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Nautilus
on the Web

Don’t forget back issues
of  the Nautilus are

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

Our purpose

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

of community and belonging by giving them an avenue of 
expression through:
•	 News relevant to Somers and the surrounding area as well 
as items of general interest.
•	 Stories and examples of local creative endeavour.
•	 Letters.

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

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

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

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

Editorial group:
Rosemary Birney
Sue Egan
Bronwen Gibbs
Bruce McCallum
Rod Nuske 
Marg Tilleard 

Correspondence:
Mail: PO Box 338, Somers, Vic. 3927
contributions@somer-nautilus.org.au
ads@somers-nautilus.org.au

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

What a year .....
Our annual report presented at our AGM in Novemeber

What a year for the Nautilus! A year of challenges and 
changes … hopefully unnoticed by our readers.

We didn’t get the year off to a good start. Ten days after the 
2014 AGM with the Christmas issue all ready for the printer 
in my computer on the car seat beside me, I was involved in 
a high-speed head-on collision with a taxi. My computer was 
destroyed and the proofed hard copy disappeared in the 
well-controlled gentle chaos.

With the help of our computer techs who retrieved what 
was possible from the hard drive and the expertise of Naomi 
Saligari, we were able to get the Christmas issue out in January.

Early in the year Del Skinner who had looked after our 
advertisers gave us her resignation in order to give more 
time to her business while allowing a little time for herself. 
We hope Del will once again send us some contributions. 
Sue Egan has stepped into Del’s shoes communicating with 
advertisers and keeping these accounts in order.

Tony Duboudin, who had been with us for many years in 
the editorial team felt that he was starting to spread himself 
too thin and with new challenges on the horizon, made his 
departure. We miss Tony’s input although he is still out there 
as a contributor.

We were back on an even keel again when in May Peter 
Hohaus, both our webmaster and keen contributor of both 
articles and photos died in a diving accident. We miss Peter 
and his many contributions. There is definitely a huge gap 
where he used to be.

Not long after this came issue 58, our third for the year. 
Halfway through production, Louise Craig was taken ill and 
Rod Nuske was hospitalised with a long term health issue. 
This time Bruce McCallum stepped in as proofreader helping 
us get to the printer on time. We have subsequently welcomed 
Bruce to our diminishing team.

Why the Paper 
Nautilus?
The Paper Nautilus shell is created by a small octopus that 

lives in the top layer of the open ocean. When it is time 
for the female to lay her eggs she creates this beautiful trans-
lucent shell using secretions from her two enlarged dorsal 
tentacles. She lays her eggs into this beautiful ‘cradle’ and 
then she climbs on board to nurture her brood as she floats 
with the current and the wind, with only her round head and 
possibly a tentacle or two protruding from the shell.

Like the little octopus (Argonauta nodosa) The Somers 
Paper Nautilus has nurtured Somers’ thoughts, dreams, 
creations and concerns for over twelve years, aiming to 
give all of Somers’ people an equal voice without rancour 
and aiming to connect the community.                ʘ

OOPS!!
We have a couple of apolgies  from our last issue.

Apologies to Florence Lee regarding the front page of the previous issue. A line of 
text fell off the first column not only making the sentence illogical but also omitting 
Florence’s full name. This is how it should have been:

‘At the September meeting of the Somers Mixed Probus Club in the 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 down 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.’
An update on the Somers Preschool “Somers Winter Market’!

The annual Preschool event was reported in the September-October Nautilus as 
raising $6,000 for the Somers Preschool. The money raised goes towards providing 
great educational opportunities for our Somers community children.

Well, we must make a correction. $16,250.61 was raised by the “Winter Market’! 
Congratulations to the Preschool committee, Coolart for generously hosting the 
event and to the Somers community for supporting and enjoying this great event.ʘ

This increase in numbers did not 
last long with Louise Craig deciding to 
step away and concentrate her energies 
in other areas, making issue 59 her last 
as copy editor and proofreader. Louise 
had been with us since the very first 
issue.

Bruce is continuing to proofread 
for us and Rosemary Birney has 
taken on the role of communicating 
with community groups and other 
contributors.

Both Rod and I are scheduled for 
further medical treatments starting in 
the next few weeks but our Christmas 
issue is currently well ahead of schedule 
and we expect to have it to the printer 
the week before Christmas.

Despite the challenges, we still 
managed to get five issues to our 
readers this year.

A community paper is an evolving 
beast as we have well experienced this 
year, and we are looking forward to 
the year ahead which will have more 
changes and hopefully not so many 
challenges. We have applied to the Shire 
for a grant to rebuild our website and 
we have been in discussion with a web 
developer on the possibilities open to 
us. While our current site serves the 
purpose of filing and making available 
all Nautilus issues, we plan for a new 
fresh look and extra features. The new 
site will have a search capability and the 
ability to become an archive of all things 
Somers. Georgie Minton has offered to 
manage the new site for us.

Karina Smith and Sally Holdsworth 
have also of fered to help with 
copyediting and proofreading so with 
Bruce we now have a copy-editing 
proofreading team.

With the challenges facing us during 
the year it was decided that each of the 
team should have an “understudy” or 
someone to share the role with, so if 
any of us again disappeared or became 
incapacitated another could easily pick 
up the mantle.

We are on our way to achieving this 
and look forward to the coming year. 
We welcome all our new team members 
and thank the hard work of departing 
members of the editorial group and 
all our contributors and advertisers 
without who there would be no paper.

Bronwen Gibbs

SRA elects a 
new, smaller 
committee 
TONY DUBOUDIN

Somers Residents’ Association has a new, 
smaller committee after an election at 

the Association’s Annual General Meeting 
at the end of November.

More than 60 members attended. 
The meeting was held at Somers Primary 
School in anticipation of a large turnout.

The President’s, Secretary’s and 
Treasurer’s positions were not contested 
but there were three nominations for the 
Vice President and 11 candidates for six 
spots on the general committee. 

The general committee, originally of 
10 members, was required under revised 
Consumer Affairs legislation to be reduced 
to six members. The general committee 
now has a gender balance of three women 
and three men.

Voting was keen, there were 188 
votes cast (including proxies) for the three 
candidates for Vice President’s position. 
The total number of proxy votes received 
was 147.

The retiring president, Kingsley Culley, 
said in his report to the AGM that the SRA 
had continued to grow over the past year 
and now had 670 members.

“It (the SRA) is highly regarded by 
the Shire for its professional approach 
to issues and is considered to be one of 
the most representative groups on the 
Peninsula. We have been fortunate in the 
strong support we have received from the 
Somers community and this is evidenced 
in part by the growth in donations we have 
received,” he said.

The new president of the SRA, Dennis 
Aylward, said he welcomed the addition 
of two new members – Tim Rintoul and 
David Lorimer - to the Association and to 
the committee.

“Tim Rintoul, with his legal 
background, moving into the Vice 
President’s position will be a great asset 
while David Lorimer, who is activity co-
ordinator at Lord Somers Camp, gives 
the committee a much wider range of 
experience,” he said.

The new SRA executive and committee:
President Dennis Aylward; Vice 

President Tim Rintoul; Treasurer Gerry 
Lewis; Secretary John Copeland.

Committee members: Jenny Cole, 
Tony Duboudin, Denise Kempster, David 
Lorimer, Simon McCall, Morag Seward. 
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Somers Pathway  -  
Can we Just Take a 
Breath?

We are a community with many 
different voices.  We need to give 

each other respect.  
I have been saddened by the 

disharmony in our village over the 
pathway issue.  The community is like 
divorcing parents who can’t agree but 
forget the most important thing – the 
child involved. Somers is our child 
and we need to be able to discuss the 

A Salutary Warning 
about wide bike paths in 
built up areas!
 
Some decades ago in a Melbourne 
suburb, our small daughter arrived 
home in a terrible state, shocked and 
quiet. None of the family could get 
her to explain. She lost her appetite. 
She did not sleep well. Several days 
later, her mangled scooter was found 
in a neighbour’s garden. Turned 
out she had been riding on the path 
and was backed into by a reversing 
car. She thought she was to blame, 
and had hidden herself and the 
scooter. The elderly driver was not 
aware of the near fatal incident.

Now in Somers, MPSC is proposing 
wide concrete paths designed for 
bikes along busy thoroughfares lined 
with private homes and drives.

Gentle soft winding paths are fine 
for most users. They would preserve 
the roadside vegetation corridors 
and can be easily maintained by 
the individual property owners at 
virtually no cost.

Suggested Solution:
•	 PEDESTRIAN/CYCLIST FRIENDLY 
COASTAL VILLAGE 
•	 SPEED LIMIT 40 K 
•	 The speed limit could apply to main 
thoroughfares, start at the end of the 
wide inter-village connecting paths, and 
could be operative with summer time 
clock changes. 
•	 The law in the city making it illegal to 
ride on footpaths, is there for a reason. 
•	 Most serious cyclists use the road, 
not bicycle paths.
•	 U s e  t h e  m o n e y  t o  s t a r t 
undergrounding the dangerous 
overhead electrical wires which are 
unsightly, expensive to maintain and 
cause fires.
•	 MPSC must instigate “proper 
process” to inform and consult with 
all the people of Somers about the “Path 
Issue”, and all other issues affecting 
residents.

Annabel Richards

Letters to the Editors issues that arise without acrimony, 
and then we may have some hope of 
an outcome that is best for Somers.  
We need to acknowledge each other’s 
differing viewpoints and try to find 
some common ground.

I don’t want to feel that I have to take 
sides.  I don’t like it when the issue is 
personalised and becomes adversarial.    
I want to see the community work 
together to find a good solution for our 
lovely coastal village.  

 A coastal strategy plan is to be done 
in the near future.  Why not request that 
the pathway be addressed in that?  At 
least then whatever the decisions made 
would be within the wider context of 
how we keep the special feel of our 
coastal villages.

Margaret Tilleard

Somers foreshore

As a former member of the Somers 
Foreshore Reserve Committee of 

Management I was devastated to see 
the recent destruction carried out on 
the Eastern Cliff area near the Som-
ers store.

Indigenous undergrowth, mid   
stor y and old t rees have been 
completely removed bringing back 
visions of when some house owners 
u se d t o u nder t a ke w hole s a le 
clearance to enable views of Phillip 
Island.

T he new c u s t o d i a n of  t he 
foreshore, Parks Victoria, on behalf 
of the Department of Environment, 
(DELWP) seemingly allowed the 
carnage.

Some house ow ners and the 
Somers Residents Association (SRA) 
have lobbied to gain control over 
the foreshore when a Committee of 
Management is reinstated.

The SR A have even run three 
working bees in the last twelve 
months in an attempt to display some 
idea of Conservation management 
skills.

Even under the strict guidance of 
parks rangers it has been obvious that 
they have a lot to learn.

Meanwhile two groups run their 
own weekly working bees and have 

built up expertise over the last fifteen 
years in planning, seeking grants and 
on the ground (literally on their hands 
and knees!)

DELWP seems to be inf luenced 
by the smooth-talkers and not those 
dedicated workers who maintain the 
habitat of an outstanding foreshore 
reserve. A reserve we are so lucky 
to have!

Please let your views be known 
so that those who want a park-like 
reserve and don’t mind losing our 
indigenous f lora and fauna cannot 
have their way.

