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A special award
for Florence
ROD NUSKE

A

t the September meeting of Somers Mixed Probus
Club in Balnarring Hall, the State Member for Nepean,
the Hon. Martin Dixon presented a Nepean Senior
Citizen’s Award to Florence Lee. She was brought down
from Melbourne for the occasion by her son Richard with
whom she is staying at the moment. Other members of
Florence’s family also journeyed to Balnarring for this
special event. The wording on the certificate referred
to Florence’s respected contribution to classical music
as a performer, examiner and teacher as well as her
invaluable support for the local community. This did
not truly indicate all of Florence’s involvement with the
Somers community.
She hosted the monthly Somers Craft and Country
Guild in her home, organised evenings of chamber music
by gifted groups for exciting evenings in private homes
and of course played the piano for Balnarring Probus

Men’s Choir for 18 years despite being troubled with
arthritis in the later years. This involvement entailed
Florence to learn, practice and play an ever-expanding
library of music for the choir.
Although never a sailor like her husband Don and their
three sons, Florence took up the challenge of bowling at
Balnarring Bowling Club and went on to win the Ladies
Pairs (with Kath Satchwell), Mixed Pairs (with husband
Don), Ladies Handicap, Ladies Club Championship, and
was duly elected Lady President. If that was not enough
Florence was Secretary for four years.
Prior to settling in Somers, Florence’s musical career
was quite extensive, playing in chamber music groups
before joining the Melbourne Symphony Orchestra.
Then a change of pace saw her with the Channel 9
IMT orchestra for a number of years. Despite an early
reluctance to be a teacher, Florence went on to teach
violin and viola for 35 years, with some of her students
becoming outstanding musicians. She accepted the
responsibility of being state examiner for both those
instruments for over 20 years.
She is without doubt a very special lady whose life
has revolved around music and who has a great desire
to encourage as many people as possible (particularly
the young) to discover the wonder of creating music for
themselves. 				
ʘ
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Letters to the Editors

Our purpose
S

A community
divided
I

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

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

Editorial group:
Louise Craig – co-ordinator, copy editor, proofreader
Rod Nuske – reporter & photographer
Bronwen Gibbs – layout
Sue Egan – advertising accounts
Rosemary Birney – secretary
Marg Tilleard – treasurer
Correspondence:
Email: contributions@somers-nautilus.org.au
ads@somers-nautilus.org.au
Mail: PO Box 338, Somers, Vic. 3927

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

Nautilus

on the Web

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

fter 12 years contributing to the community through the
Somers Paper Nautilus, Louise Craig has decided to retire
as copy editor, proofreader and contribution co-ordinator.
Way back in 2003 a public meeting was held to discuss
the possibility of starting a community paper. Louise was
one of the first to raise her hand with a willingness to
become part of the small group formed to launch this new
venture.
Louise brought with her extensive experience and
expertise in copy editing and proofreading and we have
been lucky to have her skills. These are not the only tasks
Louise has undertaken. At various times she has also been
treasurer and responsible for advertising accounts. She has
also, until very recently, been the one who placed each new
issue at the store and ensured the stand was well stocked.
A community paper is not just about the mechanics of
compiling, printing and distributing. I don’t believe Louise
has missed a meeting in those 12 years and has always been
an active participant in discussion about what the paper
should be and how it should look. At our very first meeting
it was she who suggested our ‘slogan’: inclusiveness and
openness, catering for a diversity of views without rancour.
Something we continue to pursue.
Louise’s skill as an editor who pulls things into line,
straightens wayward use of the English language and prunes
excessive little words without losing the voice of the author
will be missed. I for one will miss her attention to word
spaces and style along with slips in formatting – something
that has made my job easier.
We thank Louise for her time and effort over 12 years
and 59 issues and wish her all the best for her future.
Bronwen and the rest of the Nautilus team

n a small seaside village called Somers there is a belief that we have let
the outside world slip by as we languish in the gentle serenity of a natural
and embracing environment, generally
untouched by modern advancements.
It is with confusion and anxiety
that many of us have woken to the
fact that a project was percolating in
the background of our gentle world
without us being fully aware of its
implications and time schedule.
The Concrete Path has come to our
Somers.
It started as an idea around seven
years ago and was described as a soft,
meandering path to be constructed

along Parklands Avenue – which runs
along our western coast towards
the Balnarring creek mouth and
Tasman Road, which runs behind
the properties that face the cliff side
and beach on the Sandy Point side of
Somers.
The project slowly emerged as
being a progression from an idea to
a possible implementation and was
promoted in a newsletter by the
group called the Somers Residents
Association.
A petition requesting a show of
support for this project was circulated
among the residents and the results
tabled. There was support for this soft,
meandering path, which would mirror
others such as the one up Camphill
Road opposite Somers Primary School.
Imagine the response of residents
when these figures of support were
submitted to the Council, at their
request, to support the development
of a 3-to-5-metre-wide slash through
our natural roadside vegetation at
these locations to lay down a proposed
2.2-metre-wide concrete path. We are
still waiting on confirmation of the
final width.
Just when Somers residents are
coming to terms with this information,
which is being discussed outside the
Post Office and around tables in the
Somers Store, they find out that they
will also be paying for this ugly path
– $1700 if it passes in front of your
premises or $400-plus depending on
your proximity, if you are a ratepayer
living anywhere in Somers.
So let me get this right – we had a
soft, meandering path mooted around
seven years ago and now without any
direct Council consultation or survey
of Somers ratepayers, based on the
present facts, we have a concrete slash
proposed through our Coastal Village,
which will bring significant costs to
all residents.
This type of ratepayer-pays path
project has never been done on the
Peninsula before. The Council said it
has been but has still failed to tell us
where or when.
There have been several gatherings
of concerned residents over the last
two months, a group of which have
called themselves the Somers Village
Community Association.

There is a massive groundswell of
disbelief and opposition as this project
gets the spotlight shone on it and its
details are revealed.
Red-and-white signs saying NO
CONCRETE PATHS are visible on the
properties of many Somers residents.
T here are brew ing tensions as
residents report their signs being
removed by “people known” in the
dark of the night. This is only causing
more signs to be printed and more
resident s to get craf t y in t heir
placement of them to prevent their
removal. There has been an official
complaint made about the collecting of
these signs by “youngsters” who have
entered private property to remove
them.
The majority of residents want
the Council to put a hold on this
project and to go back to Somers
ratepayers with a properly worded
and transparent questionnaire and do
a thorough and comprehensive survey
of Somers residents.
Meanwhile sheets of petitions in
opposition to the concrete paths are
being signed ready for submission
to Council at the Council Objectors
Hearing. This will most likely occur
in late October.
For more information, the Somers
Village Community Association will
have a stall at the Somers Arts Fair on
Sunday 25 October with more material
and the chance for discussion with
locals on the issue.
Michelle Gregory
Somers resident opposed to
concrete paths.

Note from the
Proofreader

You may be able to find
spelling mistakes or other
errors in this issue of the
Paper Nautilus. This is
because our policy is to try
to please all our readers,
including those who like to
find fault.
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Somers pathways,
character and
the future
DAVID GILL

A

s a former Somers resident (and
foreshore committee member until
recently) I am concerned about what
is happening to our prominent coastal
village of Somers.
The Mornington Peninsula Shire
Council (MPSC) has selected Somers
as the guinea pig for wide concrete
foot pat hs under special charge
schemes.
At our recent meeting with Cr Tim
Wood, Shire Officers could not ‘recall’
this type of user-pays idea ever having
been initiated on a Peninsula footpath
proposal before.
For the first time everyone pays,
even though they may live far from the
location of the wide concrete paths.
This leaves many unanswered
questions including:

Why has the council drastically
changed the Shire’s concrete paths
priority list? Previously pathways for
most of Somers were 20 years away
and barely considered.

Why did the Council fail to send
their own questionnaire in order to
properly establish community values
and wishes?
Which coastal village will be next in
line for this unusual special payment
scheme?
Why did the council accept on
face value the seemingly misleading
role of Somers Residents Association
(SRA) in failing to mention in their
questionnaire that ratepayers would
actually have to pay? Remember this is
an unusual payment scheme and most
residents would not expect to have to
pay anything.
Also the SRA proposed in their
newsletter a narrow, meandering
path which was taken to mean little
tree removal and little visual effect.
This is not anything like the present
council 2-metre wide, $1.5-million,
5½-kilometre, user-pays scheme.
If the concrete footpaths are
allowed to ruin the character of Somers
by using a tricky new financing method,
will Flinders, Shoreham or Balnarring
Beach be next?
If the scheme goes ahead the
precedent will be set. Somers the
guinea pig for more ugly concrete in
our coastal villages.
Certainly this change cannot be
attributed to the risk of accidents
because there has been none on record,
except for one on the new pedestrian
crossing outside the store.
I have now met with the Shire’s CEO,
Carl Cowie, and discussed the role of
the SRA and Shire Officers and he has

One of the proposed areas for wide concrete footpaths.
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said that he will look into matters such
as transparency in the lead-up to the
announcement of the scheme.
Our much-loved coastal villages are
already taking a battering. They are
treated much the same as non-rural
townships and are not protected from
developments that ruin their special
atmosphere so carefully created in the
past.
Why do you think our coastal village
roads were left either unmade or made
without footpaths? Fundamentally
this was to preserve the village-like
character and uniqueness of our coastal
areas. Indeed Somers was designed to
be easy to walk around with connecting
parks and squares.
At our recent representation to
Cr Tim Wood, long- and short-term
Somers residents all agreed that works
are sometimes required due to safety
concerns such as near the school (Camp
Hill Road) but not overwhelming works
that transform our coastal villages into
just more suburbs.
All we are asking for is a pause to
rethink the proposal with the possible
outcomes of:
a staged scheme of pathways only
where safety concerns are paramount
a study about how to protect the
grace and appeal of coastal villages
requiring council planners and
engineers focus on the broad strategy
of enhancing the beauty of our villages
– villages which we are so lucky to have!

Somers
Winter
Market
This annual Somers Preschool event
was as usual held at Coolart. A record
crowd of about 6000 people attended.
The day was blessed with fine weather
and 75 stalls provided a great variety
of food and products. Music included
the Westernport College Band. This
was the eighth year of the event and
the best one to date. Profit for Somers
Preschool amounted to about $6000.
Well done by the committee that
worked so hard to make it a success.

It looks like a refurbished cable-car tram; and I believe it was. What a great
attraction for events like the Mid Winter Market.

Somers School
This duo, called The African Beat, provided an hour of fun
and enjoyment for children and teachers alike. It was not all
one-sided as children and teachers were invited to be involved
with drumming. There were two highlights for the children
– when teachers were asked to dance and respond to the
drumming and when close to 250 small drums were provided
for the children to learn drum beats. A great time was had by
all.

David Gill is a Former President of the
Shire of Mornington. (0435 260 384)

One of the low-key natural pathways already in Somers.

