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Ellie, mountain bikes 
and Andorra
ELLIE WALE

Andorra – if you ask most people 
about the country, you will likely 

get a shrug of the shoulders or a 
querying face asking “Where’s that?” 
For me, the sense of the unknown 
creates a sense of excitement, of 
possibility. It is a small province 
that lies between Spain and France, 
and is a country in its own right. It 
is most famous for offering tax-free 
shopping and world-class skiing in 
the winter months, but this September 
it will host the UCI World Mountain 
Bike Championships. It is small in 
size yet large in opportunity, where 
I will be representing my country in 
the discipline of Downhill Mountain 
Biking. 

The preparation to make the 
Australian team had its ups and 
downs, but I achieved my goal of 
qualifying for the junior Australian 
team. The season started off with a 
badly sprained ankle,     received while 
playing a modified game of netball at 
school, causing me to miss the start 
of the season, further prolonging my 
anticipation to begin racing. 

I am completing my final VCE year 
at Dromana College, which at times 
makes for a challenge, but also further 
creates future opportunities. I love 
racing my bike, but I would also like 
to go to university. 

Racing this season has taken 

me to lots of different places across 
Australia. I was fortunate enough to 
travel with my family to Toowoomba 
(Qld), Mt Beauty, Mt Baw Baw (Vic.), 
Canberra (ACT), and Bright (Vic.). It 
was at one of my favourite locations, 
Bright, where I won the Australian 
Championship for Junior Women in 
the Downhill event.

The Downhill event lives up to its 
name – involving a 4-5 minute sprint 
straight down the very technical track 
on a heavy bike with suspension, 

wearing body armour and a full-
face helmet. As I race down the 
mountain I have a sense of fear, but 
the exhilaration will always leave a 
smile on my face. 

If you would like to follow my 
progress on Facebook, I have an 
athlete page: ‘Ellie Wale MTB’.

Donations of all sizes are also 
greatly appreciated. I have a donation/
sponsorship page, available at: http://
www.gofundme.com/rm689s        ʘ                                                                                                                          
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Nautilus
on the Web

Don’t forget back issues
of  the Nautilus are

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

Our purpose

Somers Paper Nautilus aims to connect all the groups 
and individuals of Somers and to help reinforce a sense 

of community and belonging by giving them an avenue of 
expression through:

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

•	 Stories and examples of local creative endeavour.

•	 Letters.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Printing: Curry Printing, Rosebud
© Copyright remains with the authors & editors

On Wednesday 29 July, a group of 
20–30 people of all ages gathered 

at the Somers General Store to express 
their concerns at the proposed pathways 
project. 

MP Shire has approved a special 
charge scheme where every address 

Pathways meeting at SGS

in the township of Somers will incur a 
charge to contribute to the estimated 
$1.5 million costing to construct the 
paths.  

The main concerns against the 
project are the excessive scope of the 
path. In this small coastal village, 

the 5.2-km long path would edge the 
village with a 1.5- and 2-metre wide 
concrete strip. Objectors believe this 
would dramatically alter the character 
of Somers, and bring in unnecessary 
urban infrastructure, as well as destroy 
the vegetation in its way. There are 
alternate pathways through lovely 
leafy streets of Somers, and alternate 
ways of addressing safety concerns of 
people walking on the main roadways. 
Extending the path from the current 
shared pathway along Sandy Point Road, 
down Camp Hill Road to the school seems 
to be widely, although not unanimously, 
supported. However calls for a halt to 
the rest of the project, allowing time 
to consider alternate options, are loud 
and clear. Objections to the proposal 
had to be received by council by 5pm 
on Friday, 7 August … and so the saga 
continues across the years … 

Deline Skinner,
Somers Resident

Save our Somers 
– Pathways Project 
Special Charge Scheme

Everyone agrees that we need a bike 
and walking path from Sandy Point 

Road to Somers Primary as endorsed by 
the school, a safer ride for children who 
currently wobble down the road alongside 
parents pushing prams. 

As for the rest of the plan that is set to 
spend an estimated $1.5 million dollars 
read on …

Can you imagine our beautiful Somers 
with the trees along the roads removed 
and replaced with concrete paths 1.5 to 
2m wide – half a metre wider than the 
Sandy Point Road path. On the other hand 
you might think this is wonderful; now 
is the time to say. 

Technically it is too late to object, 
however sending in a short email or 
letter about why you did not put in a 
submission or did not know you could, 
is important. The consultation process 
will still be happening for another month 
and there is the opportunity to contact all 
11 of the elected representatives on this 

matter and ask them to be fully informed. 
Preparing for verbal submissions might 
have been something you were interested 
in. Please tell the Shire why you missed 
the boat, why you felt that you would not 
make a difference if this is the case, or 
given the process a big tick if that is the 
way that you feel. 

People are bad at reading plans, 
especially when it is only a series of dots 
on a plan that does not communicate 
for many people. I was always under 
the impression that this was always 
going ahead and it was just a question 
of who was going to pay for it. To write to 
councillors on the Mornington Peninsula 
who have your Somers in their hands, 
contact councillorsupport@mornpen.
vic.gov.au  03 5950 1428. Each councillor 
has an equal vote. Six votes out of 11 are 
needed to pass this scheme. 

It seems that funding has already 
been granted to fix Lord Somers Road 
at the Parklands end. A $300,000 grant 
is also available to widen Tasman at 
the narrow stretch. The Mornington 
Peninsula Shire is losing shrubs and trees 
at an alarming rate; before we know it we 
will all be living in a peninsula version of 
Collingwood – no risk of bush fires there. 

I worry that my kids will burn their feet 
on concrete on Parklands. I worry that 
we will lose the undulating feel of Somers. 
Children forced to use footpaths that are 
close to driveways blocked by high fences 
and poor visibility for drivers. That is 
what I fear, not mud on their shoes or 
a few scratches from branches as they 
wander through the magic that is nature. 

If this does go ahead, maybe there 
could be an offset on crown land where 
there has been vegetation removal and 
replace grass with biodiversity especially 
along the Eastern Cliffs where it should be 
vegetation. It is too late to submit now to 
Jeremy Grieve at the Shire, but not too late 
to voice your concerns about the process. 
Jeremy.grieve@mornpen.vic.gov.au. 

Our family believes firmly that these 
pathways are unnecessary, with the 
exception of the protruding drain on Lord 
Somers Road. We also support a bike path 
just to the school in line with the school’s 
objectives, This community is way more 
creative than a slab of concrete stretched 
to 5.5 km. Come on, we are better than 
that. 

The King family
Somers

Letters to the Editors

Seachange 

Remember a TV series called Seachange, about a community of 
people living in a small coastal town by the sea? A charming, 

peaceful and laid-back lifestyle was portrayed in a place teeming 
with character and serenity. Hence a new word for our dictionary 
was born. ‘Seachange’, meaning leaving the concrete jungle of 
urban living to live near a coastal or natural environment by 
a bay.

Imagine if in one of those episodes a group of development-
style cement-loving clowns decided to start a huge-scale 
concreting project through their new-found heaven.

There is a place similar to this on the Western Port Bay side 
of the Mornington Peninsula called Somers where that is about 
to happen. Somers only has a cafe/general store and Post Office 
with lots of holiday homes and some permanent residents. 
There is the Lord Somers Camp where school children who 
live in the suburbs can come on a camp to experience nature, 
trees and the beach environment and really get their feet in 
the sand and on the raw earth. Also in Somers is the Coolart 
Wetlands and Homestead, a place where all wildlife and flora is 
protected and is a huge natural environment for all to explore. 
Our Somers is a special place to visit.

But sad to say some concrete clowns have a project in the 
waiting right now, a 5.5-km, pathway going right through our 
ambient coastal town, 1.5 metres wide, replacing 8250 square 
metres of vegetation. A huge proportion of this is indigenous 
flora, all to be replaced with some sort of glorified cement 
stuff. By my calculations it’s around 2000 tonnes. I guess some 
people may have signed a survey thinking, yeah a path, without 
even giving a second thought to the scale of this project and 
how it will impact our tiny coastal village.

Most people I know who moved here did it for the Seachange. 
The others who have lived here basically forever, just love the 
town as it is. A safe natural hideaway on the edge of the bay. 
Then there are the concrete lovers who just don’t want to get 
the morning dew, grass, or sand, on their  shoes.

John Blogg
Somers

Thank you
This issue of  the Nautilus has gone to print a little later 
than we would have liked.

Unfortunately a couple of the team became unwell 
in recent weeks but hopefully are now both on their 
way to recovery.

A big thankyou goes to Bruce McCallum who stepped 
in at a moment’s notice to take over the copy editing 
and proofreading from Louise Craig who had managed 
to get part way through the pile.

Thanks Bruce from the rest of the team.
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Somers Change

A wide concrete path the length and 
breadth of Somers will destroy our 

coastal village atmosphere.
The Mornington Peninsula Shire 

Council has not given residents a 
proper opportunity to consider this 
scheme with its unfair payments from 
landowners.

Why did the Shire not ask for our 
opinion first instead of relying on a 
small survey carried out by the Somers 
Residents Association - known to be 
pushing for the development?

Peter Moore
Somers

SRA pathways 
proposal

Somers has changed.
The gravel roadways of Parklands 

Avenue and The Boulevard that I used to 
ride to school on were bituminised years 
ago. We now have kerb and channel, a 
sewerage system, mainline gas, signage 
everywhere and even a pedestrian 
crossing.

Gone is the blissful ambience 
associated with a world almost free of 
motorised vehicular traffic. Gone also is 
the pristine estuary we used to call Tulum 
Creek that was host to abundant forms of 
aquatic as well as bird life. This is due, in 
most part, to human encroachment and 
interference, leaving what is now little 
more than a regional catchment drain, 
with its unfortunate periodic odour 
problems.

This, arguably is sad, but inescapable 
reality is also true for many other aspects 
of the local environ.

Population growths in adjoining 
townships and the ever-increasing 
numbers of permanent residents, holiday-
makers and day visitors have led to 
more and more people using the local 
roadways and thereby the recreational 
opportunities that Somers provides.

One consequence of this is that 
numerous pedestrians can now be seen 
competing with buses and cars in order 
to access the beach, return to their 
vehicles or simply to traverse the length 
of Parklands Avenue itself; and often 
with young children in tow. A hot day in 
summer can appear quite chaotic and 
serves to demonstrate the regrettable 
lack of any proper planning for this area.

This precarious and somewhat 
dangerous situat ion is further 
exacerbated in those areas where, either 
to protect privacy or enhance their 
environment, some landowners have 
erected bollards or planted out nature 
strips, thus preventing any possible 
refuge for pedestrians from the roadway 
itself.

Do we recognise this as a problem 
requiring both short and longer term 
remedies? And if so, what response 
should we expect from our planners and/
or decision makers, particularly as they 
have now been alerted to the issues?

The current proposal is to build a 
system of shared and unshared footpaths 
to mitigate the risks and to also improve 
and enhance further recreational 
opportunities, for residents and visitors 
alike. 

Opponents to this proposal suggest 
that the devastation this would bring to 
our roadside flora would be tantamount 
to environmental vandalism, overlooking 
perhaps the fact that nature strips are 
there for a reason, which includes the 
ability of government authorities to 
use them for the sorts of purposes 
proposed. Furthermore, one could be 
forgiven for finding difficulty with the 
rationale behind this opposition, given 
the seemingly incongruous support for 
a footpath in Camp Hill Road, which 
suggests some sort of arbitrary trade-
off between environmental concerns and 
child safety. 

Yet another, more salient, argument 
is that of cost to residents; and on that 

issue more options probably should be 
explored, such as possibly funding at least 
some of the project through the Council’s 
Infrastructure Fund and/or the Victorian 
Bicycle Networks Initiative.

Somers is a great spot and the 
future promises more and more people 
recognising that fact and placing ever-
increasing recreational demands on its 
space. It is quite understandable that in 
order to protect the perceived ambience 
of the area, or in a few instances the sense 
of exclusiveness, some in this seaside 
township may respond to this pressure 
with a fortress mentality. Will this be 
successful? I suspect not. The reality of 
the evolving demographics and perhaps 
even climate change, will ensure that 
some changes will need to be accepted. 
In the process, we will certainly hear 
reasonable, considered points of view, 
as well as the usual plaintive cries and 
vacuous arguments of vested self-interest 
purporting to be defending the status quo 
for the common good.

I believe that Council will shortly 
be providing us with the opportunity 
to comment on the proposal for the 
footpaths and shared bike paths scheme. 
[Council letters to residents arrived in 
early July.] Let’s hope that the subsequent 
submissions will provide a broad and 
balanced range of views, recognising not 
only the negative aspects of the proposal, 
but also how it may contribute positively 
to the safety and amenity of the area.

Leon Buynević
Somers

The boiling bullfrog parable says 
a bullfrog put into a pan of boiling water jumps straight out. 
Placed into a pan of cold that is bought to the boil it adjusts to 
gradual change to never realise its pending doom. 

Nearly two years ago we banged on about the lack of desire 
for change in spite of the Resident’s Association’s push.  Yet 
the inexorable forces of darkness have moved on in the name 
of safety and conformity. The notices advising costs for the 
path recently posted by Shire have created ‘focus’, and a bit of 
steam, on the issue. The footpath is to cost the 1,250 blocks in 
Somers ~$400, ~$800 if opposite, to nearly $1,800 if you abut 
the path and thus derive maximum ‘benefit’. Ninety percent of 
those I asked argue they derive no benefit and oppose it – not 
wanting more suburbanisation in Somers, reduced amenity, 
lost vegetation.

There is one primary school age family living in Parklands 
Avenue. They have always driven to school. Now this year the 
children are bigger and happily ride bicycles on the road. Their 
nature strip is covered in nature, and would be cleared. They 
don’t see a concrete path as necessary.  NONE of the neighbours 
I asked in Parklands are for the path, let alone that expensive 
concession to ‘nature’- beige exposed concrete aggregate. Yet of 
the 35% who responded to the Resident’s Association survey, 
90% were in favour. Seems I can’t find many of them! A path 
was promoted as a shared bike and footpath but now won’t be 
along its busiest parts on Parklands and Tasman “as 2 metres 
is too wide there and 1.5 will do”. How about the water mains, 
gas pipes and sewage pipes? What about parking, and their 
yellow line that caught most residents once from our zealous 
Shire officers? One would think basic questions of traffic flow, 
efficient construction and parking would be addressed in a 
proposal, but then we’ve been let down so many times before 
with our reliance on experts and professional advice.