David Gill 

Somers Village 
Community Association 
SVCA

The newly formed Somers Vil-
l a g e  c o m m u n i t y  A s s o c i a -

tion (SVCA) offers an alternative 
voice for the Somers community.                                                                                                                                       
       It is dedicated to being inclusive, 
transparent and connected to the Som-
ers village community.                        

By consulting and keeping their 
community fully informed, the SVCA 
hopes that above all else, Somers will 
be able to retain its coastal village 
character and not become just another 

suburb.                            
We should consider:-
•	 The Mornington Peninsula Shire 
Council is developing a Coastal 
Village Strategy, according to Alison 
Leighton (MPSC Chief Operating 
Officer: Infrastructure & Planning). 
The Somers Path Network special 
charge scheme for Somers Coastal 
Village could wait for this important 
policy development.
•	 In the meantime, a risk assessment 
could be undertaken to find ways to 
alleviate the bus, bike riders and 
disability mobility issues, which seem 
to be among the main factors driving 
the concrete paths.

•	 Appropriate meandering gravel 
paths could be properly canvassed. A 
concrete path for Camp Hill Rd. and 
the completion of the Lord Somers 
path may also be appropriate.
•	 By taking a breath and giving 
real consideration to majority views, 
instead of pushing ahead with the 
scheme, SVCA believes it is possible 
to have an outcome both compatible 
with the character of a coastal village 
and accommodating the reasonable 
safety matters that have been raised.

Pam Bannister
 somersvca@bigpond.com

Some of the low key gravel pathways already in Somers.

Our pet emus have been abducted but 
we hope they will be returned soon!

Our little grand daughter, Emily, is 
due to visit next week and, before even 
getting out of the car, she will be asking 
after her favourite ‘emoos’.

It is sad to think that a Somers 
resident could be responsible. 

We are hoping that it was a spur of 
the moment action and not a 

premeditated theft. 
If you can help find Tom and Barb, 

please contact us.
Thank you

Brenda and Janus

CONCRETE

PATH
NO

NO

CONCRETE

PATH
NO

Barb they have stolen 
  our signs again  
     and us too !!!

 
What’s happened to Freedom of 
       Speech and Democracy ?    
            So Un-Austalian !!!   

               Derrr  
  What do ya mean.. Democracy

Freedom of Speech ???
* *... 

Tom ..... 

Jail

Tom and Barbara Kidnapped from 7 Tasman Road Somers 

Our pet emus have been abducted but we hope will be returned soon!
Our little grand daughter, Emily, is due to visit next week and, before even getting out of the car, 
will be asking after her favourite ‘emoos’.
It is sad to think that a Somers resident could be responsible. 
We are hoping that it was a spur of the moment action and not a premeditated theft. 
If you can help find Tom and Barb please contact us
Thank you
Brenda and Janus

Janus

Tom and Barbara kidnapped from 7 Tasman Rd
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Section 223 hearing

Council had a session on ‘the dark side’ in 
Rosebud on ‘The Path’ the other Tues-

day. Proponents and Opponents were given 
a chance to have their say. All gathered 
early as you had to register to speak, and 
apart. In the tea room we came together 
trying to get the kettle boiling and grab a 
bickie for a tangible return on our rates. 
The Pros spoke about grandchildren, the 
impact of road trauma on once happy lives, 
and the need for safety. The Cons were on 
about amenity, cost, encroaching suburbia 
and Saving Somers. A Council officer was 
hell bent on speaking through ‘the chair’, 
and others were given their turn despite 
not giving notice. The Chair was keen to as-
sert its power and the rules, but everyone 
was polite and stated their gratitude for 
their opportunity. The three minute limit 
was strictly enforced but leading questions 
from Councillors enabled a hanging thread 
to be concluded. 

There were delightful insights to 
people’s backgrounds, and some pearls:
“If you keep taking slices of the salami 
pretty soon there’s no sausage”.

“The only option is for exposed aggregate 
yet a quote from australiandriveways.
com puts that at a 50% premium over 
plain vanilla concrete, or just colour it 
for an extra 18%”.
“IF everyone wants a path, all should pay 
the same. For the 1,246 lots that’d be $602 
each”.
“The gravel path along West Tasman 
had done well for 40 years with no 
maintenance”.
“Escaping senility and Somers traffic by 
boat, you steer Port out of the heads, not 
turn left”.
“Safety? Yet kids rolling down the path are 
more likely to get ‘fatalled’ by a backing 
car”.
“To meet timetable, buses have to do 
65km/hr with no stopping to get through 
Somers on time”.
“East Tasman road earthworks, retaining 
walls and rebuilt crossovers are of 
Eastlink scale”.
“We have higher traffic loads, articulated 
buses, and swarms of busy tradies filling 
the roads”.
“The money you save not paving could 
be put towards that pool on your side”.
“The population is growing, the school 
is at capacity”.
“The population is fairly static; the school 

is full because we work to make it nice, 
so half the kids there come from out of 
Somers”.
“If council enforced existing powers 
clearing roadside verges instead of a 
licking with its feather duster we wouldn’t 
be here”.
“As a nurse I see the effect of traffic, and 
somewhere to walk safely is necessary”.
“Only accidents recalled are when they 
put in the Safety Hump crossing at the 
store”.
“We’ve been here forever and all those 
Johnny-Come-Latelies should stop 
messing with it”.
Another Council Officer responded to 
repeated reference to the skinny part 
of Tasman Road with the (pleasant) 
bombshell that it was subject to ‘Roads 
to Recovery’ and would be rebuilt in 1916-
17 for $800,000.

The concluding speaker observed how 
the debate had divided Somers, that there 
was agreement for Camp Hill Rd linking 
the school to Balnarring paths, and other 
parts should be treated separately. If at all.

While every point had its counterpoint, 
at least we’d had our say.

Council will make a decision in 
February, maybe March.

Tedd Warden

CFA Summer 
message
JOHN ROGASCH 
Captain Somers Fire Brigade

Summer is now upon us, and already 
in parts of Victoria the ‘Fire Season’ 

has started, and locally it was at Ty-
abb/ Hastings in mid October. We have 
also seen the destruction of the fires in 
South Australia and Western Australia 
and it seems ages ago when we had the 
severe fire in between Hastings, Bittern 
and Crib Point, even though it isn’t 12 
months since that fire. That day gave a 
very big ‘wake up call’ to all and made 
people realise how chaotic things can 
become when people don’t have a plan. 
With weather forecasters predicting 
a hot, dry summer and above normal 
bushfire activity, authorities have intro-
duced Fire Restrictions earlier this year. 

Fire restrictions commenced on 
Monday November 30th.   
•	 The Introduction of Fire Restrictions 
means we are entering the Summer Fire 
Danger Period.
•	 Fire Restrictions means that there 
can be no open air burning without a 
permit. 
•	 These restrictions will remain in 
place for some time. 
•	 Restrictions are not governed by 
the change of seasons or a set date.                         
The Somers Brigade has tried to be 
proactive and has developed its own 
yellow fire restriction signs, which are 
displayed at the entrances to Somers 
and at the Fire Station. These will be 
removed as soon as Restrictions are 
lifted.
•	 Fire Restrictions are different to 
Total Fire Ban days, when no solid 
fuel fire can be lit in the open. Severe 
penalties apply on these days which 
could include a fine, jail or maybe both.
•	 Fire Brigades have been instructed 
to respond police to all fire calls on days 
of Total Fire Bans
•	 If you’re not sure if you can or can’t 
have a fire, or wish to have literature 
to read to help you develop your own 

Fire Plan, we encourage you to visit the 
Fire Station on any Sunday morning to 
collect some of this literature.

Prepare, act, survive 
P repa r ing you r proper t y a nd 
developing your own fire plan is 
essential and should be shared with 
the family and neighbours. 

The CFA encourages all residents to 
prepare their property for the summer 
season by cleaning spouting and 
removing rubbish and dead vegetation, 
especially against any buildings.

Part of everyone’s Fire Plan must 
include whether you are going to stay 
or go on days of high risk. If you plan to 
leave, then leave early in the morning. 
Leaving late can be very frenzied as 
was the case in January when it was 
taking a very long time to travel short 
distances, or even having planned exit 
routes blocked by fallen trees (Coolart 
Road). If you plan to stay you will need 
to decide if you will stay and defend 
your property or go somewhere in 
town. The Brigade is recommending 
that as part of everyone’s plan they 
should have several options of where 
they will go. 

Remember there are no designated 
safer places in Somers. 
The Balnarring Shopping Centre is 
our nearest Safer Place (a place of last 
resort) but others are listed on the 
website:  places.cfa.vic.gov.au  

If you are deciding to stay and 
defend your property, make sure you 
have a plan of what you will do, and the 
equipment that you will need,in place. 

To st ay and defend w il l  be 
physically demanding and you must 

remember that you will be working in 
a very hostile, stressful environment.  
It will be very smoky, very hot, very 
chaotic, extremely strenuous.

The Somers Fire Brigade is asking 
all residents to be vigilant and report 
anything suspicious, and never assume 
someone else might have called 000.

In preparation for the Fire Season, 
the Brigade has spoken to several 
local property owners and has gained 
permission from them to access their 
dams for reserve fire-fighting water 
supplies. Those properties have been 
identified by triangular signs with 
“W” and a blue reflective dot on them. 
These are ‘just in case’ measures – 
hopefully we won’t be needing to use 
them!         ʘ
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Open day at     
the Fire Station

 It will be a few years before young Audrey Rogasch will be 
able to help as a member of the Somers Fire Brigade, and 
I wonder if her grandfather John will still be the Captain? 
Audrey’s father Marcus, I am sure, will ensure that she 
will grow up strong and capable and be a worthy Brigade 
member; if she so desires!

Steve and son Harry Ralls are quite fascinated by this piece 
of new but unproven technology called ‘BART’. No one 
seemed to know what that stands for (ed: Broadcast Alert 
Response Technology) but that really doesn’t matter if 
the system works. It is only on trial at the moment but the 
concept looks promising providing a connection between 
pagers, mobile phones and this display screen which will 
indicate the position of the fire and the quickest route to it. 

Plinth

Teaching! It’s 
a worry
BARRINGTON PLINTH

Like a good many private schools, 
St.Wassernames comprised a num-

ber of buildings, dotted around an origi-
nal house that looked a lot like the Bates 
house in Hitchcock’s ‘Psycho’, only a lot 
grander. The exteriors and interiors of 
this building made ideal sets for video 
projects undertaken by the students, 
and these were supervised by Mr. Plinth.

How this came about was that Plinth 
Pictures Pty. Ltd. had put in a bid to 
make a documentary film celebrating 
St.Wassername’s seventy-fifth year but 
in order to help win the contract, Plinth 
had a good idea. Instead of bringing 
the film crew in to make a boring 
film he would use the money to train 
senior students in script writing and 
cinematography so they could express 
a student’s-eye view of the school, and 
furthermore, Plinth offered to purchase 
basic film making equipment which 
the school could keep; all in the price. 
Well, the school board liked the idea 
and Plinth Pictures got the job. Little 
did he know what this would involve!