Manning the Westernport and Peninsula Protection Council
stall are Peter and Kathie Strickland together with Karrie
Giles and Louise Rawlings. The aim of the group is to save
Westernport from inappropriate development.

.
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Cambodian
treat

Somers Paper Nautilus
invites
Contributors

KARINA SMITH

Bring your interest, your passion, your story to life!
Send us an article, story, poem or letter
and enjoy seeing your words in print.

T

he shrieks from across the room
were most distracting. The waiter
had just served my entrée but the other
noisy diners got louder and louder. I
glanced down at my plate and over at
theirs – we had ordered the same dish.
Curls of cucumber, ribbons of carrot
and a delicious-looking pepper sauce
could not avert my gaze from the main
delicacy – three deep-fried tarantulas.
These giant arachnids, the size of
my palm, hadn’t fried away to a barely
recognisable morsel. They looked lifelike, complete with fangs, a plump
abdomen and long black hairy legs.
And perched as ready to crawl off my
plate.
The shrieks grew louder. I looked
over to see the diners being presented
with an uncooked specimen, which was
lazily crawling across their table. And
a waiter was making his way towards
me, with another wriggling spider, to
reassure me that my meal was made
with the freshest of ingredients. I had
to chant to myself: “it is just a hairy
black prawn, it is just a hairy black
prawn”.
I was at Romdeng Restaurant, in

Submit your story to: contributions@somers-nautilus.org.au

When insults had class
These outstanding insults are from an era before
the English language got boiled down to four-letter
words:

• A Member of Parliament to Disraeli: “Sir, you will
either die on the gallows or of some unspeakable
disease.”
“That depends, Sir,” said Disraeli, “whether I embrace
your policies or your mistress.”
• “He had delusions of adequacy.” Walter Kerr

• “He has all the virtues I dislike and none of the
vices I admire.” Winston Churchill

• “I have never killed a man, but I have read many
obituaries with great pleasure.” Clarence Darrow

• “He has never been known to use a word that might
send a reader to the dictionary.” William Faulkner,
about Ernest Hemingway.
• “Thank you for sending me a copy of your book; I’ll

waste no time reading it.” Moses Hadas

• “I didn’t attend the funeral, but I sent a nice letter
saying I approved of it.” Mark Twain

W
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or in hard copy or handwritten to:
Somers Paper Nautilus PO Box 338, Somers 3927

.

My first tentative bite was of the legs
only. Trying to ignore the sensation of
hairs on my tongue they tasted solely
of the seasoning and garnish. I then bit
into the body section and that’s when
things got interesting.
It had an oozy softness to it, which
I guessed was the abdomen contents
and tasted a little like … well spider.
It had a mouth-feel of crunchy, hairy,
minuscule twigs. A once-in-a-lifetime
experience for me, but one Cambodians
enjoy on a daily basis. Any visitor
willing to try their beloved delicacy is
held in high esteem and regard. I know
I held my head that little bit higher.
Deep-fried tarantula
3 live tarantulas
bowl of saline liquid
salt and pepper, crushed
lime juice
sugar syrup
vegetable oil
cucumber
carrot

Drown the live tarantulas in the saline
liquid! Drain and pat dry with a towel.
Sprinkle with salt and pepper and
drizzle with a few squeezes of lime
juice. Coat each spider with sugar syrup
and quickly plunge it into the boiling
oil, which has been heating in a wok.
Fry for 10 seconds and remove.
Arrange on plate with cucumber
and carrot garnish and a salt, pepper
and oil dressing. Enjoy!		
ʘ

The MOrnington Peninsulas
Freshest Market
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
9am to 2pm
2015 dates - Oct 17, Nov 21, Dec 19,
2016 dates - Jan 16 (TWILIGHT 3pm - 8pm), Feb 20, Mar 19, Apr 16

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

w w w. e m u p l a i n s m a r ke t . c o m . a u
CRAFT
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Phnom Penh, capital city of Cambodia.
It was night two of a 10-day food
adventure; and what an adventure
it was turning out to be. We chose
Romdeng because it belongs to a
social enterprise group that trains
underprivileged youth (the homeless,
drug-addicted, victims of abuse
and migrants), provides them with
hospitality skills and support and is a
ChildSafe site, supported by FriendsInternational. Romdeng proudly offers
a true Cambodian experience, serving
regional delicacies such as tarantula
and selling Cambodian crafts made by
the workers.
Tarantulas have been eaten in
Cambodia since the 1970s. This
ingredient was a main food staple
during the barbaric Khmer Rouge
era when starving Cambodians ate
anything they could find to survive.
That was 50 years ago, but the foods
they ate to stay alive – crickets,
snakes, bats, rats and ferrets – remain
popular snacks in this impoverished
nation. Tarantula is sourced from the
Skuon district where villagers hunt
and dig for the spiders, which live in
underground burrows and feed on
tree roots. Cambodians consider trees
of high medicinal value; therefore
tarantulas are prized as healthgiving food. Tarantulas are proteinrich, organic and free-range, the true
embodiment of a super-food.
The question on everyone’s lips
though was: ‘what do they taste like?’

FARMERS

VINTAGe

gourmet

Eclectic

Pre-cooked specimen (alive) on a side plate.

Deep-fried with garnish on a dinner plate.

.
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Profile

Michelle
Gregory,
artist’s artist
BARRY MERTON

W

hen you approach the Gregory
house in Somers you see a wellused European car with the numberplate
reading, ART 1. This is very brief but it
says more than you might think. Michelle
was on the alert when VicRoads (then the
Motor Registration Board) introduced
the idea of issuing personalised
numberplates, so Michelle got right onto
it and reserved her plate.
Art is certainly number one in
Michelle’s professional life, although
it all started with sport. She says that
subsequently, the arts found her.
Going back a generation, Michelle’s
parents were born and grew up in
England. June was a Nottingham girl
and Charles was a Londoner through and
through. The couple moved to Australia
in 1966 and after a prior move, made
their family home in Vermont. Their four
children, Robin, Deborah, Michelle and
youngest son Charles David started the
process of becoming Australianised.
Charles senior was an industrial chemist
and rubber technologist so he had no
trouble finding a suitable position with

.
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Dunlop Rubber. Michelle and her siblings
completed their educations.
With a Commonwealth Scholarship
in hand Michelle went on to Melbourne
University to study Physical Education
and Political Histories. It might seem
that Physical Education would have been
a natural career path as her mother was
an active sportswoman. Michelle went
on to work in this field with a highlight
being a four-year contract with a fivestar hotel and sporting complex in the
Philippines, looking after the health and
sporting activities of the guests and local
sports club members.
However the artistic bent from
childhood was still alive in Michelle’s
head and there were plenty of artefacts
in the Philippines catching her eye. As
a try-out, Michelle went on a buying
mission and soon filled a shipping
container with objects artistic and
these were sent off to her contact Gerry
O’Donoghue of O’Donoghue Imports
in Melbourne. There turned out to be
a ready market for this work so more
containers were filled. Michelle soon
followed them home and a new and lifelong career path was set in train.
Space was taken in the Jam Factory
in South Yarra where Michelle and
some friends were able to retail the
art and rattan imports and they also
took over and ran the Jam Factory Deli
and Gourmet Restaurant. More space
and a more-visible location were soon
required for the blossoming business
so a visual-arts gallery was set up, first
in the Jam Factory in 1983 and then on
Chapel Street opposite the Jam Factory
in 1985.
Michelle’s Vision Gallery next to the
now-famous Rocco the Green Grocer was
a modern contemporary-image gallery
with front-of-house offering custom
framing and at the back Michelle ran
a fully staffed framing factory. Over a
decade, sales from the gallery remained
strong and Michelle made frequent trips
to New York and London, visiting art
fairs and galleries, buying cutting-edge
imagery and generally keeping herself
up to date with trends in contemporary
art. However, in 1989 the ‘recession
we had to have’ set in and business
in general on Chapel Street went flat.
Continuing until 1991, Michelle finally
decided to sell.
Taking a short sabbatical, she

returned to the art and framing arena
as a consultant, taking her years of
knowledge and experience directly to
the client in their premises, be they
commercial or residential. It might
have been the push from the economic
situation of the country that proved to
be a blessing rather than a curse. It was
a very good move as it turned out.
The acquiring of works of art is a
pleasurable activity but the presentation
and placement of the work is vital and
a skill in itself. There might be captains
of industry and the proud owners of
fine houses but this is not to say they
know how to buy and display artworks.
Sympathetically framed images and
artefacts suitably placed can greatly
soften and enhance the interiors of
angular modern business premises
and on the domestic side, household art
relates to the viewer much better when
images, their placement in relationship
to each other and their general
surroundings receive the professional
touch. It appears that Michelle Gregory
is most gifted in this area and her
continuous flow of commissions speaks
for itself.
Some of the best fun for Michelle
would have been the frame presentation
and preserving of sporting memorabilia.
Some of this was carried out under
contract with AFL House. Highlights
were the yearly framing of the gown
commissioned for the Brownlow girl of
the year and the costume with feathers
of Dame Edna Everage for her opening of
the Grand Final at the MCG, all of which
Michelle had to frame after the event for
them to be presented on display at AFL
House. The Dame’s gown tended to moult
a few feathers during her performance
but it was all part of the fun. When the
acts were over at various functions,
Michelle was required to take the items
home to pin the costumes up ready for
framing and hanging on the club walls.
So back to Somers by the sea. June
and Charles and family always had a love
of the sea, especially Westernport, and
what better venue to pursue their love
of sailing? Through a friendship with
Stan Byrne they bought land and built
a holiday house and of course, joined
the Yacht Club. Michelle has returned
to Somers and has got right into being
active with the club. She joined the crew
of the Sea Rescue boats (previously an

Advance Crew qualified volunteer on the St Kilda Coastguard)
and she serves on the Somers rescue boat still. Michelle loves
fishing and when not on the salt water, she likes exercising
her skills at fly-fishing up-river.
However, things don’t always go that smoothly and when
June contracted a degenerative illness Michelle elected to
become her carer and this meant she had to let her professional
activities run down somewhat. The illness was especially
hard for both June and Michelle. June had led a highly active
and sporting life; she taught Phys Ed at Yarra Valley when
it became a co-ed Grammar School. She had been an active
sailor with husband Charles in the earlier days and was a very
good golfer later on in life. So as well as the Somers house the
family had a house at Tura Beach, Merimbula on the NSW
south coast and it overlooked June’s favourite golf course.
Being grounded would have been a bitter pill.
During June’s illness, Michelle was building up her
professional activities in our coastal village’s district. So
out of an ill wind grew a pleasant change of routine. While
Michelle still has her own city accommodation and business
studio in Queen’s Road, she is spending more time in Somers.
Her intention is to offer her extensive skills and experience in
all areas of art and framing presentation to the residents of
Somers and its coastal-village neighbours. While the work is
coming in, any spare time Michelle has will be spent tending
her veggie patch.
It’s hard to imagine a more satisfying and productive life
and the good thing is, she may keep going just as long as she
likes.						
ʘ

LSC&PH – new camp
with SisterWorks

L

ord Somers Camp & Powerhouse is delighted to announce
we are launching a new camp in partnership with
SistersWorks Inc.
SisterWorks is a grassroots social enterprise based in Greater
Melbourne with the mission to enable the most vulnerable
asylum-seeker, refugee and migrant women (referred to as
‘Sisters’) to work towards financial independence by developing
the skills they need to settle happily into Australian society.
The camp will focus on: building the confidence and resilience
of Sisters; establishing strong social connections between
newly arrived women and the local community, especially
links with business incubation and work networks; and,
provide an opportunity for women of all ages to share their
wisdom and skills and to learn from each other.
The camp will take place at our Somers campsite in
November. There will be a SisterWorks Market at the
conclusion of the camp.
The Sisters will be selling: knitted products; handmade
toys; jewellery; cards; accessories; candles; homewares; and
much more. There will also be food available, face painting,
kids’ activities and music.
		