I just want a peaceful time mowing my grass and pruning the 
fruit trees on my little block of, what was, paradise. For worry 
and concern it can be got in buckets from the TV, the papers, 
and the net.  I don’t need it at home. Yes I am a  member of the 
‘Progress’ Association, just as you donate to the Foreshore, Fire 
Brigade, Pre-School, School, Yacht Club and Church Choir, yet not 
necessarily agreeing with all, or any that they espouse, because 
it is part of being ‘community’. I even get on quite personably 
with the 9 of the dozen committee that I know, yet wish they 
could pull back on the meddling and ‘do-gooding’ as they seem to 
confuse ‘community mindedness’ with ‘wholehearted support’. 

The ‘Monday Grumpy’ coffee clutch after The Notices was 
definitely on the boil- “NO PATH” signs on our fences, marches 
on Parliament Hou- err Shire Offices at Rosebud, letters to 
councillors, shunning of the Progressives, resignation and 
harumphing, were quickly raised for the campaign to Save Our 
Somers. The expensive folly of the ‘Safety Hump’ at the store 
was recalled with a car spearing into Sue’s fence, and two falls 
from the gutter valleys to the hump, and the rebuild to get it 
almost right but still non-compliant (to comply it needs to be 
far further from the corner and thus guarantee its irrelevance 
and non-use).

We are attracted to a place for what it is, immediately set 
about changing it, and then wonder what happened to it. With 
each ‘improvement’ we lose some of the appeal to our place. If 

you want suburbia on the Peninsula with lots of footpaths, kerb 
and channel, sealed roads, water, sewerage, gas, broadband, 
buses, doctors, dentists, private schools, hospitals, universities 
and aquatic centres then  Balnarring, Rosebud, Sorrento, 
Mornington, Mount Eliza and Frankston fit the bill.  Each added 
piece of infrastructure enables an increase in the ‘carrying 
capacity’ of an area so there is more demand on its amenity. Its 
gradual effect is absorbed as we await ‘the boiling’. If a footpath 
is good on one road then why not on all our streets? Then while 
at it, why not dual or triple occupancy in Somers like everywhere 
else so council can double its revenue and meet ‘the demand’ 
for housing, make the foreshore promenade a parking lot over 
a new sea wall, and approve the hi-rise apartments so we can 
do a Gold Coast?  

‘Our Place’ is under siege from so many directions – hundreds 
of room hotels for Willow creek with dubious water treatment 
capability, our RACV at Cape Schanck blocking the neighbours’ 
water view with a big block of flats for a few more hundred 
rooms, continuous abuse of permit conditions at restaurants 
passing as cellar door winery outlets. 

If we maintain the nature strip ourselves, for council doesn’t, 
to enable foot access off the road, we could remove the ‘need’? 
As ever, we’ll end up with what we deserve. Is it just me, or are 
you feeling warm too?

Tedd Warden

Street activists gather to plan their actions

Somers pathway 
proposal

Hearing that a meeting regarding the 
Somers pathways would be held at 

the Somers General Store on Saturday, 1 
August, I duly attended; after all it does 
concern all Somers residents.
A small group had gathered, and as the 
meeting progressed I started to wonder 
whether I was at the right place!

Some criticism was aimed at our Shire, 
the SRA and those that were in favour of 
the pathways. 

I am fully in favour of the project 
having lived in Somers over 30 years. I 
do not feel that it would spoil Somers as 
there will not be footpaths down every 
street in Somers, just pathways to safely 
enable children and walkers of all ages to 
proceed safely around our beautiful town.

As regards cost, surely it would make 
sense and be less controversial if every 
property owner was charged the same 
amount.

Let us keep this ‘discussion’ going in a 
civilized and polite manner, and above all 
else we do not want to see this pathway 
project put on hold or shelved! 
 
Edna Cook
Somers                                                                                                                     
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Our Somers children gathered in front of Deborah Halpern’s majestic mosaic 
sculpture ‘Angel’ at Birrarung Marr, on the banks of the Yarra.

After a visit to the Shrine complex, grades 5/6 are quite content to take a rest on 
the forecourt steps.

Last week we took 70 fabulous children 
in grade 5/6 to Urban Camp in the 

city for three nights and four days. Over 
the four days we were lucky enough 
to experience many of Melbourne’s 
fabulous sights, educational programs 
and fun activities. These included: cruise 
on the Yarra, tour of the MCG and National 
Sports Museum, Eureka Sky Deck, Old 
Melbourne Goal, the Shrine, tour of Fed 
Square, dinner on Lygon St, Chinatown 
tour and lunch on Little Bourke St, ice 
skating, Melbourne Star and finally our 
last activity, the Melbourne Zoo, where 
we dragged our very tired selves around 
before coming home in the afternoon. 

Our main transport for the week was 
trams and trains through the city, which 
at times was challenging with such a 
large group. Our children, at all times, 
behaved beautifully while travelling in 
often very busy trams and used their 
beautiful manners and ‘tram etiquette’. 
I have no doubt that any one of them 
could now navigate their way around 
the city with confidence. 

We also did a lot of walking and while 
the weather was mostly fine, it was very 
cold and at times we had to walk in the 
rain. There was not one complaint about 
being tired or wet, though there were 
some ‘are we there yet?’or ‘how many 
stops till we get there?’comments. 

We were lucky enough to have 
some excellent tour guides for some 
activities. All were impressed with 
the children’s behaviour and astounded 
at the questions they asked and their 
existing knowledge. 

No successful camp is complete 
without a great team of staff and 
parents to assist and this year’s camp 
was no exception. Going above and 
beyond to ensure the children had the 
best experiences they could have and 
starting each day, even though they 
were sleep deprived, with a smile and 
enthusiasm – one of the best teams I 
have been part of. 

I’d like to thank the following staff 
for their hard work and for the laughs: 

Tarryn Dalton, Tracey Mills, John 
Rogasch, Luke Jenkins, Suzette Ryan, 
Lianne Yaghmoor and Vanessa Lothian 
(who kindly filled in at the last moment), 
Chloe Hampshire and Megg Huther 
(student teachers), David Ingham and 
Louise Adams. 

Thank you!         ʘ
                                                                                                                                

SPS Urban Camp 2015
KIRSTY EGGLESTONE 
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Probus 
members at 
the seat of 
power
TONY DUBOUDIN

More than 40 members of Balnarring 
Men’s Probus club received a 

first-hand view of how democracy 
works at the state level during a tour 
of Parliament House in June.

The guide for the tour was the state 
member for Nepean, Martin Dixon, 
who helped make arrangements for 
the group’s visit as well as providing 
an informed commentary on the 
historic aspects of Parliament House, 
considered by many as one of the finest 
examples of Victorian civic building.

At the conclusion of the tour, 
members lunched in the members’ 
dining room at Parliament House.

The visit was the brainchild of 
Somers resident Jay Nagl under the 
umbrella of Men’s Secret Business, a 
group within Balnarring Probus. Jay 
worked on organising the visit with 
the club committee and President Ray 
McCutcheon and former federal MP Bob 
Chynoweth, another Somers resident 
and Probus member.

T he g roup wa s show n t he 
Legislative Assembly and the upper 
house, the Legislative Council, as well 
as the library and Queen’s Hall.

It is hard to avoid the connection 
with Queen Victoria in Parliament 
House as her presence seems to 
permeate the building. Normally 
Queen’s Hall has pictures of Victoria 
and her consort Albert on the walls but 
they had been removed temporarily so 
the hall can be refurbished.

A statue of Victoria in Queen’s Hall 
was described by Martin Dixon as a 
reject because the Queen’s left foot 
was forward which is considered a 
sign of aggression and not suitable 
for a sovereign. The powers that be in 
London, however, decided it was good 
enough for the colonies and shipped it 

Leanne from Museum Victoria Outreach Program, is using a novel way to 
illustrate to the children the length of a Tsintaosaurus leg bone by having Hazel 
and Ava lay beside the bone. Children seem to have a fascination with the world 
of the dinosaur.

The children of Somers Pre-School 
had a wonderful muddy day, all in 

the name of fun and a good cause. How 
much fun do you remember making 
mud pies as a child? 

 The children came in old clothes and 
gum boots and enjoyed the pleasure of 
jumping in muddy puddles and making 
mud pies. 

T he d ay w a s t o  c elebr at e 
I N T E R N AT I O N A L  M U D  DAY .  
International Mud Day was created by 
two kindergarten teachers,one from 
Western Australia and the other from 
Nepal. 

The teachers had discussed the 
benefits of sensory play but both had 
different concerns.  The Australian 
teacher was concerned about ‘dirty 
clothes’ for parents to wash, the 
Nepalese teacher explained her 
children only have one set of clothes. 
So the Australian Children Fund raised 
$1,000 for new clothes for the Nepalese 
children that year. Somers Pre-School 
children all donated money towards a 
Children’s Fund in Nepal to continue 
the goodwill.

                                                                                                                Julie 

Somers Pre-School 3y.o 
Joey Group enjoyed 
playing in MUD!

Discoveries at Kinder

Members of the Legislative Assembly on 
this occasion are Probus members being 
addressed by the Hon. Martin Dixon, 
member for Nepean. On this occasion 
there was no uproar in the House.

This is what a full busload of 
Probarians looks like gathered in front 
of Parliament House.

to Melbourne where further misfortune 
befell it. On its way to Parliament House 
it fell off the wagon carrying it through 
the city and broke the left arm, which 
was later repaired and the queen has 
ruled over her hall ever since.

The sculptor that carried out the 
work on the statue must have been 
having a bad day as he misspelt his 
name on the base, missing the R out of 
his name Marshall.

The tour then continued to the 
two chambers of Parliament and the 
opportunity to be MPs for a few minutes 
sitting on both sides of the house – the 
numbers were fairly evenly divided left 
and right. Martin Dixon answered a 
number of questions from the floor of 
both houses.

The tour concluded with a two-
course lunch in the members’ restaurant 
with first-class table service and white 
napery.

Club president Ray McCutcheon 
acted as MC at lunch and proposed a 
vote of thanks to Martin Dixon, Bob 
Chynoweth and Jay Nagl for their work 
in making the tour possible.

In an emot ional speech Jay 
recounted his experiences as a member 
of a German ethnic minority in what 
was then Yugoslavia and how he 
became seduced by the Hitler Youth 
Movement, membership of which was 
virtually compulsory for all boys and 
girls between the ages of 10 and 18, and 
cited this as an example of how young 
children can became dazzled by the 
blandishments of totalitarian regimes.

He came to Australia in the 1940s 
and discovered a whole new world, 
embracing democracy as one of the 
great gifts. 

It was a highly personal and touching 
tribute to Australia, democracy and 
how this nation warmly embraced the 
hundreds of thousands of refugees after 
the Second World War.

Footnote: State Parliament was 
considered one of the finest Victorian 
buildings anywhere by the poet 
laureate and lover of Victoriana 
Sir John Betjeman who visited 
Victoria last century and made a UK 
television program on his visit. He was 
particularly taken by the beautiful 
interior.         ʘ
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“Just be careful with that sword, David!” With the help of 
Captain Stephen Bowater OAM, Commanding Officer of 
HMAS Cerberus, David Helfgott helps with the honour of  
‘cutting the cake’ celebrating the 102nd birthday of the 
Royal Australian Navy Band.
We acknowledge that these photos are the property of the 
RAN.

If any one deserves a hug from band leader Lieutenant 
Cassandra Mohapp, it is certainly David Helfgott after the 
outstanding display of his virtuosity.

RAN Band and David Helfgott
ROD NUSKE

On 24 June, a number of Somers 
residents were among the audience 

which had the good fortune to see and 
hear the incredible David Helfgott with 
the RAN Band at its102nd Birthday 
concert. The band provided the 
orchestral accompaniment for David as 

he played Chopin’s Fantasy Impromptu 
Opus 66, Gershwin’s Rhapsody in Blue, 
the Warsaw Concerto and as an encore, 
the lively Khachaturian’s Sabre Dance. 
The Navy Band has quite outstanding 
musicians, some of whom played 
exciting solo pieces. 

It was a very special night indeed, 
as not many people in the audience 
have had the experience of being in a 
relatively small auditorium for such a 
performance. The fluency of Helfgott’s 
play ing was t ruly remarkable, 
considering he quite often spoke to 
the audience as he played what to us 
were incredibly difficult passages. He 
received a standing ovation at the end 
of the evening and later mixed with 
members of the audience in the foyer of 
the Cerberus Theatre.                              ʘ                                                                                                   

Thank you to the 
anonymous
BRONWEN GIBBS

Watching a recent documentary on 
the London subway bombings I 

was reminded of both the impact on 
those who sat with the wounded and the 
importance of this to those they sat with.

I have twice been involved in serious 
car accidents, one I have not memory 

of and the other very clear memories.
The first was in country Victoria and 

I was able to connect with the man who 
sat with me for a length of time until 
help arrived and thank him personally.

The second, just before Christmas 
last year was local, and in a busier 

location. There were several people who 
stood by my side keeping me calm and 
conscious, giving me confidence that 
everything was going to be OK until 
paramedics and air ambulance arrived.

We’ve lear nt to ex pec t t he 
attendance of emergency services at 
such events but twice now I have also 
been helped by ordinary passers-by 
who’ve stepped in where they saw a 
need.

This is a big thankyou not only to 
those particular individuals but to all 
who take on this very important role 
in a time of crisis.        ʘ

George Stacey 
and HMAS 
Cerberus
ROD NUSKE

This photograph was taken c. 1910, 
and shows George Stacey and family 

in their American ‘Thomas Flyer’ outside 
their home called Triton, which was 
sited where HMAS Cerberus is today. 
For those who know the base, the house 
was sited where the power-house was 
built close to Hann’s Inlet.