A half hour film was produced and 
it turned out remarkably well; so well 
that Plinth was invited to carry on 
teaching film production and media 
studies on a part time basis. Plinth 
thought about it for a nano-second 
and accepted the offer; it was steady 
money. There were many aspects to the 
media course that had to be developed 
but by far the most popular was the 
actual shooting of the film scripts the 
students had written. However, this 
presented the first problem. Most of 
the scripts they came up with had 
girls in them and there were none 
at the school. This was an all-boy’s 
school so it must have been wishful 
thinking. In a first attempt to solve this 
problem and with the full support of his 
Headmaster,  Plinth contacted a large 
neighbouring girl’s school to see if they 
would like to send some girls to make a 
combined schools media group, but the 

assistant head-mistress was horrified 
and wouldn’t have a bar of it. So Plinth 
suggested he bring some boys to run 
part of the course at the girl’s school 
but at that, the dear lady nearly had a 
fit. What fate, she thought, was going 
to befall her girls (or was it the boys 
she was worried about?). We will never 
know. So, the fall-back position was 
to dress suitable boys up as girls and 
fortunately there was a drama teacher 
in the school who proved to be a master 
of this transformation. The boys he 
chose looked better as girls than they 
did as boys and in fact, they looked so 
convincing that on this occasion, they 
managed to un-poise the Headmaster. 
The girls/boys were draped over the 
stair rail in the entrance hall of the 
stately house during a film shoot when 
the ‘Head’ entered leading a couple 
of parents and their son on a tour 
of the campus. Seeing these boys in 
drag, smiling languidly at the visitors, 
truly un-balanced the ‘Head’ and he 
hurried his visitors off down a passage 
way. Plinth and the ‘Head’ had a little 
discussion about this matter later in 
the day. What finished off the use of 
this venue for filming was an incident 
which is recorded here. In order to get 
the OK to use the area, one had to get 
permission from the Headmaster’s 
secretary, and on this day she asked 
Plinth to make absolutely sure that 
the adjoining conference room was 
left exactly as the film crew found it. 
So after the filming and as far Plinth 
was concerned, they had left it looking 
pristine. Unfortunately, this was not 
the case. Plinth was summoned to the 
‘Head’s’ office the next morning - he 
was not amused. Apparently a meeting 
had been held in the board room the 
previous night and when it came time 
for supper the cloth cover was removed 
from the table and shock horror, no 
supper! No scones, no sponge fingers 
or butterfly cakes, no asparagus rolls 
– the students had quaffed down the 
lot; how did they do it, right under 
Plinth’s nose? So that was the end of 
that location.

Mr. Plinth was getting sick of the 
way boys always wanted to script 
videos containing murder and mayhem. 
Anyway, he allowed one more. This 
featured a school student being thrown 
off a weather tower to his death by a 

villain. An excellent dummy was made 
and the filming commenced. Now it 
happened that the school employed a 
School Officer and his job was to parade 
the grounds watching for boys doing 
naughty things. Curiously he was most 
concerned with finding boys smoking 
behind the bushes, but he was in fact a 
heavy smoker himself. That’s as may be, 
but on this day he was walking down 
the path puffing a cigarette when a 
body fell from the sky and landed at 
his feet with a horrible thump. The 
look on his face, mouth agape and a 
cigarette dripping from his lower lip 
became a treasured memory. It also 
resulted in another ‘please see me’ from 
the Headmaster!

Being a part timer, Plinth was not 
required to attend meetings but one 
committee he did join. There were 
moves to make the school coeducational 
and Plinth was all for it. It’s a long story 
but suffice to say, it did happen and it 
changed things so much for the better 
in so many ways, but the best outcomes 
were in the media area where they had 
real girls. Not only that, the girls started 
to come up with excellent scripts and 
it caused the boys to realise that they 
had  to follow the girls into areas of real 
creativity. This was something Plinth 
had been trying to do for years. Their 
first script was titled: ‘The Cinderella 
You Know” and it had strong women’s 
liberation overtones. This came as a 
bit of a shock for Mr. Plinth, but it was 
a good shock.

One thing was that there was no 
longer smoking behind the bushes; 
they had all been flattened to save 
boys and girls from yielding to secret 
temptations. What a Hoot!      ʘ  

Libby 0413 807 947  

Garden desiGn, 
consultation  
& rejuvenation
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www.emuplainsmarket.com.au
CRAFT   FARMERS   VINTAGe   gourmet   Eclectic

Emu Plains Reser ve 
Balnarring Racecourse, Coolar t Rd

An independent local market showcasing Melbourne 
and the Peninsula’s very best makers, creators, 
growers and collectors. 200+ stalls, great kids 

entertainment, live music, loads of gourmet food 
and local fresh produce!

3rd Saturday of month

The MOrnington Peninsulas
Freshest Market

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

9am to 2pm
YAY!
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Yacht Club 
Opening Day

CHRIS GURNEY 
Commodore, Somers Yacht Club

We had a perfect start to our Season 
on the 24th of October. The gods 

had already been kind to us with smooth 
seas and fair breezes.  Thirty-nine yachts 
competed in the Opening Day Regatta 
which was deliberately sailed over a 
short course so everyone could prepare 
for the evening’s festivities.

Over one hundred and eighty people 
attended the opening Cocktail Party 
and the christening of our new fleet.

Eight donors were generous enough 
to each fund the purchase of one Pacer, 
six of them now have naming rights.  
At the Opening Night each donor was 
asked in turn to ‘christen’ their boat 
with champagne and say the traditional 
yacht christening words…

“I hereby christen this yacht XXXXX 
and entreat the powers of the deep to 
care for all who sail in her”.

Monique and Emma christened the 
new Rib Rescue boat “Norm Dewar” 
after their Grandfather in recognition 
of Norm’s huge contribution to the Club 
over many years.

Anne Danne officially opened the 
season by ringing the ship’s bell and 
announcing a new Junior Trophy, 
which she had donated in memory 
of Noel Danne, a great supporter and 
encourager of young sailors at Somers.  
Anne also unveiled a Plaque listing the 
significant donors who contributed 
over $90,000 to the Pacer Project

The contributions of John Tilleard 
and Steve Clifford were acknowledged 
for their parts in making the Pacer 
Project a success.  John also project 
managed the repair of the rock wall 
which was a 50/50 project cost shared 
between Parks/DEPI and the Club.

A new training, briefing and social 
activities area has been created 

Christener
Bronwen Gibbs
Steve Clifford and Amanda Nutting
Courtney and Maddy Harvey
Jeremy and Jules Pearse

Donor
in memory of John McB Williams
Clifford / Nutting Family
Hatton / Harvey Families
Pearse Family

Yacht name
J.Mc.B
Bruce
HaHa
Popcorn

downstairs in the Club thanks to the 
tireless efforts of Grahame Tiplady.

The committee has plotted our 
course over the next 12 months with 
over 70 sailing events and 80 social 
events including Vic’s Friday nights.  
Social and sailing memberships are still 
available for the 2015/16 year.          ʘ 

The scene prior to the ceremony of the christening of the eight ‘Pacer’ training 
yachts by the wonderful donors.

Steve Clifford with champagne in hand and wife Amanda nearby about to 
‘christen’ their donated ‘Pacer’ training yacht.
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Somers Yacht 
Club’s latest 
Life Member
ROD NUSKE

Well known local resident John 
Hatton, has been honoured with 

a Life Membership of the Somers Yacht 
Club. John has been involved with the 
club over a 37-year period, firstly as a 
sailor and then in later years undertaking 
several key management roles. 

His relationship with the Yacht 
Club began when the family rented in 
Somers for school holidays in 1978. In 
that year John and his wife Elizabeth 
bought land in Alexandra Avenue and 
built a holiday house that they moved 
into over the Christmas/New Year of 
1980.

With the help of friends and 
neighbours the family bought a ‘125’ 
dinghy and John sailed with his 
daughter Allison, but was quickly 
relegated to being crew and replaced 
with a younger, more agile crew who 
subsequently became Allison’s husband, 
Cameron.  John then moved into a ‘Laser’ 
which he sailed infrequently until the 
challenge of getting back into the boat 
after a capsize, became a stretch too 
far. He ultimately became involved 
in race management and helped with 
the transition to, and running of, the 
computer-based sailing management 
system that the Club has today.

John and Elizabeth moved to the USA 
to live in 1983 and over the subsequent 
17 years continued their involvement 
with Somers and the Yacht Club by 
returning to the village each summer 
and spending time sailing, lazing on the 
beach, playing tennis and enjoying New 
Year’s Eve at the Yacht Club.

The family returned permanently 
to Australia and to Somers in 1999.  In 
2001, the clubhouse sustained major 
damage in a windstorm with the top 
half of the building ending on the 
ground.  John, who had been involved in 
insurance in USA, chaired the “Rebuild 
Committee” and was able to ensure that 
the rebuild was successfully done. It 

was not only successfully completed 
after two years of construction, but 
finished in a way that was a credit to 
John and the builder. This ensured that 
the future of the club was secure. In 
2001, while the clubhouse was being 
rebuilt, the Hatton family tradition of 
having New Year’s Eve at the Yacht Club 
was continued by having the Yacht Club 
event in a marquee at their home ‘Green 
Hedges’.

John became Vice Commodore in 
2003 and was Commodore for the 
years 2005 to 2007. He was recipient 
of the McCutcheon Award (Special 
Achievement) in 2002.  John has 
been chairman of the Club’s Finance 
Committee and is currently Treasurer, 
a position he has held for the past three 
years.  He is without doubt a worthy 
recipient of this honour. 

            Sourced from an article in 
 SYC Newsletter ‘Windward’. ʘ

 

Easy colourful 
salads for a long 
hot summer
Green Bean and Watercress Salad  
(Serves 6 to 8)

1 bunch of Watercress (washed and 
broken into sprigs)
2 stems of dill (broken into sprigs)
4 Oranges (peeled and segmented)
1 tablespoon of small capers
2 cups of green beans (blanched and 
sliced)
1 punnet of cherry tomatoes 
(washed)
4 tablespoons of French dressing.

Combine all the ingredients in a salad 
bowl with the French dressing. Toss 
lightly and enjoy.

Cucumber Salad (serves 8)
8 to 10 Lebanese cucumbers (washed, 
and cut in quarters lengthwise)
4 tablespoons of toasted sesame 
seeds
Salt to taste
1 cup (250 mls) thick sour cream

Sprinkle the sliced cucumbers with salt 
and leave to drain in a colander for two 
hours – stirring occasionally
Dry the cucumber with paper towel 
and place in a salad bowl, sprinkle with 
sesame seed, pour in the thick sour 
cream and mix gently. Great with a BBQ 

Red Cabbage and Silverbeet Salad
(serves 6 to 8)

1/4 red cabbage (ver y f inely 
shredded)
½ bunch of Silverbeet (f inely 
shredded)
1 green apple (cored and sliced)
60 gms of pecan nuts
Toss the cabbage, silverbeet, apple 
and pecans nuts together.
Dressing
3 tablespoons of lemon juice
3 tablespoons of oil
1 teaspoon of prepared wholegrain 
mustard
1 teaspoon of sugar

Put all ingredients into a screw top jar. 
Shake vigorously, pour over the salad, 
toss and serve.

Somers Pre-School 3yo group visits 
the Somers CFA and Post Office. 
SONIA ROWLEY

On Tuesday November 10th the 3yo kinder group together with staff and parents 
went on a walking excursion to the Somers CFA and Post Office. 
Once arrived at the CFA we were 

welcomed by Captain John Rogasch, 
Fireman Dave Pullin and Fireman 
James Whelan who looked extremely 
familiar, especially to James’ son Ben 
in our group. 