ʘ
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Following
the Way of
St James
PETER STEELE

T

he modern-day El Camino is very much
a social walk – you have to like people;
those you pass on the trails, those with
whom you share community sleeping, eating and ablutions, and those who saw that
recent movie or read that recent book and
thought it would be an interesting way to
share a walking holiday with like-minded
people. Then there are the true believers.
Popular pathways
Ever yone walking El Camino is
susceptible to the legends and stories
that make up the modern-day images
of the pilgrim routes that criss-cross
Western Europe – and particularly
those in France and Spain that lead to
Santiago de Compostela in Galicia in
northwest Spain. The cathedral there
is reputed to be the resting place of the
remains of Saint James.
Long before the Christian era,
however, the pathways across northern
Spain were the domain of the ancient
pagans with their traditional beliefs
in the symbolism that came from
reaching Finisterra on the coast
(‘Finisterra’ literally meaning the ‘end
of the world’). Burning their clothes
and few possessions on the beach, they
experienced death and rebirth as the
sun set into the western sea.
And not just the early pagans, but
the Romans too. Governing and trading
across the north of Spain, it took 200
years for the Romans to fully incorporate
the Iberian Peninsula (‘Hispania’ to the
Romans) into the Empire. Inclement
weather and warlike local tribes –
Astures, Gallaeci and others – that took
exception to Pax Romana have left the
north with fewer colonial structures –
roads, aqueducts, baths, theatres and
more that exemplified the stability of
the Mediterranean lands of the south.
10
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The majority peregrinos travel on foot, but increasingly there are people who bike
the trails – travelling faster and further. You can also travel on horseback. And this
is where distance is important if you want to earn your Compostela (certificate of
accomplishment) – walkers have to complete minimum 100km and bikers twice
that distance.
When to go?
Early June and it was a good time to
be walking El Camino if you want
some space to yourself. You trade the
prospects of late spring rain – Atlantic
weather patterns remember – for the
solitude of relatively empty routes
across hill country, through dense
woods and across open plateau where
tractors are working the land. This
is easy walking in comparison to the
many regional trails that have been
promoted in recent times to cater for
the long-distance ‘adventure’ walker.
The more people who walk these trails,
the more others take on that experience
and realise that they can do much the
same – life, as we are constantly being
informed by just about everyone, is
there to be lived.
(An aside – check out the reasoning
behind the ‘death watch’, the one that
continues to remind you of the time you
have available, right up to your estimated
last day. There are several sites to explore
such as: http://mytikker.com/)
For most people choosing the best
time to walk El Camino has to fit in
with their annual holiday plans but
remember, there are now >250,000

people doing much the same each
year – five times more than were
walking just 10 years ago (well, not
2004 because that was a ‘holy’ year,
and numbers typically double). And
choose your month with care too, for
more than half the walkers each year
go in July and August – and Spain can
be formidable for people more familiar
with a temperate climate.
Few walk during the winter months,
but then it’s a trade-off between the
peacefulness of the countr yside
and all those negatives – inclement
weather, short days, facilities that
are closed and, importantly, the lack
of other people; meeting, talking and
sharing with fellow-walkers is part
of the attraction (if this is what you
seek). This is why travelling alone is
sometimes recommended – you gain
more from the fraternity of other likeminded people choosing to do much
the same. Sitting out on the pavement
over a meal at a peregrino restaurant
in a plaza of an evening, trading yarns
with people about the day’s walking,
recommended places to stay or simply
talking about who they/you are helps
create memories that remain.

Pace yourself
How far can you comfortably walk
each day? Few casual walkers will be
aware of their limitations, but most of
the guide books suggest a reasonable
estimate. Ours provided a comfortable
33-day regime of around 25km each
day – sufficient time to get up and
enjoy your café con lache y brioche at
a reasonable hour – and, if not early,
then mid-morning after a couple of
hours’ walking. Then too, there was
time to explore an interesting village
or scramble around a medieval bridge
taking in the design, materials and
those images of bygone times.
The killer after a couple of days on
asphalt lanes or shingle farm roads
is the blisters that crop up – mainly
under your toes. You have to treat
them; they slow you down; and your
feet don’t begin to harden until the
end of a week’s walking. And that’s
all the time we had available.
El Camino Francés is around
800km from St Jean Pied de Port just
over the border in France to Santiago
de Compostela; so a week’s walking
at a regular but easy rate results in
>150km and less than one quarter
the way. And that’s exactly what we
did. In a 10-day break that’s two
days there and back from home and
another day to get from the starting
point to El Camino. Our flight from
Rome was to Santander. Then we took
the bus to the ancient Roman military
town of León (or Legio VI Vitrix as it

All kinds of accommodation are available to the modern traveller. Sleep in a
municipal hostel or monastery (with >150 others) and you pay around 5 Euros for
bed (and perhaps breakfast). Private accommodation is typically twice as much
but with superior facilities, smaller rooms and, importantly, quieter sleeping. This
was a converted farmhouse – 4-8 people/room. The private hostels enable you to
phone ahead and reserve a bed – making the day’s walking more relaxing.
once was) and started walking from
there.
That proved to be too optimistic after
a couple of days on the trail, and we
hopped another bus to Sarria – the
most popular of the short starting
routes – for the 115km to Santiago
de Compostela. After a week on the
trails you could, quite easily, simply
keep on walking. There is rhythm
in the movement, the pack feels
comfortable and routines become
familiar and easy and, for us, the
weather was kind.

Travelling El Camino means following
the sign of the scallop shell. Signs,
directions, advertisements and more
take advantage of the scallop shell to
identify the route with all that this
implies for mythical and practical
meaning. The shell is souvenir, water
scoop and symbol of the sea in the
loss and rediscovery of the remains
of St James en route to Santiago.
Ancient and modern day pilgrims alike
attach(ed) a shell to their pack. Cost €3
today.

Walking with imagination
Modern Spain dominates the images,
but it doesn’t take more than a frame of
mind particularly when confronted by a
medieval bridge, monastery or city wall
to hark back 800 years or more to the
ancient pilgrim pathways that wound
across much the same country – before
it became dominated by autopistas, rail
lines, bus routes and airports and the
convenience of modern infrastructure,
amenities and services that make El
Camino so popular and easy for the
modern-day traveller.
Paradoxically, the ancient pathways
that once made up El Camino antiguo
original now lie beneath those modern
highways – with the state simply
following the same logical routes
across the hills and through the valleys
with their modern road network;
even the minor roads have been
covered in asphalt as once-isolated
rural communities were linked to the
provincial capitals. So, walking is easy
– if less interesting at times – given the
traffic that is constantly passing or well
within hearing distance.		
>
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And this thing about numbers of
pilgrims. At the time of its greatest
popularity during the Middle Ages,
there were estimated twice as many
people walking El Camino than today.
And they were all bone fide pilgrims
– none of your casual walkers
following the storyline in the 2008
Martin Sheen movie The Way or the
enthusiasm of John Brierley in his
popular guidebook Pilgrim’s Guide to
the Camino de Santiago – the one that
we used. For all the words conjured up
by the imagination before departure,
the movie provides that backcloth
of real pictures – routes, places,
countryside or towns – that stimulate
and encourage. Forget the story in the
movie – it’s a bit tweaky – follow the
beauty of this countryside walk.

Proof of life
Earning the Compostela tends to
creep up on you the longer you walk
– the experience of your El Camino
is distilled in the development (and
then the legacy) of the Credencial –
the passport that shows the route
and timetable followed. And this is

checked when you make application
for the confirmation certificate at the
end of the trails. Everywhere along the
route – churches, bars, restaurants,
hostels, albergues de peregrinos,
tourist shops and more – people will
stamp your credencial with sometimes
elegant-looking pictures depicting all
kinds of medieval and/or Christian
images with word overlays. The more
astute churches request an ‘offering’,
but the bars and others typically have
a stamp and pad available – you help
yourself. We obtained our credencial
at the cathedral in Santander.
The certificate itself is an elegant
document in italic script with your
name inserted into a Latin text that
confirms you have visited the shrine
of the Apostle St James as part of
the holder’s pious devotion. And you
don’t automatically get it – you have
to confirm that the reason for travel
was ‘religious’ or ‘religious and other’.
‘Other’ alone results in a simple
certificate of completion in Spanish.
A quick look at those listed during the
hour or so before our presentation –
on the page available – showed >90%

You meet all kinds of people on El Camino – mostly at evening, when stopping for a
coffee mid-morning or sometimes when walking together at much the same pace.
Social walkers will take time to talk; the more serious 50km/day walkers will smile
with a ‘Buen Camino’ and rapidly disappear ahead. The closer you get to Santiago,
the more the trails represent Flinders Street Station at rush hour.

.
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categorised themselves as ‘religious
and other’.

Finding yourself
A sub-heading of this kind begs the
question: ‘Where did you become
lost?’ And, if not lost, how could you
possibly find yourself? The ‘end note’
of El Camino then is one of reflection:
was it simply a long-distance walk or a
pilgrimage? Did the traveller begin and
end his/her journey much the same or
was there an element of change in that
inner self? There is so little similarity
between the trails walked by the
medieval pilgrim and today’s traveller
– this has to be the most secure and
friendly walk imaginable – and those
fears and essential hospitality of
old no longer apply. Perhaps it was
simply the absence of contact with
the outside world, the separation
from instant news – typically always
gloomy – and the relative isolation
of the tracks through the forests and
hills that helped raise awareness of a
personal experience; and in that, some
recognition of spiritual wellbeing.
Modern-day walkers in all their selfsufficiency and practical scruffiness,
signpost overload directing walkers
round the town (in this case the
PortoMarin town gate) and that
ubiquitous scallop shell on a sign
showing the direction to Santiago. It
was comfortable walking.

