upon and given command
of the 17thϐ
in Libya, Syria and Greece. The issues
regarding the campaign there are too
complex to include here and were not
well explained in the Compass program,
which only inferred that he had made
some tactical errors which is, even at
this time, debateable.
He was also subject to criticism
ϐ Ǥ 
 
foster recruiting but he was promoted
to Major General and given the 17th
 
Salamaua areas in New Guinea. Later
as Lieutenant General he was given

and eventually accepted the surrender
of Japanese forces.
His forte as a leader was his personal
leadership and knowledge of his men
and his genuine interest in their welfare.
Post-war he served as co-ordinator
of demobilisation and then resumed his
business interests. As regards Legacy,
the board appeared to be Sydney-centric
and decided they no longer desired
… they retreated to a mountain top
ϐ
they conveyed the impression
     
Army encamped so were able to
shepherd the Assyrians to safety.
the camps at Somers be run by the
Melbourne club, and so arrangements
were made for the Somers Camp to
be wound up. The children were now
to be billeted in homes. This was a
huge disappointment to him, but Stan
conceded that Legacy was bigger than
he was as an individual. This was a sad
end to his Legacy life.
 ͳͻͷͲ     
and asked by the State Premier to
accept a recommendation to become
the Victorian State Governor, but felt
obliged to refuse this honour. In 1953 he
represented Legacy at the Coronation of
Queen Elizabeth II, in spite of misgivings
about his health.
Finally, the strain of all he’d gone
through caught up with him in 1954

when one month after his beloved
Lillian died, he also passed away after
a lifetime of service to his country and
to the war widows and children of
deceased servicemen.

Six degrees of
separation

Further information is available on
the internet:
in the General’s biography, 
Goes a ManǤǤ
Nautilusǡ Ȁ ʹͲͳʹǡǤʹͷȂʹǡ
on our website.
ᢾ

TONY DUBOUDIN

Image from website of Australian War
ǡǤ

I

t was the county of Shropshire that
alerted me. Nearly 50 years ago I had
a happy year working on the sports
desk of the Shropshire Star, a regional
afternoon newspaper in that English
county that borders Wales.
My wife, Jill, and I were inducted into
Somers Combined Probus late last year
together with another couple, Peter
Ǥ  
read out and our fellow inductees, it
was revealed, came from Shropshire.
Naturally I piped up that I had spent
a year working on a newspaper in what
was then called Wellington or more
precisely Ketley in the said county.
“Oh, you worked on the Shropshire
Star?” Peter responded.
ǲǯǤǫǳ
“Yes, I was deputy group circulation
manager and spent more than 30 years
working there.”
Stunned, I mentioned a few names
all of which resonated with Peter who
had joined the newspaper about a year
after I left to return to London to marry
my Australian girlfriend, now my wife.
Peter and Linda and Jill and I have
now become good friends and Peter
and I have talked about people we
both worked with all those years ago,
conversations that took me back to
a happy time when I was young and
foolish.
Talk about six degrees of separation.
ǡ
say in those ads.
When Jill and I moved to our present
house in Somers six years ago we started
to get to know our few neighbours (we
have holiday homes on either side but
permanent residents opposite).
Jill, while chatting one day to Helen
our neighbour opposite about the heat
– it was a 35 degree plus day – said she
was used to the heat as she grew up
Ǥ
“Where was that?” asked Helen.
ǲ 
Shepparton Road.”

“I grew up on the other side at
ǡǳ  Ǥ
“Goorambat, that rings a bell … I think
my dad played football for Goorambat.”
Some weeks later Helen’s father,
ǡǡ
came down to Somers to visit Helen
and husband Pete. He and Jill started
chatting and Wally asked for Jill’s
 Ǥ
ǲǫǳ
“Yes.”
“I played football with him at
Goorambat. And I know exactly where
your property is near the primary
school.”
There followed a session of “do you
remember…” with quite a few “yes I do
remember him or her”.
They say things come in threes. I
stay in contact with former colleagues
from   newspaper and meet
for lunch or dinner a few times a year.

the group. While chatting over dinner
some time ago Karen mentioned that
her parents, Sid and Nan Williams, had
a holiday house in Somers in the early
1960s and she had spent nearly every
summer here.
ǡϐ ǡ
the Promenade and she recalls her