Captain John spoke to the children 
about fire safety, points of interest 

including:
- the 000 phone number to call for 

help,
- a meeting place for all families to 

meet in the event of a fire, 
- the fact that smoke rises so it is best 

to crawl, “get down low and go, go go”
The children recited the 000 number 

and practised crawling under the tables. 
The children then had turns to sit in the 
fire trucks and emergency vehicle and to 
hear the loud siren and watch Fireman 
James squirt the hose. 

Afterwards we all walked to the 
Post Office. Each child posted their own 
special letter to their home address and 
needed to stand on the kinder blocks to 
reach the letter box.

Thank you to John, Dave and James 
for involvement with our group and for 
the drawing sheet, stickers, balloons and 
wrist bands.

It was a wonderful afternoon and 
great for the children to see the CFA, 
especially since this is our destination in 
the event of an emergency evacuation. ʘ

   ITProfessor    
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An 
unexpected 
award
ROD NUSKE

At the Annual Meeting of the Som-
ers Tennis Club, President Graeme 

Wilson was awarded a Life Membership. 
Secretary, Louise Adams, provided the 
meeting with the background to Grae-
me’s lifelong connection to tennis; not 
only his playing career, but his work in 
administration both here in Somers and 
Diamond Valley.

After retirement from the packaging 
industry, Graeme conducted a tennis 
coaching school for ten years, which 
is a skill that he has put to good use 
at Somers.

On the court his prowess has still 
shown through in his later years as 
he has successfully competed in the 
Australian Masters Tournaments in the 
65+ sections, twice winning gold and 
winning silver in singles and doubles.  

 Graeme and wife Patsy moved to 
Somers in 1997 and were both soon 
involved with the Somers Club. Graeme 
became president in 2005 and now is 
also Vice President of the Westernport 
Night Tennis Association.

Through his hard work there has 
been a growing membership base and 
increased sponsorship support, all of 
which has enabled the resurfacing of 
courts 1 and 2 and major upgrading to 
the court lighting.

It does not stop there. Graeme 

has also worked hard at maintaining 
positive relationships with local 
St ate and Federal Government 
representatives, as well as key 
personnel of Tennis Australia and 
Tennis Victoria which has gone a long 
way in helping provide grants for the 
development of the club.

 For a long time now, Graeme has 
convened both the Junior and Senior 
competitions. He has ensured that 
children of Somers Primary School are 
presented with opportunities to learn 
to play tennis through the ‘Activate 
after school communities program’, and 
more recently Graeme started a Junior 
Development Squad which has proven 
very popular and is now in its second 
season. He has played an important 
role in mentoring players, both young 
and old, and the Club has seen a marked 

increase in the number of teams in both 
the Junior and Senior competitions.

There is no question that Graeme has 
been instrumental in making Somers 
Tennis Club the success that it is today. 
It is obvious that his passion for tennis 
and the Somers Club is second to none 
and his leadership and contribution has 
provided measureable benefit to the 
club over an extended period of time.

Louise finished with “On behalf of the 
General Committee, we are delighted to 
present this Life Membership to Graeme 
today in recognition of his exceptional, 
loyal and outstanding service to the 
Somers Tennis Club.”

Graeme’s eyes glistened as he rose 
to acclamation from the members in 
attendance to respond to the honour 
given him for something that he just 
loved to do anyway.                                           ʘ                                                                                 

  “…and we are delighted to present this Life Membership to Graeme today”.

The Mornington 
Peninsula   
Koala Project

The project is a collaboration between 
Deakin University and Mornington 

Peninsula communities, and aims to in-
form koala conservation strategies on 
the Mornington Peninsula by determin-
ing koala distribution, their movements 
and habitat use.                                                       .

We will be conducting surveys for 
koalas and collecting information from 
community members and groups on 
recent koala sightings. We also will 
be following up to 30 koalas fitted 
with radio collars to determine their 
movements and preferred habitats. 
We hope to catch our first koalas in 
December.

You can help gby reporting any koala 
sightings to Desley Whisson (dwhisson@
deakin.edu.au). Make sure that you 
include as much detail as possible on 
the location (GPS coordinates, nearest 
intersection or landmark).

You can also join our Facebook 
group (https://www.facebook.com/
groups/MPKoalas/) to keep updated on 
project progress and events, or to post 
your information on koala sightings.

Please help us with this important 
research.                                     ʘ

FOLKLAW is 
20 years old!

An initial meeting back in 1995 
started the ball rolling after a 

group of concerned locals had ob-
served the perilous state of the manna 
gum koala habitat, on a walk from Cer-
berus to Sandy Point.                                                      

 Many discussions and meetings 
fol lowe d ,  w it h t he FOL K L AW 
name (Friends Of Local Koalas 
Land A nd Wildl i fe),  c lar i f y ing 
the group’s aims and objectives.                                                                                                                                      
    Then in 1997 a Somers Koala 
Reserve Management Plan detailing 
v e g e t a t i o n  c o m mu n i t i e s  a n d 
planting suggestions was developed. 
FOLKL AW have a Memorandum 
of Understanding agreement with 
MPSC to manage this Reserve on their 
behalf. The transformation of the 
old ‘Somers Settling Basin’ into the 
approximately eight hectare, Koala 
Bushland Reserve, has been quite 
remarkable.

Since 1995 FOLKLAW volunteers 
have propagated & purchased plants 
to re-vegetate the Koala Bushland 
Reser ve plus donated plants to 
locals. Working with MPSC staff and 
contractors our volunteers work to 
maintain the Reserve for locals and 
the wider community.
FOLKLAW hasalso:

- built and donated various 
animal compounds and treatment 
rooms for koalas & kangaroos, 
plus a bird ‘flight’ enclosure, 
to assist several wildlife carers.                                                                                                                                    
- built and donated possum 
boxes to wildlife carers.                                                                                                                
- Revegetated the northern 
’reserve’ end of  Kennedy Road 
and planted out the playground 
perimeter                                - -      
- assisted with the re-vegetating 
of  the R.W. Stone Reserve.

If you would l ike to help w ith 
FOLKLAW activities and assist with 
maintaining the Koala Bushland 
Reserve, then please join our working 
bees held on the last Sunday of each 
month(except for December and 
January).                    ʘ

 Winners all! Bindi Mealy and Kerry Hannah who won the Peninsula Section 1 
Friday Ladies’ Singles/Doubles  Competition, together with President Graeme 
Wilson who had just  been awarded a Life Membership of the Somers Tennis Club.
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All about Hospice

ROD NUSKE

Hospice cares for a community that 
reaches from the very tip of the 

Mornington Peninsula Shire at Portsea, 
right through the Shire of Frankston and 
up to the Mordialloc Creek in the City of 
Kingston. This is a community of close 
to 300,000people.

Every single day, the Peninsula 
Home Hospice is in contact with over 
200 people. They are the clients who are 
facing the end of their lives, together 
with their families and carers.  All 
of them receive nurturing care and 
counselling from the wonderful team 
at Hospice.

For more than 30 years, this not for 
profit group, this caring community 
charity, has offered their services 
to those folk in our community who 
choose to spend the end of their lives 
in the familiarity and comfort of their 
own homes. Whether it is a house or 
maybe a nursing home – it is their home. 
This enables people and their families 
too, to approach the impending death 
with dignity. The service is given free of 
charge, unless there is quite specialised 
nursing or medical equipment required.

The High Tea, organised by the Red 
Hill Auxiliary, together with our own 
Meg Merton, is but one of the many 
fund rising ventures undertaken by the 
various Hospice Branch committees. 

 Although Hospice receives funding 

from the State Government through 
the Department of Health & Human 
Services, it still relies very heavily on 
the monies raised by the hard working 
fund-raising committees, for the 
shortfalls in annual operating costs. 
Without the fund-raising committees 
and the extraordinary work they do it 
would not be possible for Hospice to 
continue. 

For the past  eight years the Board 
of Directors hasbeen researching the 
potential for Hospice to obtain its own 
premises, to enable the housing of the 
extensive Hospice team of 30 full time 
staff and the 70 + volunteers in the one 
building with adequate parking space.

A property was located in May of 
this year in Main Street, Mornington. 
It has sufficient office space to house 
the full Clinical team of Counsellors, 
Palliative Care Nurses and Therapists, 
plus the very necessary administration 
group. With the assistance of a bank 
loan, Hospice took possession of that 
building in late July.

A Foundation has been created to 
raise funds to repay the loan which is 
an entirely separate issue to the funds 
required for the day to day running of 
Hospice

The Foundation’s Board of Directors, 
who already give so much of their time 
freely to Hospice, but who believe so 

strongly in the good it provides for the 
community, hasled the charge by their 
own individual private donations to the 
Foundation. They will be approaching 
people in the community including, 
hopefully, philanthropists who wish 
to assist. 

 Scientists believe that altruistic 
behavior releases endorphins in the 
brain, producing the positive feeling 
known as the “helper’s high”, which is 
addictive.

Studies find these health benefits 
associated with giving:

Lower blood pressure - Increased 
self-esteem - Lessen depression - Lower 
stress levels – Longer life - Greater 
happiness.

From a paper put out by the UK”s 
Institute of Social and Economic 
Research: 

“Social Integration leads to reduced 
mortality and to a better state of mental 
and physical health. Socially supportive 
interaction increases your immune 
function. Volunteering boosts your 
health and your sense of well being. 
It also improves financial literacy 
from low to average and increases 
psychological well being by 6%”. 

Belonging to and supporting a group 
for communal good promotes good 
mental health and increases one’s life 
span;your chances of dying over the 
course of the next five years are cut in 
half by joining one group, and cut to a 
quarter by joining two groups.

Now here is  a l ight bulb 
moment……… 

By accepting an invitation to join 
with the Foundation, you could be 
offered the key to eternal youth!       ʘ

Based on a talk given by Sue McCarthy at a Fund-raising, ‘High Tea,’    
held at Somers.

Obituary

John David 
Cameron
13/9/1937 ~~ 29/8/2015

Although John graduated Bachelor 
of Laws, University of Melbourne, 

and the Arts, he never took up the 
practice. Instead he became an ex-
traordinarily successful businessman 
which included being CEO of leading 
corporations such as Australian Cel-
lophane, Alcoa, Sidney Cooke, Collie 
Cooke, Banbury Machinery, company 
director of the Adelaide Steamship Coy, 
consultant to Smorgan Industries and 
sat on several boards.  In 1974 John 
graduated at The Harvard Advanced 
Management Program, Hawaii. He 
was elected a Fellow of the Institute 
of Directors in Australia, in February 
1979. In addition, in his later years, 
he was a successful consultant and 
‘trouble shooter’ for a number of large 
companies. 

His primary schooling was in 
Sydney, then at Melbourne Grammar, 
where he was Captain of  House, 
Prefect, holder of a Commonwealth 
Scholarship, Cadet Under Officer, 
member of the First Athletics Team 
and First X1, Captain of the First 
XV111, Captain of APS (Associated 
Public Schools of Victoria) and 
Captain of the School in 1955 before 
matriculating  in that year.    

John was a man who put time into 
mentoring young disadvantaged boys; 
helping them through their difficulties 
whilst endeavouring to teach them 
the values in living, and life itself. 
His capacity to pass on advice and 
encouragement to all those who came 
to him, was inherent. People would 
go away after speaking with him, 
thinking the ideas they practiced 
later were entirely their own, when 
in fact the seeds were sown during 
their time with him.