Storming the
radar station
LINDSAY PULLIN

I

Looking much like a film set for Lord of the Rings, the largely Romanesque
structure seemed in need of a makeover – festooned with lichen and moss covering
green and black masonry against a grey rain-swept sky, it was the haunt of single
people and small groups taking pictures of each other. Few backpacks to be
seen. Dating from construction in the 12th century, it was still being added to and
changed 600 years later.
Map
There’s a map of El Camino Francés at:
http://weisbrot.files.wordpress.com/2010/08/picture-3.png?w=604&h=252
“Where are you from?”
You have to wear a hat to protect yourself against the sun – mine
had ‘Melbourne’ written across the front.
“So you’re from Melbourne,” said the larger of the two walkers
as we slowly caught up with them.
(Most people walk much the same speed and, throughout the
day and typically over an hour or two you leave people behind,
and others catch up with you; this is where a Buen Camino
typically drifts into an exchange of greetings, names, places and
experiences.)
“Well … errrr … no, not quite,” I replied.
Quick as a flash he came back with: “No, I wouldn’t admit to
coming from Melbourne either”. We laughed.
For the next 2-3 days we would bump into the two brothers on
the trail – at a bar or supermarket in a village or in one or more of
the small towns hosting the albergues de peregrinos. They were
from Adelaide (and walking in celebration of the life of another
brother who had recently been lost to cancer).

was once asked by someone involved
in the Paper Nautilus if I could write
about my service in Vietnam and my
reply was that I would be prepared to
write about events during my two years’
National Service but not much more. I
have learnt a hard and bitter lesson that
the less you say about such matters the
better it is.
The funny side of a great lot of
young men thrown together in that
service is a volume of endless humour.
Unfortunately a lot of it is not for public
reading. So, a funny story – the storming
of the radar station.
Each year in Darwin a large allservices military exercise is staged.
In early 1970 I went to my first one
with our regiment. We were stationed
at Larakia and went out by chopper on
our daily tasks.
One of the jobs I landed was when 10
of us were dressed in black and given
the job of being the enemy – our job was
to take control of a small radar station
situated in the bush outside of Darwin.
We put in position the night
before, ready to go at first light, which
happened to be a Saturday morning.
We thought we were the ants pants and
at first light in we went. No resistance
at all – easy peasy. We surrounded the
place and were ready to kick in the door
when we noticed the sign on the door:
‘This facility is open from 8am until
5pm, Monday to Friday. Any further
inquiries please ring …’
The umpire wasn’t happy at all
and we were to try again on Monday.
Break of dawn Monday same thing, no
resistance, get to the front door ready
to kick it in when someone had a better
idea. We knocked politely on the door
and an RAAF jolly opened the door and
politely asked what he could do for us.
The umpire wasn’t happy at all and we
were instructed to try again a few days
later. A few days later, ready to kick
in the door but thought we should be
polite and knocked again, a voice inside>
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told us quite rudely to …. off. So we
got a piece of cardboard and wrote on
it, C4 bang. C4 is a plastic explosive. A
voice inside said a very rude word out
loud and we all laughed and headed off
to see the unhappy umpire, try again.
This time we strolled up to the door,
casually opened it , walked in and asked
what was going for morning tea. An
RAAF jolly asked if any of us could play
Gin Rummy.
I think a lot has changed since then.
Not long after that a wet-season storm
blew all the clothes off the washing line
and out into Fanny Bay. Next day on
parade the CO told us to fill in our loss
sheets and he would ensure that all
our garments etc. would be replaced.
A few days later on parade the CO told
us that according to the claims made
the wash line must have been 20k long
and what on earth would someone be
doing with a three-piece suit in Darwin
let alone on the wash line. A lot of stuff
was replaced.
That was my first trip to Darwin and
by courtesy of the armed forces I would
go there again. We were lucky to see
Darwin before a cyclone changed the
face and direction of that city forever.
Darwin was still a frontier town in
those days, inhabited by some of the
wildest and most interesting people
I had met. National Service wasn’t all
that bad. 			
ʘ
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Children’s writing

The last day
JAMES SEWARD

W

alking along the rough path
towards the primary school is
like being there again. It is as if I had a
bag on my back, riding my pushbike to
school like I had so many times before.
I can imagine young children playing
on the playground, happy and free. As
I walk across the oval I can see through
some of the classroom windows.
Looking to my left I realise how much
the school has changed since I was there.
Demountables have replaced trees and
playgrounds, and there is a sandpit
where it used to be green. My feet crunch
over plastic wrappers that have been
carelessly discarded by students and
teachers alike. As I reach the front gate
I see it is hanging half open as it always
was. I turn to take one final look at the
school I used to call home.
Walking along Camphill Road
towards the Somers General Store I
notice how quiet everything seems. I
haven’t seen a car or another person in a
while. The store is empty when I arrive.
I open the door hesitantly; the usual
loud conversations of locals and rich
tourists are gone. Chairs and tables are
turned over, glasses and coffee mugs are
smashed on the floor. Surprisingly there
are still fresh muffins on the counter
from earlier in the day. I take one. While
I eat it I walk out the back door and
see that trees are still standing where
they always have, their leaves rustling
in the slight breeze. What happened?
Where did everyone go? I decide this
can’t be normal and I don’t want to
go back inside. I jump the back fence
behind the store. I land on someone’s
car, smashing the windscreen which
sets off the car alarm. It wails as I run
back towards the primary school.
As I run, I hope to see someone poke
their head out of one of the houses to
check if it’s their car. But nobody does.
Like babies screaming for their lost
mothers the alarm pierces the desolate
silence. Something is very wrong. The
alarm seems to be getting louder or is
that the sound of my heart beating? The
blood is thumping through my veins.

Millions of paranoid thoughts swirl
through my head. What if everyone
is dead? Where is my family? What is
happening? Is it war? Has something
happened at the new power plant on
Western Port Bay at Hastings? I realise
I’ve stopped running. I’m standing
motionless in the middle of the road.
I hear a siren; it is different to the
wail of the car alarm. It sounds like an
ambulance, or a police car. It’s getting
closer. I can see the flashing blue and
red lights careering towards me – much
faster than the speed limit. I manage to
jump out of the way just in time.
It is a police car. The driver sees me
and the brakes smoke and squeal as
he stops beside me. He opens the door
and staggers towards me. I can see a
half-empty bottle of vodka leaking on
the passenger seat. “Why is there …
there an alarm ringing?” he slurs. I say
nothing. I don’t know what to say. A
drunken police officer is not getting
my hopes up.
“Oi!” he shouts at me. I don’t answer.
“Oh, whatever, who cares!” he says to
himself. He continues talking to himself
as he staggers back to his car. Suddenly
he trips and falls into the gutter. “Ow!
Blasted gutter! Oi kid, help me up?” he
yells. I’m scared; I stand glued to the
path. What should I do? I decide if we
are the only two people alive in Somers
I should man up. I walk over and grab
his upper arm. As I pull him up I can
see that his name is Jason. “Sergeant
Jason,” I say, “what’s happening?” He
looks me directly in the eye as he tells
me the new nuclear plant at Hastings
has gone into meltdown. One of the
reactors has exploded. A high level of
radiation has been leaking since this
morning. I look towards the sky. While
I’ve been talking to Sergeant Jason I
hadn’t noticed the strange orange
haze enveloping the sky above us. I
also hadn’t noticed the temperature
dropping. I couldn’t believe something
so terrible had happened to the brand
new, clean, green energy plant set up
by the Victorian Greens Party.
Like waking up from a deep sleep,
a sense of dread overcomes me as I
understand that the orange haze must
be the nuclear fallout being blown
towards Somers. I look up to the sky
again in fear. I run for home leaving
Sergeant Jason slumped in the gutter,

crying with his head in his hands.
I sprint, faster than I’ve ever run
before. I can’t get the thought of my
family’s safety out of my head. My lungs
are burning, and my legs want to stop
moving. I keep going. As I reach home
I’m relieved to see my parents’ two cars
parked in our driveway. I run to the
front door, yelling indiscernible words,
jumbled by fear and adrenaline. No
answer. I yell out one more time. No
answer, again! I run into the kitchen,
my sister’s iPad is open on the news
headlines – they don’t look good. The
estimated fallout area extends across
Melbourne. Somers is in the red zone. I
can’t see or feel it but I know I’m being
exposed to a lot of radiation.
My heart sinks as I realise my family
and friends are probably dead. I don’t
know how I’m alive. “Beep!” I’m startled
as a new news bulletin pops up onto
the iPad screen – the government is
advising people to stay indoors and
to ignore a previous bulletin advising
Somers residents to evacuate to the
nearest big town.
My f a m i l y mu s t h ave r u n ,

unknowingly, towards Hastings.
According to the fallout map, Hastings
has been vaporised, it’s gone! My knees
start to shake. They don’t want to hold
me up anymore. I sink to the ground
like a lead weight in the ocean. I can’t
make a sound, not even the tiniest sob.
I should give up. What’s the point if
I’m the only person left? I haven’t seen
anybody apart from Sergeant Jason
since this morning.
Suddenly I am extremely tired. Is
this what completely losing all hope
and the will to live feels like? I lie on
the floor and curl into a ball, hoping
I’ll never wake up.
I am woken by the sound of someone
knocking on the front door. Forgetting
briefly what has happened I open the
door. Three people in radiation suits
remind me of the horrible reality of my
situation. They are asking me questions.
“How long have you been here?” the
middle suit asks. I don’t answer. I really
don’t know because all the clocks in the
house have stopped working. I don’t
even know what day it is.
“How long ago was the accident?”

I ask them. “Three days” is the reply
from the suit to my left. I stare at them
in disbelief. I turn to look at myself in
the mirror next to the front door. I look
scared. I look for signs of radiation
sickness. My arms look fine, and I
feel okay. “You need to come with us
immediately,” says the middle one. I
can’t see their faces clearly through
their heavy helmets. I have no other
option but to trust them. Stepping
outside I lock the door behind me.
I follow them to what looks like an
armoured car. It must be radiationproof. I wonder where they’re taking
me as I climb up onto the back seat.
We start driving, and as we reach
the Sandy Point and South Beach Roads
roundabout, I hear the screech of bad
brakes, and the sickening sound of metal
scraping metal. My legs hurt; the impact
has pushed the front driver’s seat into
me. As I look up I see the mangled body
of Sergeant Jason slumped through the
windscreen; it is the last thing I see as
my eyes flutter and close.
James Seward is 13. ʘ

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)
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Art sketchbook

Make your own sketchbook
MORAG SEWARD

M

ost artists keep a sketchbook
which they carry around
with them all the time. Make your
own and draw in it, write in it and
stick things into it – anything from
autumn leaves to movie tickets. Your
sketchbook should become a record
of what you have seen and felt and
where you have been.
You can make it any size you like.
A pocket sketchbook is very useful
when you are out and about.
What you need:

• 5 sheets of cartridge paper (you
choose the size, but A1 is a good size)
• Carpet tape or any wide strong

cloth tape
• Thick cardboard
• Darning needle and thread
• Glue
• Plastic or metal ruler

Instructions:

• Fold each sheet of paper in half,
then in half again.
• Stack the sheets with folded
edges at the top and at one side.
• Sew down the folded side.
• Cut out two pieces of card for
the covers and glue them to the front
and back pages of the sketchbook. Put
it under a pile of heavy books to dry.
• Stick a piece of coloured carpet

tape down the side (spine) of the book
for greater strength, trim excess.
• Slit open the folded edges of
the paper with a ruler.
• Decorate cover however you
like.