George worked as an accountant for 
the English armament firm Kynochs. A 
Daimler with a chauffeur was supplied 
when he came to Australia representing 
the firm, and because of this, he became 
well known by our politicians and policy 

makers in the defence area. He came 
up with the idea that our government 
should establish a Naval Base at Crib 
Point after determining that it was 
the finest deep water port available. 
(Not a very astute observation as the 
navy was to eventually find out.) He 
sold them the grand concept of it being 
the ‘Portsmouth of Australia’! Being an 
astute businessman, he bought a great 
deal of land including the land on which 
the property known as Clauscen’s 
Statue Farm (there were many statues 
around the property) and promptly 
renamed it Triton.

The government required more than 
1600 acres for the base but the land 
offered by the State Government was 
not adequate, so private land including 
Triton was purchased in 1911 and the 
building of the base commenced in 
1912, with the official opening in 1920.

Basic information from All Our Somers, 
by Bruce Bennett.         ʘ

                                                                                                                                                   

A little red 
sports car
LINDSAY PULLIN

A few years ago my wife and I 
purchased a red Mazda MX-5. Yes I’ve 

heard all the reasons about why people 
our age buy such cars, but why we did is 
another story. A friend of mine asked me 
where the mandatory gold chain was and 
that caught me totally off guard. Next day 
I was off to the hardware store and got a 
short length of light-weight galvanised-
iron chain, a D-shackle, and a can of gold 
spray paint; job done. 

All the blokes began to tell me 
how cars like these drew the opposite 
numbers in droves. I spent the next 
few months driving slowly around 
town waiting to be mobbed but 
nothing happened. But having a rag 
top is a load of fun I must say. Then 
one day something happened that 
took me totally by surprise and left me 
breathless. 

At the local supermarket I slid back 
into the seat after shopping, and believe 
me, I have to slide down into this thing. 
Other than slide, my other options are 
crawl or climb. I finally worked out that 
sliding was the most dignified way to 
go. Well I was sitting there, having slid 
in and a woman pulled up nearby and 
she was staring at me. I had never seen 
this woman before in my life yet here 
she was staring and smiling. 

It was true, someone noticed me 
in the red sports car; it was working! 
I watched in pure disbelief and 
fascination as she got out of her car, 
checked both ways to make sure it 
was safe to proceed and made a bee-
line directly for me. My heart skipped 
a beat, what would I say? Dreams of 
running away to the islands flashed 
through my head and I began to feel 
faint. This woman could read my mind 
and her smile shone across her face, she 
knew exactly what I was thinking. We 
would make a perfect couple. And there 
she was beside the car beaming down 
at me; I was speechless. Then she spoke 
and for the rest of my life her words will 
be with me: “Your boot’s open.”       ʘ
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Strengthening 
your self-
confidence  

Child psychologists have long 
concluded that one’s personality 

isformed during the first six years of 
life.  Any observant parent is aware of 
how dependent a child is on them for 
almost all of what happens to him or 
her. Cultural anthropologist, Margaret 
Mead, once conducted what she called 
“silly research” and concluded that the 
average 10year old has received 150 
thousand negative messages about 
himself as opposed to only 40 thousand 
positive ones.  If this is accurate, is 
it any wonder that a lot of children 
develop personality traits that lack in 
self-confidence? 

Lack of confidence in one’s self is 
the breeding ground for all kinds of 
psychological difficulties.  Minimal 
self-confidence is one of our greatest 
mental weaknesses. 

P o o r  s e l f - c o n f i d e n c e  i s 
c reated in chi ld hood t hroug h 
experiencing repeated frustration 
at self-expression, lack of practice 
at personal-skill building, receiving 
negative or critical messages about 
one’s self, experiencing psychological 
or physical trauma or sometimes 
just from the observation that you 
are less competent in coping in the 
world.  Certainly, regular shaming 

or humiliation stunts healthy self-
confidence development. 

T he ha ndic ap of poor sel f-
c on f idenc e c a n be over c ome . 
Timidit y can be translated into 
courage.  Shyness can be converted 
to assertiveness.  One of the most 
powerful psychological tools in 
building self-confidence is through 
repetitive self-affirmation.  Self-
affirming thoughts can be created 
simply through writing some on paper, 
memorising them, and repeating them 
until they become a part of your own 
subconscious mind. 

Here are some psychological 
e x e r c i s e s  w h ic h ,  a lon g  w i t h 
corresponding self-affirmations, can 
help you build realistic confidence in 
yourself. 

Update any and all inaccurate 
beliefs you hold of yourself. Most 
of your bel iefs about yoursel f 
were formulated when you were a 
child.  They need to be reformulated 
to conform to your adulthood.  Self-
beliefs need to be regularly updated 
to account for your own growth and 
change...even changes you may not be 
aware of.  Self-affirmation: “I regularly 
reconsider who I am and the talents 
and abilities I possess.” 

Realise that you have the ability 
to achieve the object of your purpose 
in life.  Even if that object or purpose 
is st ill unknown, be aware that 
your ability to achieve it is always 
within.  Self-affirmation: “I demand 
of myself continuous and persistent 
action toward the attainment of the 
objectives I set for myself.” 

Become aware that the thoughts 
you hold regularly in mind, those 
that dominate your thinking will 
eventually produce outward behavior 
and become gradually transformed 
into physical reality. Thoughts are 
internal energetic events.  Energy is 
the basis for all creation.  Forming 
mental energy into specific thoughts 
gradually translates into physical 
realities.  Self-affirmation: “I clearly 
envision the person I intend to become 
at least thirty minutes a day.”

Confine your activities exclusively 
to those which benefit everyone they 
affect, including yourself.  Human 
history has proven repeatedly that no 
position endures unless it is built upon 
justice and truth.  Eliminate hostility, 
hatred, envy, jealousy, selfishness and 
cynicism, through the development 
of appreciation and love of all living 
beings.. .including yourself.  Self-
affirmation: “I am honest and fair 
and loving in all my behavior toward 
myself, as well as others.”

As you think about yourself, so 
you become.  If you think you are 
weak, unimportant, always wrong, 
you will act in ways that confirm that 
perception of yourself.  In similar 
fashion, if you want to create greater 
self-confidence, think of yourself as 
being confident. Act in ways that you 
know any self-confident person would 
act. Engage in those actions until they 
become “natural.”  Identify and affirm 
those skills, abilities and talents you 
have and those you wish to develop. 

Begin to think and act self-
confidently, even if you feel scared, 
awk ward or negat ive, and you 
gradually alter your self-image.  And 
it is, after all, the image you have of 
yourself and nothing else, which forms 
the foundation for confidence.  Perhaps 
if you play the role of Superman or 
Superwoman long enough in your 
imagination, you develop super 
confidence.  If actor and quadriplegic, 
Christopher Reeve could maintain that 
image, so can you regardless of your 
physical status and regardless of what 
messages you received as a child. 
    
 Lloyd J. Thomas, Ph.D.
Dr. Thomas is a licensed psychologist, 
author, speaker, and life coach.         ʘ

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

Obituaries

Peter Hohaus
20 March 1949 - 21 May 2015

BRONWEN GIBBS

In our last issue we noted with sadness 
Peter’s sudden death on a diving 

expedition. 
At Peter’s funeral a message from a 

friend of more than 40 years described 
him as “a great bloke-enigmatic, 
puzzling, frustrating, amiable, irritating, 
perpetually curious and with one of the 
most fertile minds I’ve ever enjoyed.” 
I don’t think anyone who knew Peter 
would disagree with any of that 
wonderful affectionate description. He 
went on to say that “I always admired 
him for the way he so thoroughly got a 
hold of an area of interest and immersed 
himself in it until he became skilled and 
knowledgeable enough to appreciate its 
nuances.”

A summary of the many of these 
interests was included in the order of 
service:

“Peter lived a full life. Over the years 
he had flown small airplanes, making 
many trips all over Australia with his 
buddies.

Peter enjoyed gliding with the great 
world champion, lngo. He would tell 
stories of how they would catch the 
thermal lift and keep going for hours, 
not wanting to return to the ground.

He took up skiing just so that he could 
ski with [his children] Tegan and Daniel. 
Truth be told, he didn’t really like skiing. 
But he had great times with them up on 
the snow.

Upon retiring, Peter decided that it 
was time to take up diving. He completed 
over 300 dives achieving his Divemaster 
certificate in November 2014.

Peter was never much of a sailor, but 
gave many hours and thoroughly enjoyed 
driving rescue boats for the Somers Yacht 
Club.

Peter loved nature. He was quick to 
point out when plants were in the wrong 
spots.

He loved native plants, and with 
Rosemary and a few others, spent 
countless hours trying to improve the 
Somers foreshore.” ... not to mention his 
award winning frog pond.

Here at the Nautilus we learned 
more of Peter through his regular 
contributions and of course his many 
photos. Peter loved to take photos and 
share them with others, overfilling 
my mail box several times each issue. 
I have a file of his photos to use as 
fillers so we may still see Peter’s name 
appear from time to time. We will miss 
his contributions which were usually 
received with a groan and therefore 
we felt it best to keep the words brief 
and share images of different aspects 
of Peter’s intense and productive life. 

Our heartfelt sympathy goes to Boon, 
Tegan and Daniel.         ʘ
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Jean Jackson (nee Porteous)    
7 October 1932 – 10 June 2015

ROD NUSKE

Jean grew up in Bundoora, which at that 
time had very few houses and unmade 

roads.
To help support the family she 

left school early to work as a clothing 
machinist.

Life took a turn for the better when, 
on a day of wind, rain and cold, Jean 
stood shivering on a street corner 
waiting for the bus. Sir Galahad, in the 
form of Tom Jackson, drove by in his 
Hudson ‘Teraplan’ and being of a noble 
disposition, asked if he could help. Jean 
gladly accepted the offer of a comfortable 
ride and so avoided a trudge through the 
mud over unmade roads. 

A courtship followed, and in 12 
months when a house became available 
and Jean had turned 21, they were 
married. Unlike the day of their first 

meeting, the temperature was 105º F.
This was where the girls Kaye and 

Kim grew up.
For 40 years of her life she was 

involved with the Girl Guides, becoming 
a Group Leader and then a District 
Commissioner. As the girls grew up, 
the family all enjoyed card games and 
Scrabble at which Jean was inordinately 
good. She was quick to assist at the school 
whether in the tuckshop, on school camps 
or helping slow learners as well as being 
a member of the Parents’ Association of 
the Secondary School. Jean would take 
daughter Kim and half the basketball 
team to the Coburg Stadium, alsobeing an 
official scorer, something else she learnt 
how to do.

A holiday home was purchased at 
Balnarring Beach where Jean would>  

Haley Ellen Cook    
3 May 1989 – 31 May 2015

ROD NUSKE

Recently when driving along Kennedy 
Road in Somers I was astounded to 
see well over 100 cars lining not only 
Kennedy Road but all streets connected 
to it. I found out that all these people 
were attending a funeral for Haley Cook 
being celebrated at her home. Her ashes 
and those of her mother Robyn are 
interred in a monument erected on the 
property. 

Haley was born in the Mornington 
Bush Nursing Hospital to parents 

Robyn and Russell. As a young child 
she was known for her chubby face and 
freckles, earning her the nickname of 
Buddha.

A t t e n d i n g  t h e  B a l n a r r i n g 
Kindergarten she met a lot of her life-
long friends. 

When quite young, mother Robyn 
took Haley for swimming lessons at 
Kings in Mornington, where it was 
found that she had quite a talent for 
the butterfly stroke, so much so, that 
she always won that event. She did so 
well that she became a member of the 
King’s swim squad. Sometimes though 
because of the early morning starts, it 
was necessary to bribe her with a Mc 
Donald’s breakfast to get her out of bed. 
She was the peacekeeper in the family, 
always making sure that everyone was 
happy.

Contrary to this though were the 
serious discussions with her sister 
Rachel over who owned what make 

up and unwarranted wearing of each 
other’s clothes. Their mother Robyn told 
them that when they grew up they would 
be the best of friends and, of course, she 
was so right.

Netball took Haley’s attention and she 
commenced playing with the Balnarring 
Netball Club and she so enjoyed also the 
social chit-chat, rather than winning 
the game, that she was chastised for not 
concentrating on the game.

When Haley started at Dromana 
Secondary College she found new 
friends and her eyes were opened to 
the wonderful world of fashion which 
became her main interest in life leading 
her into the world of make-up, hair 
styling and clothes. She thrived in arts 
and textiles and had a natural talent 
for succeeding in everything without 
the usual effort required. With a small 
amount of help from her mum she 
designed and made a ball gown skirt 
for her Year 10 formal.

At the age of 15 she worked for four 
years at Marmaduke’s café in Balnarring.

She dearly loved her grandfather 
whom she called ‘Poppy’, and when he 
moved to Port Macquarie, Haley saved 
her money and would fly there where 
she happily spent time with him at the 
local shooting range. 

After successfully completing her 
VCE she was accepted into Victoria 
University.

In 2009 Haley underwent a serious 
operation and spent quite some time at 
Peter Mac and, together with her sister 
Rachael, got to know the hospital café 
food quite well, often planning their 
lunch in the car trip up to their many 
appointments.

Whilst studying at the University 
she took a job at the Blue Mini café in 
Rosebud.

Her sister Rachael’s sons, Thiago 
and Davi, became the light of her life 
brightening up her world as did all her 
‘Facebook’ friends

 A person who brought great 
happiness to her life was Brenton, and 
they talked of building a life of memories 
together. At this time Haley caught the 
travel bug and toured South East Asia 
and then seven months touring Europe 
and Africa, visiting 26 countries in all. 
Somehow this all fitted in between an 
extended time at the University and 
course changes.

Leo James Shackleton 
13 January 1924 -16 July 2015  

ROD NUSKE

Leo was born in Coburg and was the 
youngest of three boys, followed by a 

younger sister Lorna, for Daniel and Julia 
Shackleton.