He f irst came to Somers as a 
university student in 1956, to a 

party in Tasman Road, held by his 
then girlfriend, Beverley Martorana. 
This was the beginning of a 63 year 
relationship, 55 of those as a married 
couple. They had two children, Simon 
and Danielle. John’s love for Somers 
grew slowly. After buying their first 
block of land in Victoria Street, and 
renting two homes, they finally built 
their own home in Beverley Hill Road 
in 1962. As inaugural members of 
the Somers Yacht Club, they shared 
the joys of the adventure there and 
a beach that is now probably half a 
kilometre at least away and under 
water!

Somehow John found time for 
personal interests such as war history, 
golf, bush walking, travel and reading.

Beverley feels that if John could 
speak now he would encourage 
support somehow, for the Cancer 
Council of Australia and their research 
into a cure for melanoma. Beverley 
knows so well that John loved life 
and his family, and that in all his 
achievements never once sought any 
accolades – he was in fact a wonderful 
human being.  

 From information
 provided by Beverley  ʘ
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Shirley’s      
Christmas Rum Balls

Although my mother 
may have found this 
recipe in the ‘Australian 
Woman’s Weekly,’ or on 
the side of a condensed 
milk can, her rum balls 
became legendary in 
our extended family. 
Mum made them every 
Christmas and they 
became an expected 

addition to the post Christmas dinner afternoon tea on 
Christmas day.  Yes, we had afternoon tea after a full 
Christmas lunch consisting of ham, turkey and pork  
complete with accompanying sauces such as  bread, 
cranberry and apple, roast potatoes, pumpkin and green 
beans, plum pudding and custard. I haven’t even mentioned 

It’s time to put on your party frock, paint your nails and let 
your hair down. November’s Melbourne Cup heralded the 

beginning of the celebration season and with the festivities 
continuing throughout December and well into January, I 
wanted to include a few delicious quick and easy party foods 
and drink recipes. 

I’ve lived in a few different parts of Australia, so I feel 
qualified telling you that in my opinion, Victoria is the party 
capital. I love the fact that Victorians will use any excuse 
to have a party! 

I asked my friends if I could share their favourite festive 
recipes with the Nautilus readers.  I have tried them all and 
they are simple and quick to make and packed full of flavour. 
If you are like me, you want to spend your time socialising, 
not stuck in a hot kitchen. 

The Taylor’s     
Melbourne CupPimms:                   
The Seward’s have toasted 
many a Melbourne Cup 
Sweep win with a glass of 
the Taylor’s Melbourne Cup 
Pimms.

I absolutely love this 
drink as it is a party in a 
glass and so refreshing on 
a warm day.  It’s perfectly 
suited to any get together. 
It is alcoholic but can be 
modified to be alcohol free. 
You can add any flavours 
you like.

Method:
Combine ice cubes, ginger ale, fresh mint and Pimms in an 
attractive jug. The Taylor’s serve theirs from a rustic glass 
jug. A punch bowl would work too. The quantities of each 
ingredient are up to you. 

Finger food is quick and easy to prepare. I have a sweet tooth 
so I am a big fan of mobile dessert options.  I think anything 
made with condensed milk is delicious and simple to make.

the pre-Christmas lunch snacks of chocolate sultanas, nuts 
and lollies. You can imagine we were pretty full by then. 

Christmas lunch dishes were cleared and the table was 
quickly reset with plates of sickly sweet white Christmas, 
chocolate fudge and our favourite, Shirley’s Rum Balls. 

As my cousins and I said every year as we lay flat out 
on various pieces of lounge furniture in bloated agony,we 
have a separate stomach for dessert. We were not going 
to let a bit of pain prevent us from enjoying Shirley’s rum 
balls for afternoon tea. 

Recipe:
Grease and line two baking trays with baking paper 
then combine sweetened condensed milk, cocoa, glace 
cherries, desiccated coconut, crushed biscuits (a packet of 
Arrowroot or Morning Coffee) and one teaspoon of rum or 
the equivalent of rum essence into a bowl, mix well.

Roll heaped teaspoons of mixture into balls. Roll balls 
in extra coconut. Place on prepared tray and refrigerate 
until set.

Let’s Party   Morag Seward

Karina’s      
Dinner Party Herbed Lamb Meatballs.

Although it is easier to 
cater for people who 
have special diet ar y 
requirements now, people 
with celiac disease are sick 
of frittatas and flourless 
orange cakes. 

Karina sent me a 
delicious gluten-free non-
frittata savoury recipe. She 

chose her herbed Lamb gluten-free meatballs because it is a 
dinner party sure-fire hit. 

Combine 450g  ground lamb, 2 slices of crumbed gluten-
free bread,1 clove of garlic,1 egg,2 tbs chopped parsley,1 tbs 
chopped oregano,1 tsp salt, ½ tsp hot paprika and  ¼  tsp 
ground black pepper. Mix it together gently with your hands 
and roll mixture into 2.5cm balls then them onto a cooking tray.

In a large shallow saucepan, bring 1 ½ cups of unsweetened 
coconut milk to the boil. Add a pinch of salt. Add meatballs, 
cover and simmer for 20minutes. When cooked add 1tbs of 
fresh lemon juice and ½ cup of fresh plain yoghurt. Gently 
stir to thicken the sauce. Serve warm.

You can also serve the balls as finger food with a dipping 
sauce.

Apple       
Any-Excuse-to-Party Coleslaw 
I recently attended a Halloween party where delicious apple 
coleslaw was served with slow cooked pulled pork on fresh 
crunchy bread rolls. It was so simple and a huge hit with the 
guests. The host assured us it took no time to prepare. The 
following recipe is not the exact one from the party but is 
as delicious.

Recipe:
Combine finely chopped red and green cabbage (approx  8 
cups), a 250g bag of broccoli slaw, 1/2 cup shredded car-
rots,1/2 cup thinly sliced spring onions(about 4), 1 cup Greek 
yogurt, 1/2 cup mayonnaise, 2 tbs white vinegar, 1tbs fresh 
lemon juice,  1tsp grated garlic, salt and freshly ground pep-
per to taste and thinly sliced granny smith apple.

Make the dressing separately by whisking together the 
white vinegar, lemon juice, mayonnaise and yoghurt. To 
lighten it up you can omit the mayonnaise. Stir the dressing 
into the coleslaw ingredients.                 ʘ

 Merry Christmas and   
Happy New year,

Somers Paper Nautilus
invites

 Contributors
Bring your interest, your passion, your story to life!

Send us an article, story, poem or letter
and enjoy seeing your words in print. 

Not only words!
We love to receive photos.

Share with us what you find beautiful or 
interesting

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

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

Catriona’s                
Creamy Brandy Sauce, which is 
magnificent 
My friend Catriona wanted 
to share her family’s brandy 
sauce recipe. I hope I don’t get 
her into trouble when I tell you 
she told me it is so popular 
with her family even her 
mother- in- law loves it. This 
is a great recipe that doesn’t 
have to be confined to topping 
a Christmas pudding.

Ingredients:
1 cup sugar 
125 grams (4oz) butter 
4 egg yolks 
1 cup cream (warmed, do NOT bring to the boil) 
2 tablespoons brandy

Method:
Cream butter and sugar. 
Add beaten egg yolks and warmed cream. 
Beat together. 
Place in bowl over boiling water and heat, stirring, until 
mixture thickens. 
Add brandy. 
Serve warm with plum pudding but is also nice cold
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Profile

Atlascopcosaurus - loadsi 
celebrates 30th anniversary.    
What?     All will be explained.
BARRY MERTON

If you saw Wil Loads crossing the road 
you might well be wondering who he is 

-that is if you didn’t  know already - he’s 
that sort of a person; sort of different!  
He was born in England but left when 
very young, following his RAF father in 
his various career moves. After living in 
several countries and attending no fewer 
than fourteen schools, Wil emerged from 
his childhood apparently unscathed and, 
if anything, he seemed strengthened by 
it. Wil was fourteen when he arrived in 
Australia with his family. His father had 
taken a position with the Department 
of Civil Aviation. While stationed in 
Townsville, Wil soon got to mix with the 
local lads and he was given the nick-name 
of ‘Saltbush Bill’ because of his hair; it 
was thick and looked like straw and also 
after the Banjo Paterson character in the 
novel, Saltbush Bill. (He still has a healthy 
crown of hair although it’s more like grey 
straw now).

Finally settled in Sydney, Wil spent 
the last few years of his education 
in a very good school, East Hills Boys 

High School where a high percentage 
of students emerged well equipped 
to go on to the tertiary stage of their 
development. Over 60% went on to 
University, which was highly unusual 
in 1964. This certainly included Wil who 
went on to acquire several university 
degrees.  Initially, Wil won a scholarship 
to study Mechanical Engineering at 
RMIT and after a break he went on 
to post graduate studies In Chemical 
Engineering and an MBA with study-
connections through RMIT with the 
Harvard School in the USA. Employment 
was certainly no problem, starting with 
four years at Boral where he worked with 
gas plants. This was followed by working 
as manager of design and construction at 
EXXON Petroleum and he subsequently 
took a role as Engineering Director at 
Plumrose, (foods) now Simplot. There’s 
more but it will give you an idea of how 
well-placed Wil was to help when later 
called for assistance with a very exciting 
and challenging project.  What follows 
is Wil Loads official account.

Atlascopcosaurus-loadsi Celebrates 
30th Year Anniversary

Not every company has a dinosaur 
species officially named after it! Atlas 
Copco was awarded that privilege 30 
years ago when a newly discovered plant-
eating species of dinosaur was given 
the generic name Atlascopcosaurus. 
The gesture honored the company for 
supporting archaeological research 
carried out for some years by 
paleontologist Dr. Thomas H. Rich at 
Dinosaur Cove, Victoria, Australia.  

A n  e s t i m a t e d 2- 4  me t er s 
long and weighing about 125 
kilos, Atlascopcosaurusloadsi  belonged 
to the Hypsilophodontidae family and 
lived during the early Cretaceous Period, 
100–120 million years ago. The specific 
name loadsi refers to Wil Loads, Atlas 
Copco’s Southern Regional Manager, 
Australia, who made the decision to 
support the project.

H u n d r e d s  o f  v o l u n t e e r s 
Dinosaur Cove, an area rich in fossil 
finds, is in the Otway Ranges, Victoria. 
Dr. Thomas H. Rich from the Museum of 
Victoria and Patricia Vickers-Rich from 
Monash University led research projects 
here for a period of 10 years. During his 
first visit to the area in 1980, Dr. Rich and 
two colleagues discovered fragments of 
rock-embedded bone. Four years later, a 
group made up of hundreds of student 
volunteers, paleontology scientists and 
miners began excavations. 

Atlas Copco was among those 
involved and during the next 30 years, 
contributed equipment and expert 
assistance to the project.