Top tip: You can make your
sketchbook landscape or portrait.
Simply decide what edge to sew.
Bibliography: Granstrom &
Manning, B&M, 2008. Art School,
2nd ed. Great Britain: Frances
Lincoln Children’s Books

The purpose of art
is washing the dust
of daily life off our
souls.
Pablo Picasso

Interesting artists’
sketchbooks

Lots of books

.
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Drawing
activities to
help improve
your drawing
Here are three great activities to
get your new journal started. These
activities are not about drawing
masterpieces to hang on your wall.
They are designed to help you draw
better.

and feel them with your fingers. Is
it rough, smooth, slippery or sticky?
Remember you are trying to draw
what it feels like not what it looks
like.
2. Drawing tastes:
Put some food on a plate, such as a piece
of apple, a slice of lemon or a biscuit. Get
your journal and crayons ready. Put on
a blindfold. Now taste something on

the plate. Is it sharp or sweet, sour or
crunchy? Try to draw what you taste.

3. Drawing smells:
Visit different places, such as your
kitchen or bathroom at home, a local
park or a shopping centre. Flare your
nostrils and have a really good sniff
then draw what you can smell. Stinky
drains, flowers, cooking, perfume …
each has its own colour and shape. ʘ

1. Drawing textures:
How something feels is important when
you are drawing it. You wouldn’t draw
the same marks for a soft feather as
you would for rough wood or smooth
soap. Showing textures also makes your
drawings look more interesting.
Collect several objects with different
textures. For example, grainy pieces of
wood, tin foil, an orange, a hairbrush, a
bar of soap and a feather. Try to draw
how each one feels. Close your eyes

Observed drawings

Sophie’s sketchbook

Skateboard

.
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Betty Broadbent has made a precis of ‘A
personal account of an American who
experienced the horrors and tragic aftermath
of the first atomic bomb’.

Hiroshima:
memoir of
flames
NOBUKO YAMAMOTO,
BETTY BROADBENT

S

ince Hiroshima and Nagasaki, the
world has lived under the threat of
extinction by atomic bomb.
When Henry and I retired to Somers,
we both felt we needed another interest
other than Probus so decided to join the
Esperanto Group. Esperanto is spoken
throughout the world and is especially
favoured in Japan. The following are
extracts from a story which was
disseminated through the Esperanto

.
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group and is a personal account of an
American who experienced the horrors
and tragic aftermath of the first atomic
bomb.
The author, Nobuko Yamamoto, was
a native American of Japanese ancestry,
born in Hawaii and taken by her mother
to Hiroshima when she was 13 years
old.
Her story was written two years
after that day while her memories were
still vivid and the trauma still strong. It
neither moralises nor offers solutions.
It is simply a plea against war.
“I began my second life in Hiroshima
as a sad and lonesome child with no one
to play with, no one to love. I yearned
to return to Honolulu to meet my
classmates and to see again the places
where I had spent such pleasurable
time, especially my school.” …
“Why was it destined to be that
America, whom I loved, should kill my
husband and a daughter? Why wasn’t I
killed by the same bomb? Life until the
day was pleasant. But why this terrible
ending?
“Hatred arose within me – hatred

for the atomic bomb which caused my
8-year-old daughter to suffer horribly
for two or three days before she
mercifully passed away.” …

*************
The morning of 6 August, 1945, broke
clear and bright. I woke up at about half
past five, made breakfast and called my
husband and daughters to come down.
My husband came down saying how
tired he was, as he had been up several
times the night before because of airraid alarms …
My husband got ready to go to
the centre of the city where the girls
and boys of all the high schools in
Hiroshima were to be gathered to help
with community projects. He called to
Yoko in the bathroom: “Yoko, the airraid alarm is over. Go to school.” Those
were his last words. Yoko asked from
the bathroom: “Mommy, what time is
it now?” I raised my eyes and saw her
face smiling and looking at me from
the bathtub. She was a pretty girl.” …
Coming out of the bath, she went
into the dining room and put on the

dress I had made for her a few days
before. Putting on her hat, she came into
the kitchen where I was, and picking up
a postcard from the shelf, said to me:
“I’m going, Mommy. I’ll mail this card
for you.” Those were the last words she
said. I can never forget these words.
She had tried to help me in her last
moments. …
Eiko still remained playing in the
bathroom when I heard the low, dull
sounds of the B29 passing right over my
head … [T]he sky suddenly grew dark
as night, there was a bright flash, like
lightning, brighter than the summer
morning sunshine, and a sound like
lightning striking the ground.
I unconsciously put my hands over
my face and fell prostrate on the floor
mat. The ceiling came tumbling down
over my head. For a minute I lay there.
… “Eiko, where are you?” I cried out
as soon as I got up. Though blood was
trickling down over my right eye I
did not feel any pain. Eiko was in the
next room, naked, covered with dust,
enclosed in a nest of broken timbers. I
pulled her out and looked around us in

horror … It was a miracle that Eiko was
not hurt. She had only a few scratches
on her back but was so frightened that
she held me tightly. Holding her, I went
out of our house and looked around.
“How far I can see,” I thought first. The
roof of the house next door lay at my
feet. Everywhere were tiles of houses. …
From among the ruins a young
woman came staggering towards us
like a ghost. Her face was white as a
sheet and her arms were outstretched
in the air. A woman with only her
petticoat on came out of a broken
house. She, seeing me, screamed and
cried: “Madam, I was putting on my
dress when it fell!”… Then I saw the
woman’s husband coming out. He was
naked except for his shorts, and came
out slowly looking blankly into the air.
His body was covered from head to foot
with blood … In the street a man was
lying down dead. Many men, women
and children were walking about. Most
of them were terribly hurt. They made
an awful sight, especially the women
whose hair tumbled down over their
shoulders, with blood streaming over

them …
I tried to go to Yoko’s school. To get
there we had to go through the burning
houses but Eiko cried that she was
afraid and pulled me back. I did not
know what to do and just stood there
… But now I wonder why I didn’t let her
stay in a safe place, or give her to one of
our neighbours and go to rescue Yoko.
Why didn’t I go through the flames to
the school? I could have found a way to
go through the fire. Yoko might have
been waiting for me. Was it only Eiko
that stopped me, or was I afraid of the
fire? …
At the bridge there were crowds
of people walking about. Among them
were a number of young boys. Their
heads were swollen to about twice
their ordinary size, their eyes small,
eyelids thick and their lips swollen and
thick. Their clothes were torn, their
faces black as if covered with soot. The
skin of some of them had peeled off as
from boiled potatoes. Considering their
ages they should be the students that
met the holocaust while working in the
centre of the city. They might have >
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been the boys my husband had taught.
They had run away from the city, but
the following day they all died. Some
on the road, some in the schools and
town halls, some of the more fortunate
in their homes.
Crossing the bridge I went into
Hiroshima. Many more people were
there. Many burned red lying in the
street, some pulling carts on which the
wounded were lying. All of them had
their clothes shredded off. In a small
stone house a man was lying down on
his back, writhing and pumping his
arms and feet up and down, crying:
“It burns, it burns!” I cannot forget his
voice. On the same night my Yoko might
have been crying: “Mommy, it burns!” I
eventually came back to where we had
lived. Nothing remained. I next went
to Yoko’s school but there was nothing
but the remains of burning timbers. It
was becoming dark and, being afraid,
I started to return. … I went back
to Takasu and slept worrying and
wondering what had become of Yoko. …
When I arrived at the town of
Arate I looked into all the rooms of
the primary school. What a horrible
sight it was! The rooms were filled
with men, women and children, most
of them dead, some burned black, some
red, some lying on their backs, some
prostrate, some with their arms and
legs up in the air, crammed up to the
wall. The floor was strewn with blood.
I looked into the faces of small children
most fearfully, thinking each might be
my daughter. Near the entrance door,
a man in a doctor’s gown and a nurse
were carrying out dead bodies in
silence. They both looked very angry
and frustrated. …
On my way back I went into the
town of Kusatsu, this being the only
town I did not look into that morning.
I went into the primary school and
looked into all the rooms. Not finding
her, I went into the teachers’ staff room
where the names of the refugees were
registered. There I found the name Yoko
Yamamoto written plainly on a sheet
of paper! My heart racing I asked the
man in the room if she was there. He
said: “The names on this sheet were
written yesterday when they came
from the city. But when we called the
roll this morning, they were not here.
They may be already dead and carried

.
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away, or they may have left. Many who
were not seriously wounded left. Look
for her again.” I rushed to the rooms
again to look. Many people badly hurt
and burned were calling for water but
I could not bring water to them, not
until I could find my daughter. After the
search in vain, thinking she might have
gone to that house in Takasu, I hurried
home but I could not find Yoko there.
I again spent another miserable night,
waiting for dawn.
The next morning, 8 August, I
started out again for Kusatsu. At the
Kusatsu Primary School I searched
again but in vain. I heard there that a
little girl of 8 had died that morning,
and still I did not think that it might be
her. It is strange that we always hope
for the best even when we have lost
all hope. … I went into the house and
there, between the bodies of two big
men, lay Yoko.
She was bound up in a straw mat
lying on her side as if asleep. She was
wearing a dress made of material with
a design of green and purple flowers.
I myself had made it for her. It was
unmistakeably my Yoko! Her eyes
were closed, her lips a little swollen
but she was the same Yoko that I loved
so, and who loved me. She used to say:
“Mommy, I love you better than anyone
in the whole world. Even if you scold
me, I love you.” Her whole body was
white, not black as others, but her
cheeks which used to be so pretty were
burned, as were her arms and legs. Her
stomach was flat as if she had not eaten
for some days.
I do not know why I did not go crazy
at the sight. I cried aloud. I walked up
and down and asked someone to take
her home for me. No one took any notice
of me. There were so many dead that the
death of one little child mattered little.
They told me to calm down because I
was not the only woman who had lost
her child, and to wait unil they could
have her body cremated. Considering
that I had no house to take her to, I
thought it better to wait and to have
her cremated there. A woman told me
that her child had died that morning,
and that there was another little girl
who was crying: “Water, water,” to her
dying moment.
It must have been Yoko. She must
have suffered for two whole days crying

for her father and mother, crying for
water and food. …
I went back to Takasu and with
Eiko went to the school where my
husband had taught. Everything had
been burned, and a temporary office
was set up. … There I learned that my
husband was killed along with 300 of
his students near the centre of the city.
His fountain pen, notebook, several
letters and the lock of his bicycle were
found at the spot. “You can perhaps find
his ashes there. The army burned all the
bodies and bigger ones may be his.” …
I had no desire to go and search for his
ashes. If he was still there, dead or alive,
I would have gone at once. …
The next day I went with Eiko to
Miyajima. I had made up my mind to
drown myself and Eiko there. …
She, the little angel, was splashing
and running in the water as if nothing
had happened. I felt she had as much
right to live as any other child. I could
not tear myself away from her – yet I
could not take her with me to death.
Ever since I have lived between the
dead and living, wishing to go to my
husband and Yoko and yet, looking at
Eiko’s innocent face I did not have the
heart to kill her or to leave her alone
at the mercy of this cruel, cold world.
And yet when I think of Yoko’s death, I
could not but feel guilty.
What must the Almighty have been
thinking of to have allowed such hell to
be inflicted? …
I can’t help but think of the mothers
and wives in America who also
sacrificed husbands and sons and
perhaps can to some extent rationalise
the use of The Bomb. But, oh, if they
could only have seen the savagery and
cruelty of the nuclear weapon. If only
they could have understood the trauma
and the lasting misery the atomic bomb
left behind, nobody would think to use
the atomic bomb again in this world!
Will this senseless butchery of war
never end?
Epilogue
This is a very much abridged version
of the document. If anybody wishes to
have the full account of this horrible
story, I can supply it. B.B.
Nobuko Yamamoto died in Hiroshima
in 1978 at the age of 70.
ʘ