Leo was educated in Coburg and 
when 15 obtained work at Myer in a 
management traineeship position. 
Several years later he joined an 
engineering firm as a fitter’s assistant 
until 1943 when at the age of 19 he joined 

At home again she obtained a 
position at T’Gallant  Winemakers. There 
she displayed her hospitality skills and 
became interested in learning the art 
of the industry and felt that here was 
a chance to venture into running her 
own business.

Haley had a kind heart and lived a life 
full of love for beautiful things, gentle 
people and fascinating places. Her life 
was cut unexpectedly short. 

“Something Haley learnt from her 
mother’s death, and something we can all 
take from this unfair twist of fate is, ‘to 
learn from yesterday, live for today and 
hope for tomorrow because some times 
without knowing or understanding, 
tomorrow may never come’.”

(From the address at the celebration 
of Haley’s life)          ʘ

the RAAF.  The following year he became 
a flight rigger and three months later 
was promoted to Leading Aircraftsman 
in 20 Squadron.

Later that year the squadron of 
Consolidated Catalinas and Empire 
Flying Boats moved from Cairns to 
Darwin. From here they flew sorties to 
the north of Australia including mining 
the Manila harbour and off the coast of 
China. It was also their responsibility 
to drop and extract special agents from 
behind enemy lines. Post war mercy 
missions were flown until 1946, at which 
point Leo was discharged from the RAAF.

Leo’s time in the air force defined him 
as a meticulous planner and a constant 
thinker of how to do things better. He had 
no trouble in obtaining a position with 
TAA as an aircraft fitter and went on to 
qualify as a Licensed Ground Engineer.

Like most young males of his age, 
he loved motor bikes. At one stage he 
owned two push bikes and two Harley 
Davidsons.  The other aspect of his 
life that was important to him was his 
involvement with the Bethany Hall 
Chapel where he taught Sunday School 
and assisted with the young people’s 
camps at Phillip Island.

During this time he met Guelda Belle 
and they were married in 1956 and took 
up residence in Pascoe Vale South.  Their 
first child Mardi was born in 1957 and 
when she was 18 months old, the family 
moved to England where Leo worked 

with an airfreight company for 18 
months.

On their return to Australia, Leo 
joined Ansett Airlines as a ground 
engineer.

In the 60’s Hilary and Nerida were 
born. Leo’s continued involvement with 
the church saw him contributing to the 
planning and construction of the Glenroy 
Chapel.

His children have fond memories of 
their father who was always available for 
games in the backyard and in teaching the 
girls the use of the woodworking tools, 
how to mend shoes and other useful skills. 
Then, in later years he made sure that 
they understood the basic requirements 
of looking after their cars, even if that 
only meant checking the oil and water 
levels.

 Over the years there were many 
happy holidays for the family around 
Australia and New Zealand. His love of 
everything aeronautical was certainly 
something that at least daughter Hilary 
has inherited as she is a keen visitor to 
the International Airshows most years.

Leo’s other interests included being 
a founding member of the Missionary 
Aviation Fellowship where he supervised 
the construction of their first aircraft. 
This is an international Christian Mission 
that can provide such things as disaster 
relief, medical service and help with 
communications. He was also an active 
member of the Victorian Military Vehicles 

Corps and often drove veterans in the 
Anzac Day parades. In the same vein he 
purchased a Series 1 Landrover which 
he restored in the backyard.

He of course took a keen interest in all 
his grandchildren and was particularly 
pleased his grandson Mitchell has joined 
Qantas.

Retirement loomed, so Leo and 
Guelda purchased a home in Belvedere 
Road in Somers to which they retired to 
in 1989. They both joined the Red Hill 
Church of Christ and gave a helping hand 
to The Friends of Coolart. Leo became 
the area co-ordinator of the Somers 
Neighbourhood Watch and became an 
active member of the Balnarring Probus 
Club.

Sadly Guelda’s health became an issue 
and Leo nursed her with loving care until 
she passed away on Christmas Eve in 
2005.

In 2012 due to his own ill health he 
moved to Monterey to be closer to his 
family and passed away peacefully at 
the Northern Hospital in Epping. Leo 
was known to all as a gentleman who 
cared greatly for his family and was 
resourceful, diligent, polite, respectful, 
had a vast store of knowledge and at all 
times, was a friend to all that knew him.

Leo was a parishioner of the Holy 
Trinity Anglican Church in Hastings 
where the celebration of his life was held 
on the 23rd of July.          ʘ                                                                                                         
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Always a popular occasion is a visit to HMAS Cerberus Museum whether it is with, 
as on this occasion a Probus group, or any other group who have rung to book the 
visit. There are always new items on display each time I have visited over the years 
and this was the case this time. 

Ian Selwyn Taylor    
5 December 1924 – 13 June 2015

ROD NUSKE

Ian’s life could be summed up as one of 
giving. Firstly he gave of himself with 

the music he created by playing piano 
and organ. Whenever a committee needed 
support he readily offered himself to 
whatever position was required. He was 
never a person who could stand aside 
when something was needed to be done. 

Growing up in Glenhuntly and 
Caulfield, Ian was always interested in 
how things worked. Like many a young 
boy of that era, he set to building his own 
crystal radio sets and battery lighting 
systems. His attempt to distil his own 
eucalyptus oil ended in near disaster 
when he set fire to his laboratory.

At Caulfield Grammar he tended 
more toward academia than sport. 
He developed a passion for chemistry 
and continued studying at night while 
employed as a lab assistant at CSIRO.

War came so Ian enlisted in the 
RAAF and served in the South Pacific 
where he was able to use his skills as a 
lab technician and acting pathologist. 
As with most serving personnel, he 
was deeply affected by his war-time 
experiences. Many of these are recorded 
in past Nautilus issues where Ian wrote 
under the pseudonym of ‘Tex’. 

Post war he completed his 
University Degree and worked for 
the Commonwealth Laboratories as a 
Research Chemist analysing all manner 
of imported goods.

Ian met his future wife Marion at, of 
all places, the University Fencing Club. 

often arise at 6am to go out fishing, 
despite not being able to swim. She 
remedied this at the age of 72!

They exchanged the house at 
Balnarring for one at Somers and retired 
there in 1978.

Being retired did not mean for Jean 
being inactive, so she helped establish 
the Balnarring Bowling Club and 
became involved in the Pink Ladies, 
the Red Cross and Probus. Jean also 
found time to organise several Art and 
Craft shows. Being involved for Jean 
meant fundraising, baking, making 
sandwiches and serving on the stalls. 
Tom loved fishing and there was no way 
that Jean was going to be left behind, 
so she donned a lifejacket and happily 
fished for hours out in Westernport Bay.

That she was someone with very 
strong ideas on organisation can be best 
illustrated by the following incident. At 
a Red Cross luncheon, at the time Tamie 
Fraser had recently joined the group, 
Jean was organising everyone to their 
tasks, but the members were a bit wary 
as to whether Tamie would accept being 
directed by Jean. But “No,” said Tamie, “I 
wouldn’t dare cross Jean!” 

Later in her life she joined the Dolphin 
(Red Hill) Trefoil Guild for retired Guides.

Jean’s strength was balanced by a 
compassion and concern for others. She 
was fond of saying: “Everybody needs 
somebody”. She had a strong Christian 
faith through which she shared love and 
care for everyone. Her children agree 
that she had two speeds – go all out or 
sleep. 

Jean believed in learning and 
developing her life and in this mode, as 
mentioned, learnt to swim rather late 
in life. Also there was dressmaking and 
knitting, cake decorating (wedding cakes 
for her own and daughter’s weddings), 
floral art and typing. Instead of using 
ignorance as an excuse, she just learnt 
how to achieve the skills required. 

At her funeral it was remarked 
that “some people idle through life 
wasting hours and days, but Jean was a 
remarkable person who embraced every 
moment of her life, and shook it like a 
terrier to get every drop out of it”.    

Daughter Kim said: “Mum may have 
stepped on a few toes along the way, for 
at times her determination got the better 
of her, but all the while she did it because 
she was so goodhearted”.       ʘ

grew up to become a station manager in 
West Australia. Bob received a bronze 
medallion from the Royal Humane 
Society.

In the post war period he joined the 
Hastings Football Club and became an 
outstanding centre-half-back in which 
position he won the club’s best and fairest 
award five times and the Mornington 
Peninsula League’s best and fairest 
award an unequalled four times. Recently 
he was selected as centre-half-back in 
the league’s Team of the Century and at 
that position for the Hastings Team of 
the Century.

Back in the late 1950s he worked as a 
builder in Somers and on Saturday nights 
would show movies at the Pavilion in the 
Caravan Park. He had always had a strong 
desire to be a farmer, so worked for Ken 
Boadle at ‘Korbanui’ on Sandy Point Road. 
When confident with his knowledge, and 
with wife Jean and children, Lewis, John, 
and Kay, Bob joined his cousin at Mirboo 
North.  In 1959 the family moved to their 
own farm, ‘Koombahla’ in Dumbalk, 
where Martin was added to the family. 
The owner of the property was only too 
pleased to sell it to Bob and Jean as he 
was a keen supporter of the nearby Stony 
Creek Football Club, for whom Bob was 
soon asked to don his football boots again 
and to provide coaching assistance. All 
went well on the farm until Bob pushed 
his luck too far one day in that steeply 
hilled country and his tractor rolled over 
on top of him. With two broken shoulder 
blades he managed to walk back to a 
very upset Jean.  Eventually in 1983, Bob 
and Jean retired to a house built on the 
heights overlooking Anderson Inlet and 
Inverloch, where they welcomed family 
and friends to enjoy their company and 
the wonderful view. 

Sadly Jean passed away in December 
2014, whilst Bob was being cared for at 
the Aged Care Facility ‘Sea Haven’ in 
Inverloch.

Both Bob and Jean had been so 
active in Somers, with both of them 
representing Somers in the Peninsula 
Tennis Competition, whilst Jean was the 
driving force in starting the Peninsula 
Basket Ball Competition (later called 
Netball). They also both worked hard 
to raise funds to build our Pre-School 
Building. They really put their energy into 
Somers and wherever else they chose to 
live.          ʘ                                                                                                                               

Robert (Bob) Lewis Stone  
26 May 1925 – 23 June 2015

ROD NUSKE

It has been many years since Bob and his 
wife Jean lived in Somers, but Bob was 

the last surviving child of Ron Stone who 
really was responsible for the creation 
of the township of Somers. Ron was an 
Estate Agent in Balnarring and directed 
would-be property owners to the cliffs 
at Balnarring East. The farmer whose 
property covered the future site of Somers 
was only too glad to sell some land and so 
the first sub-division, South Beach Estate 
(Tasman Road) was created.

 Ron brought his family across to 
his newly built store in 1927. Bob, his 
brothers Ray and Frank and sister 
Dorothy made the most of their life by the 
sea but were also expected to help as they 
grew up doing such chores as feeding 
the chooks and delivering groceries 
around the town. Right from an early 
age it was obvious that Bob was a natural 
sportsman like his father, and at the age of 
16 was selected to play for the Melbourne 
Football Club with whom he played eight 
games before entering the navy in 1943.

Also in 1943 whilst at the store, an 
alarmed local lad came rushing in to see 
if anyone could rescue a toddler who had 
fallen into a covered well. Bob and his 
brother Frank rushed around to a house 
in Florida Avenue and, after stripping off, 
Bob lowered himself into the dark cold 
water of this four metre diameter well.

Bob dived down a number of times 
but failed to locate the youngster but 
thought that he would try one more 
time, and to his relief he was successful, 
and miraculously the boy survived and 

After their marriage in 1953 they moved 
to Chadstone where children Roger, 
Alison and Judy were born.

Becoming an expert in pesticides, 
in 1971 Ian achieved the honour of 
becoming a Churchill Fellow and spent 
six months working in Europe, England 
and California.

While in Chadstone he was the 
organist and choirmaster at Holy Trinity 
Oakleigh, and as a Mason he became 
Grand Organist which on one occasion 
found him playing the superb pipe organ 
at Dallas Brooks Hall.

Although not involved in sport he 
was a long-standing member of the 
Melbourne Cricket Club and particularly 
enjoyed watching international matches. 

The Taylor family’s connection with 
Somers began in about 1965 when Ian 
would rent a house for the  summer 
holidays. A weekender was built in 
1980 to be followed in 1991 by their 
permanent retirement home in Tower 
Hill Road.

Once settled in Somers Ian became 
musically involved with The Flinders 
Singers, Balnarring Men’s Choir, 
Westernport Semi Quavers and Somers 
Yacht Club. Even while living at Shoreham 
House recently, he was able to entertain 
fellow residents, including his dear wife 
Marion. 

Another of his interests was a 
concern for the environment and nature. 
This included native birds, so he and 
Marion were members of Ornithological 
Research Group. Ian was also a member 
of the Victorian Wetlands Trust, Somers 
Foreshore Committee, Western Port 
Protection Council, Somers Residents 
Association, Friends of Coolart and the 
Merricks/Coolart Catchment Group.

The introduction of the computer 
age did little to faze Ian and he was soon 
making use of the technology to write 
four-part arrangements of music for the 
choirs he was involved with.   

Alison recalls: “Dad maintained his 
computer literacy even in Shoreham 
House, where he would zoom off in his 
electric wheelchair to the computer to 
pay his bills online or fire off an email”.

At the celebration of Ian’s life, tokens 
were displayed representing various 
aspects of his life. Perhaps the most 
poignant was a lantern made by Ian and 
Marion’s youngest grandchild Isaac, for 
the Winter Solstice and to light Ian’s way.

In her address, Judy said: “Dad wasn’t 
ready to go; his mind was still sharp, 
still questioning, still planning; he had 
so much more to do. But his 90-year-old 
heart was tired and couldn’t keep up. It 
was a big heart, a generous heart and a 
kind heart.”         ʘ

Visit to HMAS Cerberus Museum
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Cool stuff with acids, bases 
and carbon dioxide
MORAG SEWARD

The days are short; the weather is 
cold and damp.  Here are a few ac-

tivities to lure your children away from 
sitting in front of electronic screens 
all day.