A daunting task.
The fossils were embedded in layers 

of sand, mud and clay, which over a 
period of more than one hundred million 
years had been pressed together into 
hard rock. To free one kilo of dinosaur 
bone, approximately 30 kilos of hard rock 
had to be removed. The scientists often 
worked in dark, narrow tunnels, which 
at times were muddy and slippery. Work 
was complicated by the excavation site 
being close to a steep cliff that dropped 
down to the sea. As more technical and 
physical help was required, Wil drew a 
number of companies he worked with, 
in the mining industry to give their 
support. Mobil supplied the diesel fuel 
for the compressors. When it was time 
to go underground, ICIANZ (now Orica) 

 Atlascopcosaurus loadsi from, ‘Walking with dinosaurs’.

provided the explosives and Western 
Mining (now BHP Billiton) helped with 
the tunneling -all gratis! This was an 
amazing, long term endeavour but 
the reward was the uncovering of 
Atlascopcosaurusloadsi, a new (and 
very old) Australian dinosaur. For his 
enthusiastic support of the project, 
Wil was awarded a honoris causa, by 
The Museum of Victoria, similar to an 
honorary PHD.  Wil organized the story 
and award to go the HQ in Stockholm, 
Sweden and the president was so 
elated at the honor he said “give them 
what they want” - thus the project 
was supported by Atlas Copco for the 
next 30 years and still in part today! 
Impressively reliable equipment 
In conducting excavations, the research 
group’s equipment included Atlas Copco 
rock drills of various sizes, pneumatic 
tools and compressors. Thomas H. Rich 
said he was grateful for the support Atlas 
Copco provided and impressed with the 
reliability of the equipment.

Thirty years on and well after 
Wil’s contract with the company had 
concluded, Atlas Copco continued to 
support the project. This milestone 
was celebrated with a worldwide press 
release and a memororial paper-weight 
stone was given out as a gift, to major 
customers and Atlas Copco issued a soft 
toy likeness of the dinosaur.

Wil has little interest in retiring. He 
runs a corporate consultancy company 
albeit part time, called Norsol and in 
the interests of giving something back, 
he teaches in the University Masters 
Programs and helps PHD students with 
industry contacts. When not working 
Wil’s avocation is the Somers Yacht Club, 

where he contributes to Sea Rescue and 
on-water procedures coupled with on-
sea photography. As well as the all much 
needed tractor driver, launching and 
retrieving boats.  He has contributed in 
other many ways to the Somers village 
community particularly in helping to 
bring digital printing to this journal and 
to a couple others, including the SYC 
newsletter and the Friends of Coolart 
newsletter, all at a much reduced cost.

Wil’s wife, Kathryn is a highly 
qualified mathematician; she loves 
teaching and right now, in the lead-up 
to the end of the year, she has her head 
down assisting local VCE maths students 
in the lead-up to their exams. Kathryn 
and Wil have been together for 50 years 

The marble paperweight stone gift referred to in the text. Wil Loads

  Jaw bone of  the Atlascopcosaurus 
loadsi.

have been married for 46 years and Wil 
says it means both of them must be doing 
something right. He noted he always 
tried hard at the marriage and Kathryn 
agrees - at times he can be very trying! J 

In the end, as he is carried away in a 
box Wil envisages his head popping up 
under the lid and saying, “Hang on. Not 
yet! I told you I was still busy!      ʘ 

Golden 
Garden 
Square

Garden Square continues to be a 
delight. The Friends of Garden 

Square and the Somers Petanque Club 
have joined together this year on small 
initiatives with great results. We have 
been working with the Shire Counci to 
arrange for some modest enhancements 
to equipment in the Square to ready it 
for the summer season. The Shire has re-
cently installed an extra picnic table and 
bench seats for the Square; it has also 

provided funding for materials to build 
extra bench seating around the petanque 
court. Construction of the benches is be-
ing undertaken by a wonderful group of 
volunteers led by Dave Pullen.

In 2016 we are planning some extra 
plantings; our objective being to retain 
the natural, low-key appearance of the 
Square. We have some new families in 
the Palm Beach Estate, so the Square 
and the basketball hoop are well used! 
The Somers Petanque Club plays at 
Garden Square regularly.
 
Contacts: Friends of Garden Square 
Sally Holdsworth, President: 
Sally.holdsworth@me.com
Somers Petanque Club 
Tony Duboudin, Secretary: 
tonyduboudin@bigpond.com    
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Sunday 25th October 2015 dawned 
fair and there were many sighs of re-

lief as the fog cleared to sunny skies.  As 
stalls were set up and finishing touches 
applied to the art exhibition, there was 
a palpable feeling of anticipation and 
excitement as the Somers Arts Fair 
commenced.

This year was once again a great 
success; the community of Somers, 
and many from further afield, turned 
up in good numbers and enjoyed the 
entertainment on offer.  The local 
men’s choir started things off with 
rich song; children’s activities and 
workshops buzzed with concentration 
and laughter and the doors to the art 
exhibition opened to eager browsers.  

Up on the stage on the back oval, 
the bands provided a lively and toe 
tapping backdrop to the crowds of 
children enjoying the rope bridge, fire 
rescue, giant inflatable dart board, 
jumping castle and myriad games, 
while their parents sipped a glass of 

SisterWorks is a grassroots social 
enterprise based in Greater 

Melbourne. Their mission is to enable 
the most vulnerable asylum seekers, 
refugees and migrant women to work 
towards financial independence by 

 

In the eggathon, when catching the thrown egg, it is critical to concentrate, or else 
‘splatter’ it will go!

Sister Works
in Somers

With her hand woven baskets and fans is Yassah who hopefully will convince the 
visitors how practical and helpful both these items would be.

Saida is somehow holding her son 
Kendrick with one hand, whilst 
threading beads onto a needle with 
the other.

Somers arts fair 2015
CATRIONA WARNBRUMM 

developing the skills they need to settle 
happily into Australian society. 

Lord Somers Camp sponsored a 
market to support ‘SisterWorks’ at 
Somers on Sunday 8th of November. ʘ .

wine and sampled some of the gourmet 
food on offer. Down on the basketball 
court, the market stalls did brisk 
business, and the cake stall and coffee 
station was a hub of conversation.

After lunch, attention turned to 
the auction of donated art.  It was a 
lively and entertaining auction, with 
some fantastic pieces to be auctioned 
and the totem poles, sculpture and 
paintings on offer excited a great deal 
of interest.

 

The Somers Primary school relies 
heavily on the funds raised from 
the Arts Fair.  We are very proud to 
be part of the Somers community 
which once again demonstrated the 
values that make Somers unique.  
The support that the school received 
on the day of the Fair was at times 
quite humbling. People turned up in 
droves, prepared to enjoy themselves 
and spent their money with good 
will and great generosity.  We would 
like to thank all the individuals and 
local businesses who gave of their 
time, goods and money, whether by 
sponsorship, advertising, bidding at 
the auction or buying the wonderful 
works exhibited by local artists, and 
the artists themselves who donated 
their very high quality works to raise 
funds for the school.  Our thanks are 
heartfelt.         ʘ

Well known local artist Monique 
Morey provided teaching in the skill of 
using pastels to create a work of art. 
Somers student Zoe is one of the early 
participants.

These boots are not made for walking! 
Just another example of Paul Mutimer’s 
creative ability. But then again, boots 
made of steel are really not all that 
comfortable anyway.

Paul is not only wonderful with his incredible sculptures, but can create quite a 
mean hamburger.

“Now, come along, come along, do I 
hear $900? ” Arthur O’Bryan in full cry 
with recorder Cassandra Hill ensuring 
that no mistakes are made as to just 
who made that last bid.
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Rats + 
barbeque
KARINA SMITH 

Reading the words, rat and barbeque 
in the one sentence can cause a 

cascade of emotions: disbelief, hor-
ror, revulsion, or just good-old-fash-
ioned-nausea. Reading the itinerary 
for Cambodia Day Five—first stop, rat 
market—and all I could think of was 
disease-ridden-fleabags with chunky 
tails, beady eyes, sharp teeth and 
high-pitched squeals. But this opinion 
is a typical visitor reaction, whereas 
Cambodians consider eating rat as 
quite normal and unremarkable, and 
are puzzled and slightly offended by a 
westerner’s disapproval. 

Facing a rat lunch meant I might 
have to adjust my long-held view that 
rats were vermin that lurk at the 
bottom of the food chain. If you eat 
rats, you eat…well, shit. ‘Not true’, 
said Fila our trusty Cambodian tour 
guide. ‘Rat is very good. Today I going 
to let you try country rat, best rat, not 
dirty city rat.’ In Cambodia there are a 
couple of simple rules when eating rat. 
First, always eat rice-field rats, whose 
diet is organic and vegetarian—they 
gnaw their way through rice stalks 
and plant roots—and are considered a 
healthy delicacy. Second, avoid the city 
varieties—they have scabies-ridden 
skin and eat anything rotten—not a 
nice menu item.

Interestingly the revered country 
rats and shunned city rats vary not only 
dietary wise, but as a species. City rats 
are classified as Rattus rattus (sounds 
like a rap band) or Rattus norvegicus, 
whereas the delectable rice-field rats 
are Rattus argentiventer—just in case 
you peruse your menu by species!

In truth it was more than just rat-
prejudice making me nervous about 
our lunch destination. My biggest 
concern was the long journey ahead. 
This would prove a challenge for my 
recently acquired abdominal dilemma. 
I was woken during the night with 
eruptions of volcanic proportions—
no toilet on the bus and a four-hour 
journey was going to be a dilemma. 

Furthermore, adding barbequed rat 
to this mix would probably disrupt 
the flimsy hold I had on my abdominal 
contents. 

Fila beamed as he announced 
today’s food plan. ‘For lunch you will be 
Cambodian and eat local, local, local, 
local food’. Fila had allocated a rating 
for the food on this trip—the less 
touristy and the more authentic, the 
higher the scale of ‘local’ it received. 
Today we were aiming for ‘four locals’, 
the highest score yet. 

Rats have always been eaten in 
Cambodia but starvation during the 
Khmer Rouge regime made them a 
regular food source and nowadays 
they are considered a rural delicacy. 
Rats, surprisingly or not, have several 
financial and nutritional advantages. 
They are cheap and plentiful —free 
if you can catch them— although 
demand, due to exports into Vietnam, 
increases every year. Rats are also a 
protein-rich meat option, something 
the resourceful Khmers understood. 

T he bu s jou r ney w a s le s s 
problematic than I expected. Our 
w ise bus driver, familiar w ith 
temperamental western bellies, 
offered a ‘happy house’ stop at the 
halfway mark. We leapt off the bus, 
me in the lead, and scurried through 
a market stall stacked with petrol-
filled glass soda bottles, following the 
stallholder’s gesture to a hut out the 
back. As I relaxed in the ‘happy house’ 
I began to chuckle —‘happy house’ in 
Cambodia is the discreet term they 
use for toilet—a well thought-out use 
of the word ‘happy’. 

The remainder of the trip felt like a 
tour through a landscape gallery. We 
were now in the province of Banteay 
Meanchay, the agricultural bowl 
of Cambodia, renowned for its lush 
countryside. Every blink revealed a 
different panorama: green rice paddies 
fading into the horizon; water buffalo, 
crowned with regal horns, grazing by 
the road-side; children in stark-white 
shirts riding patched-up old bikes, two 
and three-abreast; and bright, green 
morning glory, a Cambodian stir-fry 
vegetable, growing wild along the edge 
of canals. The houses fascinated me 
the most. Strewn along the highway 
were traditional wooden huts, built 
on crooked stilts, the only ornaments 

being a collection of mangy chickens 
and dogs in the front dirt. In the 
midst of these modest dwellings were 
ornate mansions, made from solid 
stone, usually with a dusty Mercedes 
parked inside its locked iron gates. 
Fila explained that Cambodians like 
to display their wealth, and power, 
by living alongside much poorer 
neighbours.