Presention to Sue White
Members of the SRA committee present a picture of the
Post Office and Store by local artist Monique Morey.
The committee bought it for Sue White as a token of
appreciation for her and husband Greig’s 13 years at
Somers Post Office and for making a visit to collect the mail
such an enjoyable experience.
Pictured left to right are: Margaret McCutcheon,
committee members Jenny Cole, Sue Mansie, SRA secretary
Ray McCutcheon, John Copeland and SRA vice-president
Denis Aylward, who made the presentation, with Sue White,
centre.

Flinders Store

This was the Post Office Store in Flinders in about 1910. The
car is a French Renault of that period and it is interesting
to see the Union Jack flying. Possibly this was because the
store owner, ‘Hooky’ Simmonds who had a hook replacing a
missing hand, still felt a strong attachment to the land of his
birth. He was a kind person and would give sweets and dates
to children on their way home from school. At Christmas, he
allowed customers to select their own Christmas gift from the
store.
To speed delivery of newspapers to Flinders, airmail
delivery was tried. A white sheet was placed in front of the
store at dusk with the hope that the bundle of Heralds would
be accurately dropped thereon. The plane was late and
overshot the mark, landing on the 11th fairway. To make the
best of a bad situation the pilot conducted joy flights for the
next few days. Aerial delivery was continued for some weeks
in the 1920s.
From Bruce Bennett’s The Old General Store.

Road to Flinders

This was the road to Flinders from Balnarring. As to the make
of car, it is difficult to be sure but it could be the Renault seen
in the other picture or perhaps a French Berliet for which
there was an agency at the Balnarring Garage owned by Bill
Stone (Ron Stone’s brother).

.
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Singing, the
Look after our
best medicine beach-nesting Plovers
BARRINGTON PLINTH

ROGER RICHARDS

W

e’ve become a nation of watchers.
We watch sport, we watch movies
and television but we don’t DO anything.
Well there is something we can do and
it’s wonderfully satisfying, and that is
singing.
The Balnarring (Probus) Men’s
Choir meets in the Pavilion at the
Stone Reserve on Camphill Road every
Thursday at 7pm and we sing good old
songs and new ones with the strength
of heart and lung. Don’t tell us you can’t
sing. Half our choristers said that and
they all found that they could and they
love it. Come along, we’ll give you a song
book and YOU can sit at the back and
give it a try. Go on! 		
ʘ

Somers
Arts Fair
sponsorship

T

he Somers Primary School is getting
ready to put on its only fundraising
event of the year, the Somers Arts Fair.
Thanks to the tireless work of the school,
associated parents, and the Somers
Community, the Somers Arts Fair has
become a hugely successful event on
the Mornington Peninsula’s calendar.
The success of the school is in
large part a result of the success of the
Arts Fair. Vital equipment and school
progams, which are the envy of many
schools nationwide and which would
otherwise be impossible for the school
to afford, are funded with money raised
by the Arts Fair.
The Somers Arts Fair Committee
is seeking support from the Somers
Community in the form of Sponsorship.
If you are interested in sponsoring
the Arts Fair, please direct enquiries
to: www.somersartsfair.com
ʘ
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’Birdlife’ – Red-capped Plover pair.

I

f you go down to the mouth of Coolart Creek at fairly low tide you may
encounter the little Red-capped Plovers as I did on Monday 25 May when I
saw six. Fortunately at this time of year
with fewer people on the beach, there is
less pressure on this charismatic little
beach-nesting bird. I think it is quite
amazing and special that they still come
to this spot when there is so much human activity.
You can watch them feeding for
hours as they rush along the water’s
edge, then stop abruptly, before darting
forward again. Unlike most plover
species, the male is distinct from the
female with a more rufous head.
Two species of small plover breed
on the Mornington Peninsula beaches,
the Red-capped Plover and the nearthreatened Hooded Plover (the Hoodie).
They both lay their eggs directly on the
sand in a simple shallow nest scrape
somewhere above the high-tide mark.
Plovers are visual foragers. They pick

Garden desiGn,
consultation
& rejuvenation
Libby 0413 807 947

their food from the surface. And both
species have large eyes in a rounded
head, a short neck, a short stubby bill
and a rotund body.
The Red-capped Plover is the most
widespread plover in Australia and
like the Hoodie is found in no other
country. The Red-capped still breeds
on the sand strip between Balnarring
and Somers. Here they are threatened
by human activity, dogs off leashes
and horses. Numbers are fewer today
than 25 years ago. There is a strong
argument for providing leash-free areas
well away from their breeding grounds
and strictly policing dog-free breeding
grounds for beach-nesting birds.
The late Graeme Pizzey used to see
Hooded Plovers on the beach in front
of Coolart till about 40 years ago but
they have long disappeared from this
strip, their few remaining breeding
spots on the Peninsula are between
Shoreham and Portsea. ‘Friends of
the Hoodie’ have worked tirelessly
to protect them.
We have to be particularly careful
during the local breeding season from
September to January because their
small, speckled, well-camouflaged
eggs are easily missed and trodden on.
If you would like to know more,
or in fact volunteer to help Beach
Nesting Birds of any species contact
Grainne McGuire of Birdlife Australia
at: info@birdlife.org.au
If you are interested in becoming
a Friend of the Hooded Plover on the
Mornington Peninsula contact Lois at:
hploversmornpen@gmail.com

Roger Richards – Red-capped Plover juvenile at Somers.

Roger Richards – Hooded Plover at Portsea.

‘Birdlife’ – Red-capped Plover eggs.

Roger Richards – Red-capped Plover male at Somers
foreshore.

‘Birdlife’ – Red-capped Plover female on nest.

ʘ
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Chicago,
Chicago
ROGER JAMES

“T

hat toddlin’ town” or ‘My Kind of
Town’, as Frank Sinatra used to
croon. Almost every place in the United
States is recognised through song, but
more of that later.
My family (wife Cristine and sons
Simon and Adam – then aged 4 and 2)
and I arrived in Chicago in March 1981,
where I was to take up my appointment
as a Trade Commissioner, responsible
for the promotion of Australia’s
business interests throughout the
Mid-West – the heartland of America.
T he ver y day of our ar r ival
coincided with the assassination
attempt on President Reagan which
was broadcast on live television.
Fortunately he survived, though two
of his aides were seriously wounded.
We moved initially into a house in
the leafy lakeside suburb of Winnetka
(immortalised in 1938 through the
song ‘Big Noise from Winnetka’) before
taking up longer-term residence in the
village of Lincolnshire, a community
not unlike Somers, relatively affluent
w it h an absence of commercial
development.
However it was also racially
24
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segregated (as was much of the
United States) and at that time was
an exclusively white enclave. Our
neighbours were mostly executives,
lawyers and commodity traders, who
thought nothing of making a million
dollars one day and losing it (and more)
the next!
The reality of segregation was very
evident in those days and no better
exemplified than by the experience
of my Australian colleague who early
in his term of duty was riding the ‘EL’,
Chicago’s elevated rail system, when
he realised that his fellow passengers
were no longer 95% white but 95%
black. He was told in no uncertain
terms to get off!
The downside of living in the
tranquil environment of Lincolnshire
was the lengthy commute which I
experienced daily. A five-mile drive
to the nearest station, then a fortyf ive-minute ride on the doubledecker Chicago and North-Western
train, an experience only alleviated
by the conductors (yes, they still
existed), many of whom would sing
out the names of the stations as we
approached. Yet more evidence of the
importance of singing in this culture.
The final leg of this odyssey was a
half-hour trek across the city centre
which was fine in the summer months,
but horrendous in the winter, when
temperatures regularly fell to well
below freezing and the wind chill was
brutal.
The alternative was to take a bus
across the Loop, but that had its own
challenges, such as the day when two
armed gunmen boarded the service
and politely relieved all passengers
of their wallets, watches and other
valuables. I preferred to walk!
The Australian communit y in
Chicago was quite small, but made a
considerable impact on local life, none
more so than when the America’s Cup
was wrested from the New York Yacht
Club in 1983.
The Australian–American Wine
Club met regularly for convivial
functions and attempted to dispel the
misconceptions about Australian wine,
whose reputation had been damaged
by the marketing of ‘Kanga Rouge’ for
under $2 per bottle. It wasn’t worth
even that price!