  Ǥ
one of the founders of Somers Yacht
Club.
At one stage after her siblings had
left home, the family spent a year living
in Somers while a new house was being
built on the other side of the Peninsula.
She recalls the Somers house had a huge
ϐ 
used to dry out.
Her other fond memory was going to
the Store with her father and waiting for
the Saturday  to arrive. If it was
late then Karen said her father used to
buy a lime spider.
I don’t know the statistical chances
of three such coincidences but I am
amazed at the chances of running into
someone who worked at the same
newspaper as I did nearly 50 years
ago coming to live in Somers more
than 20,000 kilometres from lovely
Shropshire. No doubt Peter is equally
ϐǡ
pleasantly.
ᢾ
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The watch

was just right – basic, clear,
easy to read. Timex was a brand that had worked well for
me long time past, water resistant to 30 metres, with a neat
backface light to see when it is at night. The second hand was
pronounced so it could double for telling the start of a yacht race
especially with the current-fashion large face with the minute/
second divisions easier to pick out. No day/date window to
muddle. Matt black leather band, chrome rim, black face, white
hands and numbers in the old style it was stylish enough for
me, if not quite enough funk for our stylish Peter Moore who
sure knows his watch. And the packaging, tres luxe! It was also
like dad’s last watch, but opposite with its black-on-white face.
With a few new bands and batteries the thing had kept going at
least 10 years until not long ago. The going-on-10-year blackon-black Casio had broken a band, again.
The Store’s Mondy Grumpies coffee clatch had been
helpful – “watches don’t last much after the second battery”,
 ǡǤǡǡ
not fussy. Peter Murray, bless his soul, had given it to him, for a
favour done. Apparently cost about a ton which was well under
the price point so he modelled his wrist to give a pic to hunt for.
  
wanted a Gorilla, and my absolute limit was a Monkey. So, all
primed for a purchase, wandering about Perth to his daughter
ǡȋ Ȍǡ
and a deal for the above is done.
A month later a cool brisk day and the sailboat’s gunnel I’m
holding left hand while winching with the other goes under the
water. The watch is covered by my jacket sleeve and this sure
ǯ͵ͲǤǮǯ ǡ
and the night-time glow-face doesn’t. A couple of weeks later
and am in town with receipt, warranty and packaging where
the polite, understanding attendant of the same Name Store in
Melbourne records all the details. The watch will be returned
to the supplier for assessment and repair, it will take four to
Ǥǲ ǯǨǳǲǡǯ ǡ
it had been returned within a month we would have supplied
a replacement.”
ϐ ǡǤ 
could they make a good watch 30 years ago and now it’s a dud,
ǯǫϐǦ
Ǥǯ
 ϐǫ 
forget it and move on and buy another bit of what shouldn’t
be crap? And don’t give me that ‘you get what you pay for’,
the thing sold should do the job it’s sold for, just because I
don’t want to be a tragic to a brand that can pull a fat premium
because of some non-real-value-adding marketing, like if it was
a mechanical movement then you pay big but quartz batterypowered was nailed decades ago. Mmm, one of those Shaun
Micallef moments where ‘I’m mad as hell and not going to
ǯǤϐ Ǯǯ
stuff’, but the focus is on ‘don’t get mad, get even’. Yes, write a
letter, that’ll get some action and improve the world for hapless
consumers, or what about this Social Media?
Facebook. I have a few friends: Jimmy, he died a few years
 ǡǯǡǡϐ ǡ
couple more maybe. I don’t use it ’cept to see what the kids want

.
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me to know they’re up to. Like if you don’t occupy your ‘digital
space’ you lose it. I’d read that if you Facebook Like something
 Ǥ ǤǮǯǡ
then let rip about selling junk, felt much better. Next day a
manager wants to talk, and we do, they’ll give an immediate
replacement etc. “It’s ok, I’ll thank you on Facebook.” Could be
a story for that hotpot of enlightenment, the Paper Nautilus?
  ǡ
gets these digital watches from K-mart with big numbers for
sailboat racing at $9 a throw every year or more but at that price,
for crap it’s fair. Sure enough at Hastings K-store there is the
biggest ugliest brightest knob of a wrist clock reduced from $20
to $9. It does a great job, well until the knob got ripped off the
ϐϐǤ
back onto its band and a stubby holder with a clock-face hole
cut into it makes a rather hip wrist band and off we go again.
Nine weeks, 10 weeks go by (diaries are handy) and a
Ǥǡ
  Ǣǯϐ
happened and call back. Yeah right, but she does – “the supplier
girl handling the case is no longer with that company and it got
Ǣ 
it will get to you next week”. Two weeks later make another
call and I’m ready to concede, but “we have a similar one and
will post it now, shiny black band, black on white”, whatever!
Thanks! Forget quality in budget products, how much for the
Fasterossa Ferragini Pragari Louis Cabana?
TEDD WARDEN