‘OK we arrive in five minutes’, 
said Fila. ‘Leave your things on bus, 
but bring camera so you can show 
your family a rat lunch.’ A distinctive 
rumble from my stomach did not bode 
well for photos, lunch or much else. As 
we stepped out into the blazing sun, 
we didn’t notice the heat so much as 
the overwhelming aroma—rodent- and 
barbeque-smoke. 

My main objective was to find 
the nearest ‘happy house’ but I was 
delayed by the fascinating array of 
rat-trading stalls, one after another, 
along this dusty roadside. Rats were in 
various stages of preparation—caged 
and squealing, recently deceased, 
skinned, skewered, and charcoaled. 
Even when barbequed there was no 
mistaking their origin—the thick 
tails and front incisors were a dead 
giveaway. 

One of the local rat farmers told me, 
‘you come good time, it best time to 
catch and eat rats. They good and fat.’ 
Peak rat-catching season is after rice 
harvest in June and July, when the rats 
are easy to catch having gorged on the 
scraps from rice harvest. During these 
months this farmer said he could catch 
up to 30kg of rats per night and got 
US$2.00 per kg at the market (up from 
a low of 20 cents a few years ago). This 
may seem a good salary in Cambodia, 
but US$60.00 per night is netted only 
during the few peak weeks, and the 
money had to be allocated amongst 
his team of rat-catchers, local officials 
who expected bribes, and then made 
to last for the remaining 10 months 
of the year.

Fila’s loud lunch announcement 
halted my explorations. ‘Who wants 
to try rat?’ We were each passed a 
plate of meat portions, thoughtfully 
decorated with cucumber and carrot 
garnish. I slowly raised the plate to my 
nose. The smell of well-done meat and 
barbeque smoke competed with the 

background aromas of rat urine and 
flyblown intestines. I looked over at 
one of the girls as she bit into a small 
piece of rat. To my horror I noticed 
thick hairs sticking out of her chunk 
of meat, having clung on despite the 
red-hot-coals. I gagged. 

When I returned from my hasty 
dash to the toilet, I admitted to Fila I 
had reached my gastronomic limit. My 
discerning palate left me with only one 
question: ‘what does rat taste like?’ 
Fila reassured me that it tasted just 
like chicken, another of his jokes as 
everything tasted like chicken—frog, 
bat, turtle, snail; even tarantula. My 
travel companions gave it various 
other descriptions: ‘oily, chewy, pork-
like, prickly (hairs), and pungent.’

A few days after my adventures in the 
Banteay Meanchay we arrived in Siem 
Riap. It was there that I met Mr Thom, 
a local tuk tuk driver. He spoke to me 
about his survival, during the Khmer 
Rouge displacement, in the jungle and 
rice fields of Battambong. Mr Thom 

was forced as a teenage boy to work 
alongside his father, digging trenches 
for rice irrigation. It was backbreaking 
work in the blazing sun, up to 16 hours 
a day. When the rice paddies were lush, 
green and ready to harvest the smell 
of ripe husks tormented his hungry 
stomach. The rice was guarded by AK-
47 wielding soldiers who would not 
allow their war-slaves to eat any of 
the harvest—it was all for export to 
Maoist China. 

Mr Thom’s family survived, barely, 
on thin gruel served once a day, late 
evening. ‘Rats stop me from being 
dead,’ said Mr Thom ‘rats and frogs.’ 
Mr Thom shook his head as he recalled 
‘rat live in rice and easy to catch, but 
soldiers kill us if we eat extra food. 
My mother cooked rat bones in our 
kettle; nice soup and we eat soft bones. 
Liver good for us.’ I delicately asked, 
‘do you eat rat now?’ ‘Oh yes, it is good 
snack. Cheap meat. Have you tried?’ 
I shook my head, and felt somewhat 
ashamed that I hadn’t embraced one 
of their necessary and highly regarded 

foods. Perhaps next time—with a more 
courageous stomach, and a more 
courageous attitude—perhaps I will.

Barbequed rat recipe

6 live rice-field rats
2 buckets of water
sharp knife
vegetable oil
bbq grill over a coal fire 

Drown rats in a bucket of water. Skin 
and disembowel; scrape any remaining 
hairs off. Rinse rats in fresh bucket 
of water. Butterfly each carcass by 
splitting lengthways, up through 
breastbone. Coat with oil. Pick up by 
tail and lie gut-side down on hot bbq 
grill. Cook until charcoaled. Turn and 
cook other side.

Once cooked, hold by tail and 
head and eat, as you would a chicken 
drumstick. For special occasions the 
rat can be skewered and eaten like a 
kebab. Enjoy.                                     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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Combined 
Probus club  
of Balnarring
Travel Group Outing

In October, our travel group visited 
Halls Gap for four nights.

For our first day we organised a 
bus trip out to Wartook on the western 
slopes of the Grampians.  On the way, 
we called in at Reid’s Lookout where the 
views and wild flowers were equally 
spectacular.  Many walked out to the 
Balconies where we found that the 
very exposed rocky ledge we recalled 

standing on in our youth is now blocked 
off by safety barriers.  Then we stopped 
at MacKenzie Falls which had more 
water than we expected, given the 
dryness of the surrounding country.

In Wartook, we visited the Gardens 
where we had our picnic lunch.  The 
gardens survived the recent fires well 
and were beautiful.  At Wartook Views, 
the owners have lovingly restored a 
number of old horse-drawn carriages 
and a collection of dolls and doll’s 
clothes and accessories.

The hot and dry weather meant that 
most of the wild flowers were over, but 
our visit to the old Heatherlie Quarry, 
from which the stone for Melbourne’s 
Parliament House was taken, was very 
interesting.  Later, we had a group 
dinner at a Halls Gap restaurant.

The third day was free to follow our 

The Balnarring Combined Probus Halls Gap trip, included a 
display at ‘Wartook Views’, where the owners have restored a 
number of old horse drawn carriages

own interests.  Some went for a walk 
in the mountains, others to the zoo 
and some to the Brambuk Aboriginal 
Culture Centre.

All members enjoyed a few days 
away.
We usually do two trips a year, various 
day excursions, and a varied list of 
interest groups, including Scrabble, 
“500”,  Ca na s t a ,  Back g a m mon, 
Walking, Singing for Fun, Cinema, 
Film Discussion, Camera Crew, Garden 
Group, Dine Out, and Chat Groups, 
which  keep our members in touch, 
and having fun.

We welcome new members.
Contact: Patsy Wilson (Membership 
Secretary) Tel. 5983 9949  
Email: grapatwilson@bigpond.com ʘ
        

Hiding behind the photos of the South Beach Foreshore are 
most of the willing workers who again worked hard at the 
SRA organised November Foreshore Care Day Working Bee.

 If you have worked hard then you deserve a nice cuppa 
and one of Rosemary’s muffins. The happy recipient is John 
Copeland whilst Ray McCutcheon, Brian Evans and Denise 
Kempster are happy to wait their turn.

Foreshore Care Day Working Bee.

The Somers Ladies Probus made the most of ‘Cup Week’ at their monthly meeting 
by a competition for the best ladies’ hats.  The winners here are Kay Wharington, 
Margaret Howard, Dawn Bamford, Lynn Robson and Judy Kefford.

Before you eat them, it is necessary to 
harvest the beans, which is something 
that Kade likes to do.

Hazel and Sophie are, at the age of 
four, quite willing to shell the broad 
beans, but will they be so willing when 
they are fourteen?

Careful mate, or we will drop the silver 
beet and broad beans! Robbie and 
Ziggy are taking due care as carriers 
of the garden produce.

Gardening  
at Kinder

The best brooch winners were Pat 
Wion and Judy Llewellyn.

Somers Ladie’s Probus
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Leon’s Story
ROD NUSKE

Back in the 1960’s when I was working 
in the Drawing Office in Cerberus, a 

new member of staff Leonid Bunjevic was 
appointed. He was a talented draftsman 
with an interesting background in Russia 
and Croatia and was someone that all the 
staff grew very fond of. We really had 
little idea of his life’s story but recently 
his son allowed me to read an incredible 
manuscript of his father’s life in Russia, 
Croatia and Australia. Leon senior was 
born into a very privileged life in Czar-
ist Russia. His parents belonged to aris-
tocratic families that owned numerous 
properties in Russia, while his father also 
served as a Colonel in the Czar’s army. 
I intend to focus primarily on his time 
here in Australia as it involves the Som-
ers Immigration Camp and some of the 
issues and difficulties that Leon and so 
many other migrants faced in their new 
country. 

As a young boy Leon, having passed 
the entrance examination, was inducted 
as a cadet into a prestigious Russian 
military academy. The outbreak of 
World War 1, together with the internal 
revolutionary stirrings in Russia, meant 
that Leon and fellow cadet school 

members were soon being moved across 
the country in order to avoid the many 
fighting groups. Eventually these cadets 
formed part of a mass white Russian 
exodus fleeing the Bolsheviks. Leon 
and his classmates subsequently found 
themselves completing their military 
schooling in a proxy Russian military 
academy which had been set up by 
Czarist loyalists in Sarajevo, Bosnia. It 
was during this time that Leon’s earlier 
musical tuition came to the fore, as he 
began to form musical bands, which 
enabled him to supplement his Officer’s 
salary.

Fol low ing ma ny t r ia ls a nd 
tribulations, Leon eventually found 
himself living in Croatia, where he and 
his new wife Tina, found themselves 
coping with the unsettling reality 
of German occupying forces during 
WWII. In an environment of very little 
employment, Leon’s excellent musical 
skills enabled him to support the young 
family during quite difficult times. By 
1950 the couple had three children and 
due to ongoing turmoil in Yugoslavia, 
the family moved to Trieste where 
Leon organised and led a popular 
band there. Nevertheless, his wife Tina 
was determined to leave post-war 
Europe and emigrate.  The family were 
subsequently offered the opportunity 
to migrate to Australia, with a promise 
that Leon would be able to be employed 
in aerial photography and make use of 
his drafting skills in both engineering 
and building construction. And so, 
a little apprehensively, they caught a 
train to Bremen in Germany where 
they subsequently boarded the ‘Nelly’, 

a migrant ship bound for the ‘promised 
land’ down under. 

On arrival, the family were taken 
to the Bonegilla Immigration Camp 
where the conditions and food proved 
less than impressive. Leon and the rest 
of the male migrants were placed on a 
two year contract and were given work 
that had no connection whatsoever with 
the skills they possessed. Leon advised 
the authorities of the promises made 
to him in Trieste but to no avail, and 
so was sent to pick grapes in Mildura, 
living in very poor accommodation with 
fellow ‘overqualified’ migrant workers. 
When the picking season finished he was 
directed to the International Harvester 
in Geelong to work in the factory doing 
what was a quite dangerous job. His 
family in the mean time were packed off 
to the Somers Immigration Camp where 
at least the children were happy to be 
at the sea-side in pleasant surroundings 
with adequate food and shelter with the 
camp movie theatre for entertainment.

In order to be able to see his family, 
Leon purchased a bicycle and cycled to 
Somers every second week end. Then 
it was necessary for him to make the 
return journey in time to commence 
work on the Monday morning. That 
certainly involved a very, very long ride, 
sometimes during inclement weather 
and quite often in the dark.