How to put the fizz in 
sherbet

You will need
•	 1tbs icing sugar
•	 ¼ tsp citric acid
•	 ¼ tsp bicarbonate soda 
•	 1tsp flavoured jelly crystals
•	 1plastic cup
•	 1 paddle pop stick 

What to do

1. To the cup add the citric acid and 
bicarbonate soda.

2. Add the icing sugar.

3. Add at least 1 tsp of the jelly 
crystals(or more to taste)

4. Place a small amount on your 
tongue. (1/2 tsp) 

5. After tasting you may need to adjust 
the amount of ingredients. If it is too 
bitter add more sugar. If there is not 
enough fizz add more citric acid or 
bicarbonate soda. Make sure you add 
only small amounts. 

What is happening?
You have just created an acid–

alkaline reaction in your mouth. 
When you mix an acid (citric acid) 
and an alkaline (bicarbonate soda) 
with saliva, they create a gas (carbon 
dioxide). The carbon dioxide bubbles 
tickle your tongue and give the sherbet 
its fizz. The same bubbles are in fizzy 
drinks.

The icing sugar and jelly crystals 
are needed to add f lavor and 
sweetness. Without them the sherbet 
would be sour. Citric acid is one of 
the acids found in citrus fruit such as 
lemons, limes and oranges. The other 
acid found in citrus fruit is ascorbic 
acid. This is the scientific name for 
vitamin C.          ʘ

Simple volcano
Mix bicarbonate soda with white 
vinegar to create your very own 
volcanic eruption. Pour into a soft drink 
bottle approximately 2 tablespoons of 
bicarbonate soda and 200mls warm 
water (water optional). If adding water 
put a drop or two of food colouring in 
for effect. Slowly add 1/2 cup of white 
vinegar (a little at a time) and see the 
acid – alkaline reaction in action. It is 
best to do this outdoors as it is a bit 
messy. 

When the bicarbonate soda and 
vinegar mix together they produce 
carbon dioxide gas. This bubbles up 
and forces your lava to spectacularly 
erupt.

Inflating a balloon 
with carbon dioxide

Pour a little vinegar into a plastic 
bottle. 

Choose a plastic water bottle, or another 
bottle with a narrow neck. 
Pour 2.5–5 cm of vinegar into the bottle. 
Use a funnel if you have one. 
Use white vinegar for the best result. 

Use a funnel or straw to put a little 
baking soda into a limp balloon. 

You can use any shape and colour of 
balloon. 
Hold it loosely by the neck, with the 
open side of the balloon facing towards 
you. 
Fit a funnel into the neck, and then 
pour about two tablespoons (30 mL) 
of bicarbonate soda into the balloon. 

Stretch the neck of the balloon over 
the top of the bottle. 

Be careful not to spill the bicarb soda 
while you do this. 
Hold the balloon’s neck with both hands 
and stretch it over the top of the plastic 
bottle containing the vinegar. 
Have a friend keep the bottle steady if 
the table or bottle is wobbly.   

Lift the balloon up over the bottle 
and watch the reaction. 

The baking soda should fall out of the 
balloon, through the neck of the bottle, 
and into the vinegar at the bottom. 
Here, the two chemicals will fizz and 
react, turning into other chemicals. 
One of these is carbon dioxide, a gas, 
which will rise up and inflate the 
balloon. 
Shake the bottle gently to mix the two 
ingredients if there’s not much fizzing. 
If it doesn’t work, try again with more 

Homemade no-cook 
play dough

vinegar or baking soda. 
If the fizzing has stopped and the 
balloon still hasn’t inflated after you 
count to 100, empty out the bottle and 
try again with more vinegar and bicarb 
soda. 
The stuff left in the bottle has turned 
into other chemicals, mostly water, so 
it can’t be used again. 
Don’t go overboard. The bottle should 
never be more than about 1/3 full of 
vinegar.         ʘ

Mini rocket
Children really enjoy this activity 
and get really excited. Younger 
children will need to be supervised. 
They will need to wear eye 
protection when launching the 
rocket.

You will need

•	 Scissors

•	 Small plastic canister with a lid 
(old 35mm film cartridge would 
be perfect but hard to find. Use 
something similar or ask at a local 
photography store).

•	 Sheet of A4 paper

•	 Felt tip pens or paint

•	 Sticky tape

What to do
Create a rocket by using the paper to 
stick a nose and wings onto the plastic 
canister. Decorate the rocket as you 
like. Try not to make it too heavy.
Rocket fuel recipe: 1/2 tsp bicarbonate 
of soda, 1/2 tsp vinegar, 1 tissue 

Launching rocket:

1. Wrap bicarbonate of soda in a tissue. 
Make a parcel that will easily fit inside 
the lid of your plastic container.

•	 2 cups plain flour

•	 1 cup salt

•	 1tbs oil

•	 1 cup cold water

•	 2 drops of food colouring

Combine flour and salt well. 
Add water, oil and food colouring. 
Knead well. 
If it is too wet, add more flour.          ʘ

2. Fix the parcel to the lid.

3. Pour the vinegar into your plastic 
container.

4. Carefully put the lid onto the 
canister, turn the canister upside 
down so that the vinegar soaks 
through the tissue paper and mixes 
with the bicarbonate of soda.

When the bicarbonate soda and 
vinegar combine they will make 
carbon dioxide gas. The gas will 
force the plastic canister to pop off 
the lid. The rocket will launch into 
the air. Stand back and enjoy!       ʘ

Open night at the school

On Open Night these bridges may have 
looked as though the children had 

created them in their minds and then 
just stuck pieces of card together, but 
that is definitely not the case! First of 
all each group of children had to form 
a company, design the bridge, buy the 
materials, make a spreadsheet of the 
costs and then give a presentation on 
the process they’d followed and how 
decisions were made. They were also 
asked how they may have changed their 
design in the light of what they have 
learned in the process. 

Principal David Ingham noted the 
difference of these children to past 
generations who would not have been 
required to contemplate such complex 
work.

Suitably impressed were the 
Mahony and Robison Cay families.    ʘ
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High Tech Dentistry with Good Old Fashioned Care 
Ph: 5983 5348 

 

 

 

 

Dental Trauma Fridge Cheat Sheet: 
 
Broken Tooth 

1. Apply pressure on any bleeding 
2. Find broken fragment and place in milk/saliva 
3. Contact dentist 

 
Loose Tooth 

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

 
Tooth Completely Knocked Out 

1. Pick tooth up by crown only 
2. Suck on tooth to remove dirt 
3. Put tooth root (pointy part) back into socket 
4. Contact dentist 

OR 
1. Put tooth into milk/saliva 
2. Contact dentist  (as soon as possible) 

 

www.emuplainsmarket.com.au
CRAFT   FARMERS   VINTAGe   gourmet   Eclectic

Emu Plains Reser ve 
Balnarring Racecourse, Coolar t Rd

An independent local 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

The MOrnington Peninsulas
Freshest Market

2015 dates - Oct 17, Nov 21, Dec 19, 
2016 dates - Jan 16 (TWILIGHT 3pm - 8pm), Feb 20, Mar 19, Apr 16

9am to 2pm
YAY!
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The Swamp 
Rats advance
HENRY BROADBENT

A couple of months ago I noticed 
some activity around the stump of 

a Monterey Pine that had been removed 
from near the front north corner of our 
block some years ago. “Oh dear, the rabbits 
have moved in” was my deduction. So I 
prepared a wire trap and set it in position.

Next morning it was obvious that the 
trap had not been successful and in fact 
they had “thumbed their nose at me” and 
successfully half-filled the netting tube 
with further detritus from under the 
rotting stump.  Then I looked around 
the area for tell-tale signs of pellets laid 
out for a second time round.  There were 
none, so I looked around the area a bit 
more carefully. Sure enough there were 
about 80mm wide grooves just under the 
grass and undermining the roots of the 
adjacent wattle. It was definitely swamp 
rats and not rabbits. 

Last Sunday, 12 July, after a cold 
overcast day of rain I decided to go for 
a walk down (up?) Kennedy Road.  On 
arriving at the Northern end I saw the, 
by now, familiar signs of another swamp 
rat nest. On the way back there were, 
here and there, further signs of swamp 
rat feeding tracks. So Kennedy Road is 
claimed for its whole length by swamp 
rats. (We live very close to the South 
end.)

It looks as if the efforts of Green Army 
on the Somers Foreshore have been all 
too successful and forced the cliff swamp 
rats to seek home further afield. They 
are evidently resourceful rodents.      ʘ

The Hon Greg Hunt, Federal Minis-
ter for Flinders, visited the Som-

ers Primary School on Monday 27th of 
July to publicise the work of Abacus, 
an organisation working with autis-
tic children. He spoke at length to the 
children about the need to recognise 
the needs of individuals and to be 
aware of the achievements of people 
in the past who were autistic. He men-
tioned Albert Einstein and asked the 
children what Einstein was famous 
for. The response was E=MC squared! 
The question then was, “What does 
that mean?” He was then pleasantly 
surprised by the answer, “Einstein’s 
theory of relativity!” Well done our 
Somers children. 

The visit was part of Greg’s 500 km 
sponsored walk around the electorate 
in an endeavour to raise a minimum of 
$25,000 for Abacus Learning Centre 
in Hastings and Amaze (Autism 
Victoria).         ʘ

As Greg was leaving after giving his talk to the school children, it was quite 
appropriate that he should have been given a, ‘High Five’ greeting by Sophie.

Greg Hunt at school
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Profile

The 
Chynoweths
BARRY MERTON

You’ll know the name and many of 
us will remember the politician. 

Rob Chynoweth was our member for 
Flinders and later Dunkley and a very 
active representative he was. 

Act ive in another way, Rob’s 
wife Anne studied Arts/Humanities 
majoring in Social Anthropology and 
she subsequently trained in grief and 
loss counselling and relationship 
therapy. So this led to a career as a 
caring professional, initially working 
as a counsellor with the Peninsula 
Hospice Service. So here we had a 
couple who wanted to be useful and 
where possible, make a difference.

Rob had been running a successful  
business manufacturing computer 
room equipment and there he might 
have remained, working at something 
productive that he enjoyed, lazing 
on the beach at weekends, but 
then a series of events changed his 
professional pathways. Going back a 
bit; Rob happened to be at Hawthorn 
West Primary School, as was Gareth 
Evans, but neither of them would have 
guessed they would have ended up 
in government. Rob completed his 
education at Moorabbin Tech. and 
Anne went to Beaumaris High School. 
Two state educated kids with a long 
way to go! In fact Rob was forty one 
when big changes started to happen.  
First of all, he and Anne went to see 
Shakespeare’s play, Hamlet and for 
some reason it fired Rob up politically. 
He then heard Malcolm Fraser say 
something in parliamentary question 
time - he doesn’t remember what 
Malcolm actually said – but whatever 
it was, it upset Rob so much that he 
ran off and joined the Labor Party.  
Later on, Malcolm Fraser called the 
1983 election and Bob Hawke became 
leader of the Labor Party. On the same 
day, Rob got a phone call from Senator 
Robert Ray who encouraged Rob to 

stand for the seat of Flinders. 
“Can I win?” asked Rob. 
“No!” said Ray. “We just want you 

to stand”.
Well, surprise, surprise! After a 

very short campaign, Rob Chynoweth 
took t he seat and became our 
member for Flinders. This led to a 
period of thirteen years in and out 
of Parliament. It was a bumpy ride. 
In 1984 the Flinders electorate was 
absorbed into a new electorate called 
Dunkley.  Rob held the seat in Dunkley 
but lost in 1990 only to get it back in 
1993. He finally lost it again in 1996 
and he had to say it was a big relief. It 
was back to the beach for a bit of sun. 

During his time in politics, Rob 
committed himself to many issues 
but he was particularly involved as 
a member of the Environment and 
Conservation Standing Committee. 
Like many of us, he had never quite 
got over the tragedy of the drowning 
of Lake Pedder in Tasmania and when 
it was announced by the Tasmanian 
H.E.C. that they would build a dam 
to f lood the valley of the Gordon 
below Franklin Rivers, this was too 
much. And when the fight to save the 
river – aided by British naturalist, 

David Bellamy – got into full swing, 
Rob Chynoweth spoke against its 
construction. In fact the first question 
he asked in Question Time was to 
do with the saving of the Franklin 
River. Others were to follow. Further 
mining was stopped in Kakadu and 
the area was made a National Park 
and Rob was involved in the battle to 
save the Great Barrier Reef; drilling 
for oil in Antarctica was prevented 
as well. He stood up in the House of 
Representatives to speak on climate 
change and all in all, there’s no doubt 
he gained votes with his stance on 
conservation issues. On the subject 
of Antarctica, Rob recalls a magical 
experience while he was staying 
there. He climbed to the top of a 
rise and saw what any of us would 
experience as a sunset and it took 
him a while to realise that the sun 
was moving sideways along the 
horizon.  These and other experiences 
absorbed Rob’s time to the extent that 
he felt no desire to enter the struggle 
within the Labor Party to climb to the 
top. He thought he could do better 
for his electorate and for the people 
generally if he could remain relatively 
free to generalise.

Of course, being a federal politician 
means staying for long periods away 
from home so it fell to Ann to preside 
over the home front when Bob was 
away. There were three children to 
raise, Alan, David and Jane and all 
of them have now grown up and 
have families of their own and they 
have produced eight grandchildren. 
As is often the way these days, the 
families are spread far and wide. Jane 
is in Germany, Alan and his family 
live in Margaret River in Western 
Australia and David still lives in 
home territory, in Langwarrin. As 
the children matured, Anne engaged 
in further training in Psychoanalytic 
Psychotherapy and worked in private 
practice in the city and from home. 
She offers brief and longer term 
psychotherapy guidance to adults.

Of course the couple have been 
able to travel and with a daughter 
in Germany they have every excuse 
to visit her and while on it, travel to 
other countries as well. 