Each summer, the Wine Club
would convene at the rural property
of the Australian swimming great
Jon Henricks (two gold medals at
the Melbourne Olympics) who would
barbecue succulent legs of lamb (a
delicacy unknown to most Americans)
with delicious ears of Illinois corn, sold
for 3 cents each.
The Australian community was
also greatly enhanced by the arrival
of representatives of the major banks,
ANZ , West pac and the National
Australia Bank. They each helped to
raise the profile of Australia in the MidWest and contributed substantially to
expatriate social life.
One incident however, revealed
the cultural and linguistic differences
between Australians and Americans.
We had soon become aware of the
terminology, elevator for a lift, gasoline
for petrol and automobile for car, as
examples.
But it was only when one of our
bankers invited a host of senior
American executives to a fancy dress
function at his home that the absurd
happened. Imagine the shock and
horror of the Americans in formal
attire arriving at an elegant suburban
home to be greeted at the front door by
Superman and his attractive wife, clad
only in strategically placed balloons!
It became immediately evident that
fancy dress in the United States means
tuxedos and ballgowns!
A mer ic a n humour wa s ver y
dif ferent f rom Aust ra lian, and
apart from Fawlty Towers (which
seemed to be universal), was hard to
communicate let alone understand.
One exception was a local humourist
named Charles Osgood, who
contributed some exceptional pieces
to a variety of publications and entitled
his book Nothing Could Be Finer than a
Crisis Which is Minor … in the Morning.
Another example of the influence of
music in American culture.
Chicago was also renowned for its
influential clubs and I had the privilege
of becoming a member of two of them.
The Cliff-Dwellers Club, above trendy
Michigan Avenue, was populated by
an eclectic collection of artists and
writers and was the regular haunt of
the aforementioned Wine Club.
The Tavern Club on the other hand

was very much up-market and was
frequented by corporate chairmen,
painters, architects, newspapermen,
broadcast executives, law partners,
high-ranking politicians and the Irish
Consul General, who seemed to be in
permanent residence. Contacts made
there were invaluable in developing
business networks. However the Club
had the anachronistic rule of excluding
women until after 4pm. I wonder if
that form of blatant discrimination
still exists?
The Australian Consulate-General
was located in a skyscraper on Wacker
Drive, which was a source of mirth
for visiting Australians. The fact
that most Chicagoans had only a
vague knowledge of Australia was
exemplified in a number of ways. On
one occasion, I was complimented
on my excellent command of English
and the Austrian Trade Commissioner
and I regularly received each other’s
correspondence and invitations. In an
article for the local newspaper, it was
revealed that I was missing the ocean
and mountains (sic) of my native land.
After just over three years it was
time to depart and while we had
enjoyed life in America, we never
integrated into American society.
Our sons soon cast off their American
accents and became true Aussies.
The American attitude was perhaps
best summed up by a neighbour who
announced that “it’s not worth making
friends with you because you will soon
be leaving”. Strange but true!
This is the first in a series of occasional
articles on life as an Australian Trade
Commissioner in various locations
around the world.		
ʘ

Somers Arts Fair
CATRIONA WARMBRUNN

A

s a relative newcomer to the town
of Somers, I’ve learned there are
a number of things that make it an
extraordinary place to live. Firstly and
most obviously, there is the quiet seaside beauty of a town only an hour
from Melbourne. There are the dirt
roads, the possibility of seeing a koala
or an echidna in the course of a day,
the plethora of bird life. However, it
doesn’t take long for a more subtle
difference to manifest itself.
Somers is unusual in this day
and age for its strong sense of active
community in its broadest sense. All
age groups have a sense of purpose
and it is a place of much activity, a lot
of which revolves around the three
main hubs: Somers General Store,
the Yacht Club and Somers Primary
School.
The town of Somers knows how
lucky it is to have one of the most
out st anding primar y schools in
Australia; it was named as one of the
top 100 primary schools in Australia
in 2013 and its numbers have swelled
significantly in a relatively short time.
Even more importantly, it has made
as its main focus extracting the best
from its pupils, whatever their talents.
Ever y student is important, and
effort is rewarded and recognised.
Maintaining the standard the staff
have set for themselves in educating
the children of the school, particularly
given its rapid growth, requires a lot
of thought and planning, and thinking
outside normal, accepted parameters.
The school invests a large sum of
money in extra staff, equipment and
programs to meet the requirements
of its students; more than its funding
allows. Part of the success of their
efforts shines a light on another
aspect that makes Somers a unique
school and community.
The Somers Arts Fair, now in its
13th year, has a committee of over
40 parents and teachers, who all
volunteer their time to make the Arts
Fair the great success it has become.

In typical Somers fashion, the Arts
Fair is no ordinary fete. Last year, over
5000 people enjoyed the rich diversity
of art on display, great gourmet food
and wine for which the Mornington
Peninsula is justly renowned, live
enter t ainment, st alls, children’s
activities and workshops.
Many of t hose who at tended
were visitors to the area, but it
was noticeable last year, as it is
every year, how the population of
Somers turned out to support their
school. The auction of art generously
donated by Peninsula artists was
well supported and many works of
art from the auction and exhibition
g race t he walls of local homes.
The famous totem poles dot lawns
all over Somers and many visitors
to our village must wonder at the
much higher than average number of
magnificent sculptures in the gardens
of the town!
This year the Arts Fair is on Sunday,
25 October. It will be another great
event and hopefully the crowds will
come and enjoy a day where there is a
real emphasis on family and a friendly
environment in which to indulge
their inner artist, sample gourmet
delights, listen to great music and
wander among the stalls, knowing
that their children are having as much
fun as they are with all the activities
on offer … and knowing also that they
are ensuring Somers Primary School
continues to thrive.
ʘ
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Five reasons to reconsider
removing spiders
from your home
1/8 Sovereign Drive
Hastings Vic 3915
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STEVE WILLIAMS

W

hile the media is giving readers
tips on how to get rid of spiders,
here are a few reasons why we might
want to be a bit more accommodating

to our eight-legged friends, especially
because as our climate changes it’s likely
we’ll be seeing a greater influx in the
coming years.

1. Spiders eat insects
You may not like spiders, but you have
to admit that on the whole they’re fairly
innocuous. While the occasional crawl
across the rug or descent from the
ceiling might send some into a panic,
spiders are nowhere near as bothersome
as say crane flies or other flying species
of insects that can cause sleepless
nights and general annoyance during
the autumn months. If you allow a few
spiders to remain in your home, they
will naturally prey on insects – and in
the late summer months may even be
helpful in warding off wasps and other
stinging bugs.

2. Spiders eat spiders
Even if you are deathly afraid of spiders,
it might be worth making your peace
with the spiders that you already do have
in your home. Why? Spiders are
notoriously territorial and will defend,
often to the death, their patch. If you
have house spiders around right now
and you are worried about an influx of
invasive spiders from outside, count
your existing arachnid tenants among
your allies. In fact, many common (large)
cellar spiders are capable of fending
off species like the false widow which,
because of its venomous nature, is the
spider many press reports are trying to
raise the alarm about – even though it’s
highly unlikely that the bite from a false
widow will cause anything other than
the mild to moderate irritation people
experience from a bee sting.

3. Spiders can help safeguard you
and your pets from diseases
While spiders in your home should in
no way be classed as your first line of
defense against insect-transmitted
diseases, they can help by virtue of
keeping away pests that might bite
humans and pass on certain infections.
As spiders also feed on insects like fleas,
they could be useful for your canine or
feline friends if a stray flea ever did make
it past your flea-control methods.
4. Spider webs are awesome
Spider webs come in many shapes
and sizes, and some research shows
that a spider’s health can affect how
well it constructs a web. Historically,
scientists have even researched what
effects various drugs might have on >
27
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our own perception by giving spiders
trace amounts of said drugs and then
watching them spin webs – and the
results were pretty astonishing.
Standing back and remarking at just
how amazing it is that spiders are able
to weave such complex patterns may be
enough to make you think twice about
ousting a spider. In addition, considering
the weight of spider silk and then
thinking about equivalent weight-tostrength ratios among human-produced
fibres, spider silk is actually stronger
than steel. That might be a reason to
marvel – if only for a while – before
dusting away those hard-spun cobwebs.

5. Spiders don’t want to fight with you
Spiders are by nature often quite timid.
Even if you are seeing an influx of larger
spiders that you don’t normally see
around your home, it’s unlikely they
will cause you any problems at all. In
fact, as evidenced by the above, they may
actually be doing you quite a lot of good.
Bonus point:
Come on, they’re kind of cute!
Sum of Us, 21 Sept. 2015

Read more: http://www.care2.com/
causes/5-reasons-to-rethink-gettingrid-of-spiders-from-your-home.htm ʘ

Journal
extracts
JIMMY JAMES

These journal entries relate the
fascinating thought processes of
a person enduring the return of
lymphoma and its treatment. They
describe how he feels when he thinks
he will soon die and how he will deal
with it.
6 Oct. 1997
I went in to see John Sullivan and
had a CT scan after he had examined
me thoroughly. The lymphoma has
recurred. My options are to do nothing
and his estimate of survival time is six
months. Or I can have another series
of chemo, perhaps three shots and
see what happens. John’s estimate of
survival time is, say 12 months in that
case. I decided to give it a go.
I do not feel a shock or anything like
that. Just, well, I suppose I am blocking
it out and really don’t know what I feel.
I can laugh and think and carry on life
just as before, without really seeming
to be different. But I am different.

Thought
I would that I could say, OK, I’m going
to die. That is OK. I have lived my life
and it has been a good life. I have done
what I can. I have tried. I have fought
the good fight. My life is finished, now
let me die. Like Sohrab, “Draw forth the
steel and let the blood flow free, and so
to die.” So have I lived, now let me die
without having to go through a long,
drawn-out process.
Then, in another way, I want to die
so that the struggle is finished. No
more having to earn a living. No more
struggle to cope. I can put all that
behind. I can stop worrying about this
child or that. It is their life and their
struggle and I can pass it over and be
no longer involved.

.
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Undated but before my 70th birthday
A dream – the water of life
I dreamed of an elegant woman dressed
in a black suit and with black stockings.

She stepped into a pond and scooped up
a jug of water. She was rather lovely. Tall
and slim and most elegant. She has no
concern for her clothing but steps into the
water and, standing there at the junction
of the conscious/unconscious, she scoops
up a jug of the water of life.
8 Oct. ’97 Whose birthday?
Today I am 70 years of age. This is the
long-awaited day. Three score years
and ten. The Biblical completion. Is it a
completion for me or is it a springboard
to an even more creative period of my
life? Shall I see the turn of the century?
This seemed problematical when I was
a boy and postulated this very question.
It is still problematical.
2.15 a.m. 11/12 Oct. ’97
Confusion in alternatives,
happiness in acceptance
I had a dream in which an alternative
was presented to me, and I accepted it.
Another alternative and then another
and another in unending succession,
so that I became confused and unable
to judge what was best and most
acceptable.
I woke my wife and told of the dream
and I concluded: “There is no happiness
but to accept what one is given and to
bear with that.”

15 Oct. ’97		
Therapy session
On Monday, in session, I spoke with
Stephen of the resurgence of the
lymphoma. I told of my feelings
about death and the limited time left
for me according to John Sullivan’s
expectation. I said that John does not
know me as I am but as a patient with
a statistical expectation of life. That
I had many reasons to live but little
of the driving, aggressive push to live
at any cost. I spoke of my antipathy to
chemotherapy. I spoke also of the lack of
understanding of my neighbour, when
he said I can beat this. He doesn’t know
a bee from a bull’s foot.
My sister, Helen, told me of a London
test or perhaps treatment, which is
specific and most successful for NonHodgkins Lymphoma. Not yet available
in Australia, but sounds promising.
Today, at Gawler, I suggested that
I am not fully committed to ‘no more
medical treatment’, but am moving in
that direction.

16 Oct. ’97 10 p.m.
I wish I could die in my sleep
As I walked to the bathroom just now,
having undressed preparatory to going
to bed, I heard myself say to myself: “I
wish I could die in my sleep.”
This seems to contradict much of
what I consciously think – that I want
to be aware of my death and willing to
die. It seems to say, I don’t mind dying,
I just don’t want to be there when it
happens – a la Woody Allen. It also
seems to suggest something I don’t
want to face.
Guilt at leaving my wife behind?
Sometimes it seems that I use her as
my reason for wanting to live. Perhaps
this is just a ploy to exonerate myself.
Or perhaps it is an expression of a
paradoxical dualism in my personality.
Sunday 10 p.m.
The road to Gundagai
Tonight, at the traffic lights on the way
to son’s home for dinner, I started to
sing ‘On the Road to Gundagai’, with the
words, “Where my Mummy and Daddy
are waiting for me and the pals of my
childhood once more I shall see.”
Monday morning 20 Oct. ’97
I had a small bleed from the bowel this
morning. My eye is sore again.