So how is it the Chynoweths 
are settled here in Somers? Well, 
obviously Rob would know the 
Peninsula intimately. Rob and Anne 
have enjoyed many hours walking the 
beaches of Westernport. They liked 
the idea of Somers and they found 
a property with a small cottage on 
it. They could see the potential for 
extending the house and plans were 
drawn up. There were some large 
pine trees on the block so they had 
them cut down and subsequently they 
were milled to make structural frame 
timber and floor boards. So the trees 
morphed into a large and comfortable 
house. Ann is still working but plans 
to retire in a few months time and 
Rob is quite happy to be a retired 
politician. Anyway, the vegetable 
garden has to be looked after and he 
has to feed the chooks. Recently Rob 
brought home a lovely Cymbidium 
orchid, only to discover it was called 
Margaret Thatcher Gold! Given Bob’s 
political affiliations, this discovery 
took some of the glitter off the gold.

Anyway, you’ll see the Chynoweths 
around and in the best Somers 
tradition you will say ’Hi’ and be 
reminded that we have a lot of 
interesting people in the village.    ʘ

Kalashani Lad

After five years of dedicated work by Kelvin Cox, his horse ‘Kalashani Lad’, 
raised here on lush green Somers grass, has won its first race in metropolitan 
Melbourne earlier this year. 
As ‘Bel Esprit’ was the mare and had been the sire of ‘Black Caviar’, there are 
great hopes for it when it resumes racing after its current ‘spelling’ at the 
moment. 
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rehabilitation hospital in Frankston. 
They visited me on Days 4and 6 keen for 
me to move, but I explained I needed to 
be fit when I got home as I’m on my own.  
On Day 7 I moved. Beleura was a good 
place when you need hospital. Food 
and nursing care are excellent. Each 
shift my new nurse would appear - just 
wonderful people -I think of them as my 
temporary mother, typically busy, but 
never too busy to help me. Mind you, I 
made sure I did all I could for myself 
and they appreciate that.

St John of God, Frankston was a 
change of pace, initially in a two bed 
room. We dressed in day clothes and 
kept a normal day routine. Physio 
activity in the large gym was good for 
healing and flexibility. Hydrotherapy 
has magic effects, enabling exercise 
without weight bearing. A couple of 
hour’s activity was enough. I was still 
taking serious painkillers and keen 
to cease the Endone for its bowel 
concreting ways. 

A few days later my roommate went 
home and I was offered a single room. 
Luxury! I didn’t need to adjust to his 
nocturnal activity. So I filled my days 

with exercise, good food, chats, reading, 
computer activities and a cuppa when 
I wished from a nearby kitchenette. I 
learnt to match painkillers to activity 
level and keep up the laxatives. Again 
the nurses were brilliant “temporary 
mothers”. How could I not love the 
nurse who, checking me at 4am, saw 
I was having trouble sleeping and 
made me a cuppa. They also saw me 
being as independent as possible. I 
enjoyed at shift handover how they 
would tell my new “nurse mother” of 
my independence. I needed that to be 
ready for home.

Too soon perhaps, after ten days 
I went home, brought by two special 
people, Ann’s sister Helen and husband 
Bruce. We did some shopping, had lunch 
at the Somers Store and my brother 
Graeme arrived from Shepparton to 
look after me. I was delighted although 
I had prepared meals in the freezer for 
easy living.

My next two weeks were different 
with Graeme here. I expected to be 
house bound but with Graeme driving, 
we went to Mornington & Frankston.  
We shared the housework and worked 

on projects. Graeme can fix almost 
anything. His metalwork and welding 
skills beat me so we majored on those 
projects. My 5HP mulcher/chipper had 
vibration cracks from its years of hard 
work. With some new metal, welding 
and new red paint, it’s like a bought 
one. Several other welding projects 
followed; Graeme does it well, I need 
some practice!

Graeme has gone home and I’m 
getting back into gear. Household jobs 
are OK. The weather’s turned cold, I 
caught a head cold and have stayed 
inside more and slept more. It’s too easy 
to be a couch potato when exercises are 
essential. Flexibility has now improved. 
Getting a sock off or on is easier but 
that leg is so weak. I had hoped for 
more hydrotherapy time and that may 
happen next week when I can drive 
again. But my new, pain-free hip joint 
needs strong muscles to move it.

So out for a walk and those exercises. 
My Hip Hopping grandchildren think 
my Hip Op falls short of the mark if I 
cannot try Hip Hop with them! Hmm, 
maybe!

Somers, June 2015 ʘ

Hip Op, the 
ultimate hip 
pain reliever
KEVIN CLOSE

In 2015 and well back in 2014, I had 
been reminded of my increasing 

age by increasing pain in my right 
leg, seriously limiting my activities. 
Gardening, walking and workshop 
stuff became limited to about two hours 
before I needed a sit down and cuppa. 
OK you might say, but I could see my 
horizons drawing in with limitations in 
all directions, driving, caravanning, and 
travel, everything except being a couch 
potato. OK in some respects, I could 
catch up on classic movies before my 
curtain falls, but not OK for mid 70s still 
thinking like a 50-year-old.

So a revisit to Mr Peter McCombe of 
Mornington. He had replaced my left hip 
in 2009. His first words, with a glance 

towards my left hip, were, “What’s 
wrong with it?”  “Nothing wrong at 
all”, I said. “It’s so good I want another 
one.” So the steps began.

Beleura Hospital, Mornington is 
an excellent hospital when you need 
one. Parking is currently disrupted 
by construction work for a new 
rehabilitation facility over the car park.  
I arrived late morning, settled into 
my room, dressed in gown ready for 
theatre, wheeled along feeling a fraud 
for not walking, but “them’s the rules”. 
Theatre had 3 stages. I think I saw the 
first two. I had a great conversation 
with the admission theatre sister about 
her travel plans with her boyfriend 
followed by wedding plans. Then the 
anaesthetist arrived and set me up 
for an epidural.  Slowly, inexorably my 
lower half “switched off”, unable to even 
twitch a toe. Then I was switched off, 
totally unaware of all the intricate work 
of the next almost two hours. I woke 
up in recovery. Peter briefly showed 
me the femur end he had removed and 
commented on its wear and tear. He 
also mentioned that all had gone well 
and wished me a good night’s sleep. 

Thanks Peter, I needed it.
Sleeping wasn’t easy, unable to roll 

over as usual. My nurses explained that 
dispersal of the epidural anaesthetic 
worked best if I lay flat. Anyway, drain 
plumbing and discomfort limited 
movement, but I must have slept as 
morning came around soon enough. I 
was keen to move, even walk around 
my bed but my nurses were adamant 
that I stay in bed. The ways of hospitals 
I know so I asked Peter when he came 
on his rounds. He was delighted to let 
me walk about and suggested I walk to 
the door and back with a walking frame. 
That was enough to satisfy my bravado 
and tire me again. Sadly it wasn’t enough 
to satisfy my goal to avoid the bowel 
hardening effects of painkillers.  Nurses 
told me I had done well.

In the mornings and afternoons 
a physio came to accompany me 
walking and with more exercises. It 
was important to avoid stressing the 
hip joint ligaments which had been 
separated and re-joined. Mainly I had 
to not bend the hip to under 90 degrees.

Days followed at Beleura. I planned 
to have further time at St John of God 
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the weekend there and return to Paris 
on Monday morning. It has completely 
changed everything.”  

France was forced to finance the 
extension to the TGV network through 
Public Private Partnerships (PPP) 
funding. In the beginning Thierry 
Mariani felt it should have been the 
state. But now, he continued: “The 
French Government is in the situation 
that you can guess with regard to 
finance. The question is to do or 
not to do. If Australia is to proceed 
with a High Speed Rail network, a 
PPP arrangement might be the only 
solution for funding.”

Tony Duboudin is a freelance 
journalist and editor of Track+Signal, 
a magazine serving the Australasian 
railway industry.        ʘ

Libby 0413 807 947  

Garden desiGn, 
consultation  
& rejuvenation

The Flinders 
Singers in 
concert
ROD NUSKE

This was the choir’s 12th charity 
concert and was held in Balnarring 

Hall on 14 June. The charity supported 
on this occasion was the Frankston/
Peninsula Carers. The choir  members 
don’t all come from Flinders, but are an 
amalgam from local towns including 
of course Somers, where their musical 

director Pat Sullivan resides. 
A supporting guest choir was the a 

cappella group No Suzannahs, whose 
repertoire, ranging from renditions 
of African and Aboriginal songs to a 
madrigal to a song by Henry VIII, was 
greatly appreciated by the audience. 

It was also pleasing to listen 
to the excellent young singers and 
instrumentalists from Woodleigh, 
Chloe de Haas, Max Rowe, and Andrew 
Gynes. 

The Flinders Singers in good voice 
covered a wide range of items from ‘The 
Streets of London’ to a medley from 
the stage show Oklahoma which was 
a rousing way to finish the program 
before enjoying an excellent afternoon 
tea.          ʘ

The Flinders Singers under the baton of our own Pat Sullivan.

The supporting group, No Suzannahs. 

A new train of thought needed
TONY DUBOUDIN

Opponents of High Speed Rail (HSR) 
argue that Australia cannot afford 

such an investment – more than $110 
billion. There is a contrary view, one 
that I share, that we cannot afford NOT 
to make such an investment.

Consider this: Australia is the 
only continent with the exception of 
Antarctica that does not possess or is 
not building an HSR network; China 
has more HSR lines than the rest of 
the world put together; and Japan’s 
Shinkansen Bullet Train celebrated 
its 50th anniversary last year.

So by any yardstick we are behind 
the eight-ball when it comes to building 
a HSR network, but it is not too late. 
However, what is required is a vision 
along the lines of the Snowy Mountain 
Scheme and leaders with a long-term 
view of Australia’s future – in other 
words a nation-building project with 
immense potential benefits.

One of the arguments used against 
building a Melbourne–Sydney–
Brisbane link is that Melbourne and 
Sydney do not have the population 
to support an HSR link and that the 
distance is beyond the ideal for such a 
project. Wrong! 

Madrid, the Spanish capital, has a 
population of 3.2 million and Barcelona 

1.6 million. The two cities are separated 
by 621 kilometres. The two cities 
have had a HSR link since 2008 by a 
standard gauge line on which trains 
now travel at speeds up to 350km/h 
with best journey time of two hours 
and 30 minutes.

The latest figures show Sydney has 
a population of more than 4.8 million, 
Melbourne 4.4 million and the distance 
between the two cities is about 900 
kilometres, making a three-hour 
journey between the two possible. A 
journey time of more than three hours 
and the appeal of HSR diminishes. 
So using the accepted guidelines for 
building HSR links between major 
population centres, Melbourne and 
Sydney are ideal city pairs for such a 
link.

The distance is perhaps a little 
longer than the ideal but easily 
manageable, particularly as technology 
boosts the speed of trains.

So if Spain can sustain an HSR 
ser v ice bet ween cit ies w it h a 
combined population of only 4.8 million 
compared with the combined Sydney 
and Melbourne total of 9.2 million, why 
can’t Australia?

The government-initiated report 
put the cost at a $114 billion for a 

network Melbourne–Sydney–Brisbane, 
admittedly a very large bill. However, 
since then two other reports by highly 
reputable teams have costed the project 
at a considerably lower figure.

The environment group, Beyond 
Zero Emissions, revalued the project 
at $84 billion while a report by the 
Australasian Railway Association and 
Aurecon compared building costs in a 
number of countries and came up with 
a figure of $63 billion for a line along 
the east coast.

Both these figures put the project 
f irmly back in contention as an 
affordable nation-building enterprise.

Apart from the obvious benefits of 
allowing businessmen to travel from 
Melbourne to Sydney and Sydney to 
Brisbane in a day, it would also allow 
them to work while they travelled. 
Perhaps the biggest advantage of HSR 
would be that it delivers passengers 
from city centre to city centre. And 
in the case of Sydney could remove 
the need to build a second airport 
which has been the subject of such 
controversy for decades and is still 
not built.

The other benefit of HSR is the 
possibility of running limited-stopping 
services as well as non-stop city-to-
city services. The benefits of the 
stopping service could be enormous. 
In Victoria, for example, it could allow 
real decentralisation, something vitally 
needed as our cities continue to grow 
and the cost of services and providing 
infrastructure becomes a bigger and 
bigger burden on the state government.

The French experience in this 
regard is interesting. I interviewed the 
then French Minister for Transport, 
Thierry Mariani, in 2011. He said: “The 
TGV (Train de Grande Vitesse) network 
brought a number of benefits, not least 
of which was that the network halted 
the demise of many regional towns 
and centres that were losing jobs and 
services to Paris and thanks to the TGV 
many middle-sized cities continue to 
exist. There was a movement in the 
previous 20 years where everyone went 
to Paris. Now you can have a good job 
in a good company outside of Paris.” 

He continued: “Many people now 
take the train at 3pm on Friday in Paris 
and arrive at 6pm in the south, spend This is what the Spanish High Speed train looks like, but will we ever see a local 

version?
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Plinth

The tail of a 
cat and two 
lovers
BARRINGTON PLINTH

Mrs Plinth finds it very hard to say 
goodnight to her relatives and 

really mean it. It’s been a jolly night 
with plenty of family gossip going back 
and forth but now it’s time to leave. So 
we’ve said goodnight and pretended to 
kiss saying ‘mwa’ but then someone 
remembers something and the whole 
conversation resumes. Mr Plinth gets 
bored and irritated with this so he 
excuses himself and slips out through 
the front door. Settling down into the 
car his eyes become adjusted to the 
darkness and as they do, he can make 
out a cat, grooming itself on the nature 
strip. 

Plinth is just thinking about cats in 
general when a young couple emerges 
from a nearby gate, shutting it after 
themselves with a loud clink. The cat 
responds by shooting up a tree and 
disappearing into the foliage. It’s one 
of those nature-strip trees that look 
like puff-balls on a stick. The young 
couple don’t appear to have seen the 
cat and in any case, they obviously 
have much more important things in 
mind as they move in under the tree 
and start to pash. 

Plinth feels that he should avert 
his gaze but he can’t help himself. 
Then, while trying not to look he is 
attracted by the sight of the cat’s tail 
dangling down from under the tree, 
right over the lovers’ heads. Why was 
this funny? Probably because seeing 
the couple kissing enthusiastically 
while being observed by a cat seemed 
funny somehow. 

Anyway, on looking more keenly, 
Plinth saw that the cat’s tail was 
beginning to swish from side to side, 
surely signalling its disapproval; it’s 
what cats do when they’re annoyed. 
This appeared to be noticed by the 
young man and he disconnected his 
mouth and looked up. The tail looks 

just like a bell-pull and Plinth is dying 
to see if the young lover will give it a 
tug. He doesn’t! Instead he takes his 
lover along to the next tree, no doubt 
to resume their pashing in private. It 
was only a cat for goodness’ sake!
At this point Mrs Plinth emerges and 
climbs into the car. “You look happy,” 
said she, “I thought you’d be grumpy.”
Now the cat could be seen slithering 
backwards down the tree trunk. 
Then it settled down and resumed 
grooming itself. “See that cat?” said 
Plinth, “Its tail just interrupted a 
tryst between two lovers.”
“What?!” cried Mrs Plinth.
“I’ll explain as we drive along. I 
thought something was funny there 
but maybe it’s just me. You can be the 
judge.”

The thieving 
magpie
There is a family group of magpies 

at the bottom end of Tasman Road 
and they move from house to house 
begging for food. We all know that we 
shouldn’t feed the local wildlife but we 
all do. The magpies bring their babies 
to show us and the adults make piping 
calls that are very beguiling. It even 
seems a privilege to be sung to – after 
all, aren’t recordings of their calls heard 
on just about every Australian movie! 
So all things considered, they probably 
deserve the odd snack.

However, there are times when 
they can push their luck and one 
such occasion is recorded here: The 
Plinths have a barbeque located on 
an elevated back veranda and this 
area also happens to be the assembly 
point for the magpies. On this evening 
Plinth was preparing to grill a couple of 
juicy chops. He took them out the door, 
leaving them on the barbeque before 
going back inside to get some utensils. 
Returning, he was dismayed to see 
dad-magpie making off with a chop 
in its beak. The dog was more than 
dismayed; he strongly disapproved 
of these birds at any time but now he 
was enraged. He burst through his 
doggy-door and the magpie took off, 
or tried to! The trouble was, the chop 
exceeded the bird’s payload so it lost 

altitude and crashed onto the gravel 
drive with the dog in hot pursuit. The 
magpie flew off leaving the chop but 
this was immediately taken up by the 
dog. Coming a bad third was Plinth 
who then pounced on the dog before 
trying to prize the chop out of its 
mouth. After a tug of war he managed 
to retrieve the chop which by now was 
looking well chewed.

Watching all this was Mrs Plinth. 
“What am I going to do with this?” 
asked Plinth, holding up the mangled 
chop. 

“Just wash it and that will be 
your dinner,” said she. So Mr Plinth 
barbequed it to a crisp and ate it. He 
found it to be quite tender actually. ʘ
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“Gosh dad, is that really you!” Jay Nagl’s daughter, Linda, is a bit surprised to find 
an effigy of her father at Bathurst.

Which one is the real Jay Nagl?

Bathurst Bicentenary and Jay
ROD NUSKE

You may well ask, why would 
our local  resident Jay Nagl 

be connected with the Bathurst 
Bicentenary in May of this year? The 
story goes right back to1948 when Jay, 
aged 15, was sponsored as a migrant 
by William Rees who was the director 
of the Bathurst Reception and Training 
Centre. This made Jay the first migrant 
at this new centre. Because of Jay’s 
language skills, which included some 
English, he was soon employed as an 
interpreter when trainloads of new 
migrants arrived. By carefully saving 
his money, Jay was able to bring his 

mother and sister to Australia. 
As part of the celebration, the 

organising commit tee erec ted 
a ‘Peoplescape’ in front of the 

Courthouse. This consisted of about 
180 cardboard life-sized images of 
people who had in some way been 
important in Bathurst. Where possible, 
a photograph of each individual’s face 
was also used. 

Jay shared the lawn with well-
known locals such as Prime Minister 
Ben Chifley, Immigration Minister 
of the period, Arthur Caldwell, and 
adopted son of Bathurst, Peter Brock. ʘ 

                                                                                                                                

Letters to the Editor

Somers/Flinders xenophobia?

Twenty-one years ago a member of Somers Ladies Probus, 
who happened to live in Flinders, assembled a small group 

of singers which she called The Flinders Singers. This group 
drew membership from places as far apart as Flinders, Red Hill, 
Balnarring and Somers. They sang for pleasure and to entertain 
residents of nursing homes, retirement villages and support 
of Christmas functions. Due to ill health, the leadership had to 
pass to others, of whom two out of the three were permanent 
residents of Somers. The accompanist for most of the life of 
the choir became a resident of Somers 16 years ago. So the 
association between Flinders and Somers has always been a 
close one.

As the choir became more accomplished, it started 
performing annual charity concerts in both Balnarring Hall and 
the hall at Somers Education Dept. Camp, often in conjunction 
with other Somers musicians. In 10 years, these concerts 
have raised in excess of $10,000 for worthwhile charities. Yet 
when we speak to our friends at Somers they say: “We don’t 
know about your concerts. Why do you not publicise them?” 
One reason for the lack of publicity is that within a few days 
of placing a poster advertising our forthcoming concert on 
the notice board outside the Store, someone removes it. This 
happens year after year. Is there any wonder that I talk about 
xenophobia? How much more could be raised for the charity 
if we were permitted to advertise our concerts in Somers?

Kevin Sack,
Somers
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David Holmes 
is 90 and 
happy as Larry
BARRY MERTON

David and Deidre Holmes came to 
Somers 27 years ago which means, 

in David’s case, he was already a mature-
aged person when he got here. It has to 
be said that in all that time, the couple 
have changed very little. It just shows 
what a positive outlook and a cheerful 
disposition can do for the health. 

David and Deidre had happy 
childhoods, Deidre growing up in 
Brighton with her parents and two 
sisters and David enjoyed his young 
days in Red Hill – but not our Red Hill, 
it was the one in Canberra. On the 
outbreak of World War Two, David’s 
father Mervyn, who was working at the 
Commonwealth Department of Health, 
was seconded to the army where he 
was stationed at Victoria Barracks as 
Director of Army Hygiene, so the family 

had to move to Melbourne. 
Finally the family had to move again, 

this time to Brisbane where Mervyn 
was sent to work with the Combined 
Advisory Committee on Tropical 
Medicine, Hygiene and Sanitation in 
General McArthur’s HQ. Overall, quite 
a roller-coaster ride but that was what 
it was like in war time!

The young David had always 
been interested in photography 
and on leaving school he got a job 
with the prominent Collins Street 
photographers, Dickinson Monteith. 
As with his father, war intervened 
and David joined the air force. He was 
there for three years being involved in 
general duties but working mostly as 
a photographer, doing mapping work 
and training others in photography. 
His operations took him into war 
zones including Morotai where he 
was involved in building airfields and 
Tarakan doing photographic work.

After the war David went back into 
commercial photography, joining the 
Mendelssohn Group in Melbourne and 
so began the lifetime working in his 
profession.

Meanwhile, Deidre was heading 
down a similar path. She had enrolled 
at (the then) Caulfield Technical College, 

studying art and photography. On 
completion of her studies, Deidre joined 
the Mendelssohns photographic group 
and it was here that David and Deidre’s 
paths crossed. They avoided the pitfalls 
of an office romance but when Deidre 
became ill, David visited her in hospital 
and when she was discharged, the pair 
started going out together. 

That was 62 years ago, they married 
and they’re still going strong. They 
established themselves in Blackburn 
where they reared their two daughters, 
Felicity and Sue. One day their daughter 
Sue came to stay at the school camp in 
Somers and Deidre and David travelled 
down for the Sunday parents’ day. As 
David says, it was love at first sight. 
Land was bought and a house was built, 
designed by a German architect and it 
certainly looks the part. It would not 
look out of place in Bavaria. This all 
happened 37 years ago.

So on David’s 90th birthday, a cake 
in the shape of a black camera was cut. 
Anyway, all of us at the Paper Nautilus 
(and I’m sure we are speaking for the 
Somers community in general), wish 
David “Happy Birthday” and trust that 
the couple will continue to enjoy their 
days in Somers.        ʘ
 

A visitor from Bridgetown WA, Judy Matt, who grew up in Somers and was married 
in a church in Somers (there are only three who can claim that) and has come back 
to celebrate a special birthday here, was quite surprised to find dresses, bags and 
other attractions for ladies in a section of our local Store called ‘Twine Collective’. 
Proprietor Shilo Fortuyn has an array of costumes made by Nicole Wright under 
the fashion label L’étè, which has been a well-known label in Sydney.

Twine 
Collective

My patio is a 
killing field!
BETTY BROADBENT

It was a beautiful sunny day in early 
spring. I was enjoying a cup of tea in 

my usual comfortable chair in front of 
the window, waiting for my usual family 
of Magpies to come and serenade me 
for their lunch when my eye noticed 
a strange interaction between the 
two kinds of ants that were crawling 
around. The large ant seemed to be 
embracing the smaller ant. ‘Is it Spring?’ 
I wondered; ‘Does Spring have the same 
effect upon ants that it has upon the 
birds?” A moment later my question 
was answered with a resounding NO. 
The large ant released its hold and the 
small ant fell down, writhing, on the 
ground. Looking around I saw that the 
whole of my patio was now covered 
with large ants either carrying out 
their murderous act or crawling away 
leaving their hapless victims either dead 
or dying. At the end of the afternoon my 
patio was covered with dead bodies and 
it took the evening’s usual downpour of 
rain to wash all evidence of the massacre 
away. Since then my patio has been clear 

of any ants, big or small. 
Not long after, I was again enjoying 

a cup of tea in my usual armchair in 
front of the window when there was 
a resounding WHACK on the window. 
I discovered from my window - after I 
had soaked up the remains of my tea 
from my lap – that a young blackbird 
had flown full force into the window 
and was recovering on the patio. As 
groups of magpies and blackbirds 
swirled around in sympathy a Pied 
Butcher Bird suddenly appeared from 
nowhere, pounced on the hapless 

young blackbird and proceeded to 
peck it to death. After a short while 
the harassment from the other birds 
frightened it away but it wasn’t long 
before it came back again in order to 
lift up its victim and fly off with it.

Until today, the only birds willing to 
approach our Killing Fields have been 
a group of Ibis never before seen in our 
garden. But today we must have been 
forgiven because back they came, our 
family of Magpies, eager to serenade 
us and receive their usual crust.       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.

For further details contact the 
Secretary, Anna Buchhorn on 

5983 5537
or the Information Officer, 
Ilma Hackett on 5983 5326
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Time Warp in 
Rome
PETER STEELE

There is nothing more evocative than 
music to create an atmosphere of 

nostalgia. Link this to the timelessness 
of ancient Rome and the memories 
come flooding back; of people, places 
and pleasure. Music, of course, is a 
treasure in its own right, and everyone 
stands to gain when the composer, 
song writer or singer is talented. 
Rome at night is an enchanting city, 
with an atmosphere of romance in the 
shadows and light and you can, quite 
literally, imagine yourself transported 
back in time. There is humour too.

Beatles Music 
It had all started with Paul McCartney 
– we had bought his car – and the 
mutual enjoyment of Beatles’ music 
had kept us in touch from then on. 
No, not the real Paul McCartney you 
understand, but the Paul McCartney 
equivalent in Rubber Soul – a Beatles 
tribute group. We had f irst met 
Vittorio when he advertised his car 
on the notice board at work. He was 
a vivacious and friendly character 
– full of life, and he had a friend 
in the building who had placed an 

advert for the car. You just could 
not resist it; it was gorgeous – a 
metallic red BMW320i cabrio with 
a fawn coloured rag top. (We would 
have preferred black, but then you 
can’t have everything.) By our family 
standards it was a leap of faith - into 
the world of luxury performance cars. 
Kristian later drove it to the UK – and 
didn’t once put up the roof, crossing 
Europe in an open car in December 
with winter approaching. Only for 
the enthusiast.

(About the car then. I should say 
that we didn’t buy it immediately, but 
made an offer and waited. Fortunately, 
not many others in the agency buy the 
oldies, and the car eventually came our 
way. But, back to the Beatles.)

For about a couple of years after 
meeting Vittorio/Paul and buying his 
car, we followed Rubber Soul around 
the clubs in Rome. Whenever they 
were in town, Vittorio would phone 
with the whereabouts of his gig and 
we’d be there later that evening. 
Sometimes we’d take a group along 
– for there are a lot of people around 
who grew up with Beatles’ music and 
many more who have subsequently 
come to enjoy the songs, the music, 
the harmonisation of the voices 
and the period that it has come to 
represent in contemporary times.

That night the band was playing at 
a small underground club just off the 
Via Labicana in behind San Giovanni 
in Laterno – a few hundred metres 

behind the Colosseum. The club was 
packed. Rubber Soul started playing 
around 10.00 pm and music from the 
past vibrated around, bouncing off 
the walls into the narrow confines 
of the space available. Naturally, the 
lead singer sang in English, and the 
words of the lyrics stretched back 
over the years. Haunting melodies, 
lines that hung with the novelty of 
youth, images of places that have long 
since passed into personal history 
and of people who have moved on. 

And then there was the beat that 
always sets people moving. You 
simply can’t keep still with that kind 
of music reverberating in the room; 
the atmosphere was electric. Couples 
danced in the small space available in 
front of the band, with the music and 
the words of the songs rolling over 
them. That many of the people had 
not actually been born at the time of 
the original Beatles was neither here 
nor there.

The band took a break at midnight 
and then finished their session at 
around 2.00 am. Tired, we staggered 
outside into the early morning street 
with a host of other Beatles music 
people, leaving the 20-30 year olds to 
hack into the bands that would play 
until dawn. Disco music followed 
us up the stairs, but it was Beatles 
music that had taken us back 30 years 
or more. The Via di San Giovanni in 
Laterno and the roads alongside were 
quiet, with the restaurants closed 
and the cars parked for the night. 
Towards the end of the street the 
Colosseum was lit up – providing a 
beacon towards which we headed. 
Rome is timeless, and we could just 
have easily have slipped through a 
time warp and back to the mid-1960s 
(what with the music still wafting 
around inside our heads and the images 
of the timeless streets).