Sunday 26 Oct. ’97
Bargaining and why me?
During the night I found myself in a
bargaining process, almost as if I was
saying to some omnipotent power,
“Give me this and I will give you that.”
Bargaining to hang on to life.
Yesterday I was engaged in a “Why
me?” process. Also I found myself
questioning the matter and saying,
“It’s not fair that I should have a term
set on my life.”
Why me? I don’t mind dying, but not
yet. Pain is an imposition, why can’t it
just be a nice clean process like going
to sleep? Even the prospect of pain is
mortifying.

6.30 a.m.
On returning to bed
I had two little flashes of dreaming:
•
A young man, very fair and
tall, came to the side of the bed and,
leaning down, looked past my wife,
intently at me, from quite close and
then rose and left.

• It seems to be presaging death,
but he comes as a young man, rather
than the traditional aspect with a
scythe. My wife made a comment that
they were angels. Well???

Sat. 22 Nov. ’97 FMH 8 p.m.
Adriamycin and Vincristine have
gone in and Cyclophosphamide is
proceeding.
My wife says that I am pretty
grumpy. I t alked w ith JS today
regarding the process. The lymphoma
can be controlled for a period, unstated
but limited, or so I think. Then, when
the chemo ceases to be effective we
will use steroids. Perhaps 12 months
down the track, the tumor will have
grown to the extent that it is blocking
vital functions and it will be necessary
to introduce palliative treatment.
Vomiting, soiling of clothes and bedding
will take place. I shall be uncomfortable
and will find it difficult at home. It will
be extremely demanding on my carers
and on myself, and hospital is definitely
recommended for their sake and for
my own. Somewhere along the way a
decision will have to be made whether
to continue to battle on and endure or
to hasten the process.
Talking with my wife, she said,
“That’s why you need to sign the
enduring power of attorney.” There
seemed to be a small half smile
on her face, the kind I try to hide
when it happens to me. It’s like a
triumphant smile, which I don’t want
to acknowledge, as it seems that I am
engaged in competition and have won
and am happy to have won, rather than
happy to serve the other. Anyway,
whatever the objective facts are, that
was how I experienced it. I bridled and
said that I would not sign it. It is my
decision to make, unwanted as it may
be. It is not a decision I intend to pass
on to anyone else while I can avoid
doing so. Welcome or not, I have to
make the decision and abide the issue.
‘Take what you want and pay the price,’
says a Spanish proverb, quoting God.
Well, I cannot give that responsibility
to someone else.
My wife is upset because I was
emphatic and took my stance without
any suggestion of compromise. She
thinks I was being nasty. “You don’t
have to be nasty” is what she said,

but I don’t think I was being nasty.
I am laying out my boundaries so
that there is no loophole. So that
misunderstanding does not occur. So
that my rights and my responsibilities
are recognised and understood and
that what takes place, takes place
according to my expressed wishes. If I
choose to die sooner rather than endure
pain, suffering and discomfort beyond
a point that I consider acceptable, then
that should be my decision, taken by
myself at the time and as freely taken
as I can manage. Anything less is not
on. If I choose to endure then again it is
my decision and I bear suffering which
the decision entails.
When I die I don’t want people
carrying a burden of guilt which
accrues from my refusal to accept what
is my responsibility. I don’t know that
I even want their advice. I want their
support and understanding in so far as
they can understand, and it may be that
that is beyond their capacity. In that
case their support is plenty and all I can
ask. Anyway, it is all hypothetical and
hypothetical questions are notoriously
difficult to answer.
Now I wonder about the decision.
I don’t think I should be bound by any
hard and fast rules, religious or other. Is
it moral to choose to die? Is it moral to
accept an impersonal rule? In my own
mind I think authoritarian constraints
do not have validity at such a time. It
is my prerogative to make a choice in
certain circumstances. I have prepared
for death for quite a long time and I am
as prepared as I rationally can expect
to be. The undetermined aspect is my
unconscious. This will be revealed in
my dreams or in the event.
Judging by past performance, I will
hang on to my life pretty tenaciously. I
will not depart easily or without strong
or even stern resistance to death.
31 Aug. 2015 3.30 a.m.
Well, I survived that lot and now I have
to do it again. Now, after 18 years the
need has arisen, once more, to face the
inevitable. I don’t think, now, that my
‘strong or even stern resistance’ had
anything to do with dying or not dying.
I was just lucky. This time I am older
and more frail and I think that, perhaps,
the time has come.		
ʘ
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Our long-lived
monarch
BETTY BROADBENT

I

t was in the 1950s – I was 23 years
old, staunchly anti-monarchist at
that time, and in a London theatre
attending a performance of Anthony
and Cleopatra. We were all waiting for
the curtains to go up when a call came
out that the Queen was just about to
make an unexpected appearance.
Naturally we all stood up and waited
in anticipation. My seat was in the
very row that the Queen was to make
her way. Her Usher, calling out “Make
way for the Queen!” strode in front
of her, a man of not inconsiderable
strength and muscle – I happened to
be standing slightly in her Majesty’s
way and I received a great thump
on my back which threw me onto
the upturned theatre seats. I was
not much impressed but my mood
changed when the Queen passed
almost within my touch. I shall never
forget her sparkling blue eyes, lovely
complexion and her expression of
excitement and love of life.
My nex t ‘encounter ’ w ith the
Queen was when I was the Editor of
the Snowy Mountains Hydro Electric
Scheme’s House Magazine in 1962.
The Queen and Prince Phillip made
a tour of the Snowy Scheme and I
was given the task of sorting out
and captioning the photographs of
the event.

.
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Henry, who was employed by the Snowy as an electrical
engineer at the time, recalls that the Royal Party was
housed at Island Bend for a few days. To ensure hot water
from the very cold mountain streams the electricians
put two electric heaters in series for their bathroom. It
was all very low key. The postman was invited inside
to make his deliveries and chat to the Queen and Duke.
The areas where the Royal Party was arranged to pass
were sprayed for a week before their tour in order to kill
the flies and we were told that the royal ‘thrones’ of the
toilet blocks on the way were painted gold. Probably a
furphy! Some who had studied the royal tour went to
Eucumbene Dam where they were able to meet the Queen,
who chatted in her amiable fashion.
Others took the opportunity to make a trip to Sydney
to see family and the like. There must have been a
considerable number of these because the Duke was
not impressed by the small crowd gathered at the Cooma
airport. He asked: “Are they all here?” He was told they
were. A noble lie?				
ʘ

.

31

The winch

was clattering and writhing.
The boat squatted half way up the beach in a bed of clawing
seaweed. A tractor and a four-wheel drive concluded the
extraction for the boat’s winter maintenance to proceed
in the safety of the compound. The state of the winch was
a bigger, if less urgent, problem that was to become mine.
My boat was to come up one day and self interest is a great
motivator.
Your boat attaches to a cable that wraps around the winch
drum which is rotated by the gearbox, which is coupled to
a three-phase electric motor. The winch and motor mount
on a steel C-section frame that is bolted to a concrete pad
weighing about half a car. The steel frame after a couple of
decades near the salty sea had half dissolved into rust. The
upcoming boat twisted the weakened frame throwing the
motor out of whack to create the racket to stop this lark.
Thus the problem is defined.
Up the road a bit the Men’s Shed gathers weekly over
a glass to recall how good we once were, the progress of
various car rebuilds, grump over the nation state council or
new neighbour, and host ‘brag and boast’ sessions of recent
travels. They say ‘if you’re the smartest in the room you’re
in the wrong room’. In this one I’m clearly outclassed and
continually in awe of the skill and achievement of this lot.
Respectfully my new problem of the winch is shared, and
Kevin says he’ll look at it. Another wants to join the Yacht
Club so he can borrow plates and everything for his wife’s
70th bash.
Next day we drop in to Ray’s with club forms and get a tour
of his progress on 120 metres of one-metre retaining wall and
walkway which has only 10m to go. He does a square metre
a day selecting a rock from the pile for fit, face and colour,
mixing the mud, laying and setting the piece for clean-up of
the grout the next day. There is the massive pergola with
clear roof sturdily mounted to the house roof and columns
to cope with wind, and admirable neat cuts of the rafters
despite compound angles and weight. The Potting Shed is a
quiet cozy place with hot-and-cold running water, then there
is the gazebo in the backyard with massive old pier piles and
shingled pitched roof. My girl asks if he was a builder. He says
“had to make a few factories when needed, but if you are an
engineer you can sort of make anything”. His offhandedness
didn’t bother with the qualities of drive, energy, persistence
and a couple of spare dollars that make it happen.
The winch pad is descaled of rust, rust converted, killrust
painted. The next week engineer (ret’d) Kevin returns having
looked, measured, bought, cut, and drilled the new steel
frames for me to prepare and paint. A new shock-absorbing
coupling element, or spider, is needed but that company went
out of business 10 years ago and there are no spares. We
meet at his place to mourn this obstacle over his fine brewed
coffee and many digestive biscuits. A tour of his workshop
where relics of the industrial age enable him to literally make
anything, even like the needed coupling spider.
A few days later we meet and the motor is aligned, bolted,
and wiring adjusted so to comply with the texta’d labels that
‘In’ goes in, and ‘Out’ goes out. All ticketty boo. As we did
our fiddling the talk wanders through his life of Fitting and

.
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Turning, fabricating, inventing, adapting and overcoming
with things mechanical. He had showed the repetition lathe
with seven ‘heads’ that could each do a separate function:
cutting, drilling, threading, milling. Its control panel had
‘pegs’, a bit like matchsticks that, placed into the right hole,
in a matrix of 100, would ‘tell’ the machine what to do with
each of the seven work heads, and when. A hole in the shed
wall carried the machine’s feeder a few metres outside to
hold up to six metres of raw material. Having set the thing up
you’d let ’er rip and a few hours later there’d be 300 precisely
identical components all done ‘without any hands’. Exclaiming
wonderment at knowing how to make all this work was
appreciated but deprecated as “it’s all old tech, now it’s done
electronically and I must be the last one left who’d know how
to program this old, but fine beast”.
His shed was chockers with great lumps of things that
made things – the mystery of a Gear Cutter was told and its
rotations and scrapings made sense with a point and prod
and pull of its innards to describe the evolution from a lump
of steel to a cog. But my few moments of interest would bear
little competence in operation, bar the knowing of the lifetime
that their mastery had required.
So, with a lot of help from friends my winch problem was
solved, and along the way got a lesson in self reliance. It may
be unfashionable to make things, but fashions change, let’s
go build a sub, or tank, or …
TEDD WARDEN
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