Images of Ancient Rome
You c a n not  w a l k  a r ou nd t he 
Colosseum at night w ithout an 
appreciation of its history; the way 
that it continues to dominate this 
part of the city. Brilliant lights, white 
facade, a haunting silence and walls 
towering over 50 m - such mass. Build 
by the Emperor Vespasian in less than 

 The famous Abbey Road picture of a maturing band, just before they broke up. 
Two of them are now dead. Even the VW Beetle in the picture has become a 
collector’s item in the world of Beatlemania.

10 years during the first century after 
Christ, it was opened by his son Titus 
with 100 days of consecutive events 
– most of them gory and violent (but 
also with theatre and farce) – in front 
of an audience of 50,000 spectators . 
The building enjoyed another 400 
years before the Empire fell to the 
Goths, and the period of decline set 
in. Degradation and neglect is one 
thing, quarrying quite another. The 
building stayed intact for just on 1200 
years before the commercial vandals 
set to work stripping the marble and 
shifting blocks wholesale to building 
sites elsewhere in the city – and 
particularly to St Peter’s. Fortunately 
– three centuries later - the Vatican 
saw things differently and began to 
champion the preservation of the 
structure.

Enter Left Stage: the 
Citroen 2CV
Skirting the Colosseum and starting 
down the Via di Gregorio in the 
direction of Circo Massimo, traffic 
was light and the part viaduct and 
Palatine to one side did little to break 
the spell of times past. The four of us 
walked on. Nothing around suggested 
the 21st century. It was then that we 
saw three young men running along 
the almost empty road, coasting their 
car down the slope towards us. We 
called out and laughed at them as 
they passed us. The little grey Citroen 

2CV turned into the kerb in front of 
us and seemed to sink down on its 
suspension (a word that you use with 
awe when describing the 2CV). The 
men joked back and leaned on their 
car. It looked battered and worn. The 
car had stopped way back at some 
lights and would not start again. 
This bit of the journey home was all 
downhill, and the car was light. They 
were pushing it home.

Now,  no t  f or  no t h i n g  w a s 
t he 2C V jus t about t he f ines t 
example of simplistic automotive 
engineering of all time. Designed 
by Pierre Boulanger in 1936, the 
car remained in production for just 
over 50 years before the legislators 
with their emission controls and 
crashworthiness killed it off. But 
by then Citroen was also moving 
upmarket, and keen to shake off an 

No issue – the Colosseum is the most dramatic, historical and instantly recognized 
building in the world. For more than two generations of agency people, it has 
simply been just five minutes down the road. Walk out for a coffee on the street 
after lunch and the juxtaposition of the image of this ancient monument with the 
work waiting back in the office defies reality. 

Advertised in the 1980s for what it didn’t have (electric windows, power 
steering, fuel injection, etc.), the car sold on reliability and quirkiness. The 
punch-line of the advert was one that said ‘No wonder it’s so reliable – there’s 
nothing to go wrong’. For a spell in the1970s the company fitted square 
headlights, but reverted back to the original 10 years later. See how the lights 
poke out on steel tubing. The engine also got bigger – and was a formidable 
602 cc when production finished (producing … wait for it … 20 kW).
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FOLKLAW’s nearly  
20 years helping 
Koalas in Somers
ROGER RICHARDS

The first enthusiastic meeting of the 
Western Port Koala Association was 

held in late 1995 at Somers Primary 
School after Judy Jack led a party of 12, 
with Lt Rob Gardiner of Cerberus, to 
Sandy Point where we observed the peril-
ous state of the manna gum koala habitat. 

Early participants included Judy Jack, 
Snez Plunkett, Jenny Bryant, Alan Lim 
Joon, Alison Kain, Maryann Macmillan, 
Penny Gillespie, Sandy Catley, Ann 

Morton, Helen Derrick, Matt Kennedy, 
Tracey Nilsen, Judith Mortimer, Michelle 
Wood, Daniel O’Sullivan, Karen Green, 
Phil and Trish Birchall and Roger 
Richards. 

We selected the name FOLKLAW 
(Friends Of Local Koalas Land And 
Wildlife), clarified our aims, became 
incorporated (based on Phillip lsland 
Friends of Koala Association), sought 
funding, spent hours working on koala 

image that seemed to owe more to the 
industrial revolution than modern 
day technologies. (The company 
introduced the DS19, BX and others 
– need we say more?). Sure everyone 
knows the 2CV; more than five million 
people have owned one. 

Not so much an economy car for 
French peasants then, more of gap 
filler between an economy car and 
no car at all. Light panels bolted to 
an equally light chassis with a canvas 
roof that folded right back to the boot, 
the car was almost literally a grape 
basket on wheels. Everything was 
rudimentary. Driver and passengers 
sat on hammocks. The car weighed 
in at less than 350 kg and had a 375 
cc two cylinder engine in original 
design (just over one third of one litre 
and producing 6 kW – imagine). Get 
stuck in the mud, and you and your 
passengers could just about lift it out.

The 2CV did nothing to dispel 
the time warp that had started with 
Rubber Soul and continued on through 
our walk back to the agency car park. 
There never was a car that could 
not be restarted (for most problems 
are minor when the car is actually 
running). So we suggested that we 
fiddle with the engine – starting with 
a check on whether they had simply 
run out of fuel. But you could shake 
the car and hear the petrol sloshing 
around in the tank. What about the 
fuel pump? Of course there were no 
tools in the car, but you could pull the 
petrol pipe off the carburettor and 
see. They turned the engine over – 
no petrol. Mouth over the tank filler 
cap and blow – and petrol appeared. 
So, car back together, car in gear, 
four of us pushing, one pressurising 
the petrol tank (and that is difficult 
when running) and, wait for it, the car 
lurched to a start after a few metres. 
The other two jumped on board and 
the car coughed its way down to Circo 
Massimo. It survived the lights and 
the last we saw it was heading into the 
dark and up the Via Aventina towards 
Piramide. 

We laughed with the pleasure of 
success. It was such a pleasant night 
– time warp or no - of Rome, some 
treasured musical memories and the 
coup with the old car.        ʘ

Koala investigating man-made structure.   

Planting understory species at the FOLKLAW Reserve.  

FOLKLAW helpers putting up aviary and Koala enclosure for wildlife carer Jenny 
Bryant (at right).

Management Plans which had both been 
sat on by the respective governments 
for years. The Hastings Council Koala 
Habitat Plan had been written in 1993/4 
by Tracey Pennington, Phillip Birchall 
and lan Gosch. 

In 1997 Trish Birchall and Cassie 
Jamieson created a Somers Koala 
Reserve Management Plan with 
vegetation communities and planting 

conservation strategies and attempted 
hands-on involvement with Cerberus. 
BHP offered the group $500 for 
promotion and was even interested in 
relocating some koalas to its Hastings 
land, if it was deemed as suitable koala 
habitat.

 We obtained draft copies of 
the (never-implemented) National 
and Victorian Koala Conservation 

suggestions. The transformation of the 
old Somers Settling Basin into the Koala 
Reserve has been quite remarkable. The 
Koala Reserve is approximately eight 
hectares and has been run by FOLKLAW 
since it conception. We are one of three 
organisations that have a Memorandum 
of Understanding with Mornington 
Peninsula Shire Council to manage this 
area on behalf of the Shire.  

President Phillip Birchall, when 
asked for a list of other FOLKLAW 
achievements, sent the following list:

•	 We have propagated and donated 
approx. 15,000 plants around Somers.  

•	 We have built and donated a 
compound and treatment room for 
kangaroos and wallabies for a wildlife 
carer in Blindbight – 29/1/2011.

•	 We have built and donated two 
6-metre x 3-metre caged enclosures for 
koalas and bird-flight aviary for a wildlife 
carer in Tyabb – 2008.

•	 We have built and donated a wildlife 
treatment room for a wildlife carer in 
Frankston – December 2012.

•	 In the past two years we have built 
and donated approx. 24 possum boxes 
for a wildlife carer in Balnarring. 

These are but a few. The real highlight 
for me has been the camaraderie of the 
monthly working bees where we have 
planted, weeded and carried out track 
maintenance followed by a friendly chat 
over a coffee. 

Working bees are held at the Koala 
Reserve, Campsie Court at 9.30am on 
the last Sunday of each month under 
the excellent coordination of Peter 
Cooper. Everyone is invited. Then join 
us at 11.30am for a cuppa and a chat.

The principle aim of FOLKLAW is: 
to protect and enhance Koala habitat 
and indigenous flora and fauna of the 
Mornington Peninsula/Western Port 
regions and to preserve the existing 
Koala colonies.

Other aims relate to: community 
awareness and education, establishing 
a public fund, raising funds for research, 
liaising with other Koala conservation 
groups, and working with appropriate 
government departments in monitoring 
and habitat management.

To find out more visit our website: 
folklaw.org.au        ʘ



36.

The Cultural Landscape of 
Our Coastal Towns
JESS GIBBS

The Victorian Coastal Strategy, a 
State Government initiative, em-

phatically declares that “Victorians 
love their coast […] We value most the 
experience of a clean, healthy environ-
ment and a place where we can unwind 
and relax.” The coastline either side 
of Melbourne has been a major part 
of Victorian recreation for well over 
150 years, but the coastal settlements 
along the Westernport Bay side of the 
Mornington Peninsula are a distinc-
tive portion of this recreational belt. 
Established in the inter-war period and 
popularised in the 1950s, these settle-
ments continue to be a landscape con-
nected both physically and culturally 
with the Australian ideal of the relaxed 
beach holiday. 

T he Pen i n s u l a  h a s be en a 
popular beach holiday destination 
for Melburnians since the 1860s, 
but for many decades the primary 
destinations were Sorrento, Portsea 
or other settlements along Port Phillip 
Bay. Here the physical isolation of the 
towns and lack of transport turned it 
into an exclusive destination, a haven 
for the rich. The holiday houses were 
large, two-storey mansions.

Westernport Bay, on the other 
hand, developed at a much slower pace. 
Aside from small isolated fishing and 
sealing settlements, most of the land 
was occupied by large pastoral leases 
which remained intact long after 
similar leases had been subdivided 
along Port Phillip. During the inter-war 
period when the availability of more 
leisure time and the advent of the car 
made it possible for larger numbers 
of people to head towards the beach 
for recreation, there were large tracts 
of land and an undeveloped coastline 
available here for the creation of what 
they called ‘seaside resorts’.

Although the subdivisions began 
in the inter-war period, purchasing of 
blocks of land at these ‘seaside resorts’ 
wasn’t generally popularised until the 
1950s. The typical holiday house was 

a single-storey bungalow on a small 
beach allotment, built from relatively 
cheap materials. These settlements 
gained a large amount of their 
character from the use of fibro, but 
also owe a portion of their existence to 
it. It allowed middle-class families to 
own a second house and have a holiday 
home. The fibro era has been called a 
highpoint of architectural democracy.

These settlements, particularly 
the areas which were the earliest 
subdivisions, still retain significant 
elements connected with beach 
holidays and lifestyles. From the 
humble single-storey 1950s fibro-
cement houses, to foot-worn paths 
through the foreshore to the beach, 
to dirt roads, to asphalt roads that 
don’t have the concrete gutters of 
suburbia, to the beach-side general 
store. In the 2011 census for Somers, 
50.56% of the dwellings were recorded 
as unoccupied. So we may assume that 
even today 50% of the houses in the 
settlement are holiday homes.

As the Mornington Peninsula 
Shire’s Heritage Study points out, 
this part of the Peninsula remains 
closest to the early historical phases 
of the Peninsula’s development. The 
shorelines are for the most part in 
natural state and the strip commercial 
beachfront development and extensive 
suburban subdivisions characteristic 
of the western Peninsula are absent. 
Perhaps contributing to this is yet 
another defining attribute of this area: 
none of these settlements is located 
on through roads, the settlements 
must still today be accessed only as 
a destination.

As Lucinda McLean B.Arch M.Arch 
eloquently explained in this very 
publication 10 years ago: “To visit a 
holiday home is to make the decision 
to journey to another place. To stay in 
a holiday home is to be in a particular 
place [...] To be in such a place is to 
touch with bare feet, to lie upon, or 
to be within and supported by the 

landscape. It is not just the house that 
is the destination of the journey but 
the landscape within which it sits.” She 
talks about beach holiday houses being 
about the inhabiting of landscape, with 
the structure and scale of the towns 
defined by nothing more than whether 
the beach is a walkable distance from 
the house.   

In t he c a se of  t hese sma l l 
settlements, where the value lies in 
the fact that no house is too far from 
the beach, where the discussion is of 
houses not mansions, where a foreshore 
separates houses from beaches and 
everyone is given ownership over the 
coast, where even the asphalt road 
blends back into the sandy dirt without 
the concrete barrier of the curb, and 
where it’s safe to stroll along the street 
on a walk to the beach or to the general 
store for an ice cream, it’s pretty clear 
that these coastal settlements remain 
firmly connected to the ideal of the 
beach holiday. 

Even though fibro-cement has 
ceased to be used, holiday house 
construction continues. The most 
defining characteristic today is that 
many of these houses are strikingly 
different to the new houses being built 
in suburban or urban areas. 

The social value of these places 
also depends on their difference to 
suburbia, or to the normalcies of a daily 
life. These are places where lifestyle 
dominates. In these towns for the 
most part there isn’t any employment. 
Though there might be a school or a 
caravan park, there are no businesses, 
no offices, no supermarkets, and no 
shops aside from a milk bar or cafe. 
No one comes to these towns for 
‘normal’ reasons like employment or 
education, the only reason to come 
here is the lifestyle. Lacking all the 
fillers that exist in other towns, what 
manifests here instead are nostalgic 
values of simpler times. Whilst the 
landscape may have evolved since 
the 1950s with more houses built, 
more land developed, and more roads 
made, the social value of a place that 
is everything that a suburban home is 
not, a place where lifestyle dominates 
– remains the same.

Jess Gibbs has a Masters in Cultural 
Heritage from Deakin University.        ʘ