 The migrants residing in the 
camp had to rely on each other for 
friendship and support as there was a 
lack of English speakers amongst them, 
including both Leon and Tina who could 
converse in Italian, Russian, Polish, 
French and Croatian but not in English. A young dashing Leon.

The cadet school band with a young Leon holding his beloved balalaika.

Because of this there was little contact 
by the migrants with the local people 
of Somers.

One morning in September 1952, 
Leon’s flat mate in Geelong showed 
him the headline story in the ‘Sun’ 
newspaper of a fire at the hospital in 
the Somers Immigration Camp where 
five children were asphyxiated. There 
was no mention of who the children 
were, and Leon naturally became greatly 
distressed as he knew that his five year 
old son, also called Leon, had been in 
the hospital several days prior. It was 
decided to go to the Police Station in 
the hope that the police would be able to 
have more information. The police were 
able to obtain the names of the children 
and Leon was greatly relieved to find 
that his son was not among those five 
unfortunate children. 

An economic downturn in the country 
saw Leon returning to reside with the 
family in the camp, where he was offered 
a position carrying out menial tasks in 
the camp kitchen. Both Tina and Leon 
had by that time several reasons to 
regret their decision to leave Europe. 
Leon, because of the humiliation he had 
to accept and endure in his new found 
station in life, as well as the difficulty of 
adapting to a culture so different to what 
he had previously known. Tina also was 
suffering emotionally from an uncertain 
future and the feelings of isolation 
and loneliness resulting from leaving 
friends and family behind. Eventually 
Leon managed to secure a position as 
storeman at the camp which meant 
a slightly higher wage and improved 
conditions

Around 1955/56 the families 
residing in the camp were advised that 
the camp would close and that they 
were required to organise their own 
arrangements.  This led to numerous 
meetings and conversations amongst 
the residents, comparing notes as to 
preferred locations and opportunities 
elsewhere. Sunshine and Footscray were 
popular destinations, as was Dandenong. 
However Leon was fortunate in being 
offered ongoing employment at the 
camp. He was to continue in his role 
of looking after stores and inventory 
as well as adding camp security to his 
duties. This also meant that the family 
were able to move into an improved 
standard of accommodation on a fenced 

property within the camp which also 
included a large yard.

Happier times ensued with Tina 
finding part-time employment with 
some of the farming families including 
the Sandersons, the Marshalls and the 
Hope-Campbells, as well as setting up an 
abundant vegetable patch in the family’s 
new yard. Leon also found additional 
work with Tom Luxton at Coolart and 
was also able to spend a lot of his spare 
time fishing for the abundant bream and 
mullet which filled the nearby creek, as 
well as extending his social contacts in 
the area.

By that stage the couple had made 
several friends amongst the Somers 
population, most notably the Reids 
of ‘Greenhedges’, who became good 
family friends. Another good friend 
was an ex teacher at the camp school, 
Nick Thurbon, who became a regular 
visitor and who became the catalyst for 
Leon to display his musical acumen to a 
wider population.

As a result of Nick’s urgings Leon 
appeared on a talent show on channel 
7 called “Stairway to the Stars” hosted 
initially by the late Eric Pearce. Leon 
played his favourite instrument, the 
Balalaika, and subsequently won the 
competition. This led to a further 
appearance on a late night show, before 
the tyranny of distance as well as the 
meagre rewards being offered, resulted 
in Leon rejecting any further offers from 
the television programmers.

In late 1957 Leon and the family 
were stunned to learn that due to the 
Education Department’s takeover of 
the camp, Leon’s position was being 
terminated and the family were required 
to vacate their lodgings at the camp 
within weeks.

In the scramble to find alternate 
accommodation Leon and Tina 
purchased a weatherboard house 
in nearby Crib Point and the family 
celebrated their first Christmas in their 
own home in Australia.

Leon soon found employment as a 
cleaner in the nearby naval base and 
found the work not only arduous, but also 
quite belittling, but he applied himself 
as best as he could. Some time later, a 
chance meeting with a senior officer at 
the base led to Leon submitting some 
technical drawings that the drawing 
office staff were greatly impressed with. 

His professional qualifications were 
soon recognised and he was encouraged 
to apply for a position as a draughtsman. 
Despite his limited English, he was 
successful in that application, and was 
appointed to the drawing office and so 
my association with him began.

He is, sadly, no longer with us, but 
the family connection with Somers has 
continued with his two sons, Vladimir 
and Leon. Both returned to become 
residents here, with Vladimir becoming 
quite an identity at the Somers Yacht 
Club, before moving on in recent years 
to a life in Melbourne. Both also brought 
their families with them and a further 
generation has also been able to call 
Somers home.

It is remarkable to think that this 
humble story is of a man who once 
played boyhood games with the son of 
Czar Nicholas of Russia.       ʘ

Leon with his favourite instrument, 
the balalaika.
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Father Christmas: Lost and 
Found in the Apennines
PETER STEELE

The delivery schedules prepared over the 12 months prior to Christmas Eve are 
sophisticated, well-proven and generally infallible – good kids everywhere enjoy 

the surprise and delight of presents left under that traditional tree when they wake 
up on Christmas Morning. But, like most things in life – magic or no – people are 
involved and people sometimes make mistakes. This is where those essential back-up 
systems come into play – learned over many years and honed to perfection. Everything, 
however, is dynamic and complacency can upset the most reliable planning.

Mistakes happen
Dazed and with the breath knocked 
out of him, Father Christmas lay on his 
back and gazed up at the night sky with 
his eyes glazed and the stars spinning 
round in his head mixing with those 
gazing down at him from the heavens. 
It was a crisp dark night, with none of 
the pollution typical of the urban areas 
serviced earlier that night and, as he 
gained his sense of purpose, levered 
himself up on one elbow he could, by 
screwing up his eyes and squinting into 

the night sky, just see the tail lights on 
his sleigh disappearing into the cascade 
of stars that made up the Milky Way.

The night had gone well for the team; 
beginning in the north of Europe where 
it is dark by mid-afternoon and slowly 
working their way down towards the 
south of the continent, the schedule had 
taken the team across the Baltic Sea into 
Germany and Austria and then into the 
Balkans before crossing the Adriatic Sea 
into Central Italy just north of Perugia. 
Here the schedule took the team south 

along the range of empty mountains 
that stretch 1,500 km the length of the 
peninsula and on into Sicily.
Lost in Central Italy
The geology of the mountains, the 
heritage of the Italic people that once 
lived there before Rome established its 
empire throughout the known world 
of the time, and the development of the 
modern state was largely beyond either 
the knowledge that Father Christmas 
brought to his work or the interest that 
he had in the social groups that he visited 
each year; much of it was beyond him. 
There was, however, no getting away 
from his current predicament.

Here he was, a short distance from 
L’Aquila and servicing a number of out-
lying villages – hamlets even – and 
isolated houses on the edge of the Gran 
Sasso e Monti della Laga National Park, 
and fate had taken a hand. Contemplating 
the bulk of the mountains above him – a 
dark ridge line below the peaks of the 
Gran Sasso – at almost 3,000 metres 
the highest point in the Apennines; 
stark against the sky - stars above and 
darkness below - Father Christmas 
slumped back into the snow in which 
he lay and wondered what to do next.

Getting lost is not unusual for the 
Father Christmas teams working new 
areas for the first time, but then they are 
typically paired with a reindeer team 
that is made up of experienced animals 
and, if the boss gets them lost, then the 
animals can normally figure out where 
they are and get them back on track. The 
challenge for both animals and team 
leader this time, however, would be 
making contact and keeping the logistics 
of the delivery programme alive. Alarm 
bells would already be ringing and lights 
flashing in the European monitoring unit 
in the Father Christmas communications 
centre at the North Pole. Routine 
feedback from the sleigh would have 
alerted the desk responsible that the 
sleigh was on the move, but with no one 
on board. The reindeer team would be 
implementing their search and find 
routines.

Christmas is a multi-billion dollar 
industry
It was such a stupid and unnecessary 
mishap too. Into the seventh country 
of the schedule that night, the team had 
kept to their usually high standards of 

Gran Sasso Mountain. The name means ‘Great Stone’, although others refer to the 
three peaks that make up the summit as the ‘Sleeping Giant’ – from the image of 
a reclining face in profile. So perhaps it was only fitting that Father Christmas 
succumbed on the slopes of the mountain. There’s also a small glacier just below 
the peak, but this was largely lost on the Christmas team.

delivery – handling houses with and 
without chimneys – the more modern 
the buildings the less likely that the 
traditional entry point would be 
available – and, in any case, there was 
this thing about people keeping their 
fires burning throughout the night, 
which always resulted in a handful of 
singed beards (or worse – holes burned 
in clothing that were murder in the cold 
air) each Christmas Eve; but again, this 
normally only happened to those making 

first-time runs.
Speed was of the essence with 

so many houses and kids to service, 
and the team would hover above the 
roof tops as presents flew out of their 
respective sacks and into the house 
under the control of Father Christmas. 
If you could slow it down – as they did 
with the videos when training first-
timers – it resembled a train of gaily 
coloured boxes filing into the house. The 
reality however, was faster, difficult to 

appreciate and impossible to follow. 
There was simply no time in which to 
monitor a single house in a programme 
that contained many tens of thousands 
of houses assigned to the one Father 
Christmas team and the freight load 
piled high on the sleigh. Streaks of 
coloured light zipped along the roof 
lines as the reindeer thundered across 
the night sky.

It was different in the country, 
however, and delivery was slower as the 
team sometimes searched for a house in 
the darkness below. Occasionally, Father 
Christmas got down from his sleigh to 
confirm the identification of the house 
– for there are neither street names 
nor house numbers in the isolated high 
country. He also followed recommended 
practice and took a short break every 
hour or so, drinking the glass of milk 
or eating the Christmas cake or biscuits 
that thoughtful kids had left under their 
trees. Some kids even left carrots or 
apples for the animals – always a treat 
for a hard-working team. The reindeer 
team, their chests heaving with exertion, 
would relish the snacks and the short 
stop.
Choices: training or experience
Animals and team leader develop a sixth 
sense about each other with little in the 
way of instruction required, reacting to 
covert or hidden signs, grunts, waves 
and the general body language that 
comes from running through the same 
routines many thousands of times each 
year; and over several years when teams 
are mixed and paired together. The grunt 
from the team leader told the animals 
that delivery had been successful and 
that it was time to move on; only it wasn’t 
that kind of grunt, it was a different one 
and more to do with the half bottle of 
wine and the hefty slice of Christmas 
pudding that Father Christmas had just 
wolfed down. Milk sustains for the night 
delivery; wine is never recommended 
(and the notes in the training courses 
always underline the risks involved). 
Notwithstanding this, the more 
experienced the Father Christmas the 
more likely he is to balance risk against 
pleasure (and this one had been unable 
to resist the delightful Montepulciano 
d’Abruzzi left out for him).

Father Christmas had just put his 
foot on to the running board of the 
sleigh when the mix of wine gases and 

Magic images for kids under four and, when you believe in that magic, everything 
is possible. This is not the same Father Christmas in the story – this one seems too 
alert.

Great picture, but little in the way of reality for delivering sufficient presents to 
the estimated 100 million kids worldwide who believe in Father Christmas (that 
assumes they’ve all been good, of course).
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fermented fruits in his stomach resulted 
in an enormous belch. Startled, the 
reindeer team was uncertain of this 
particular instruction but, such was 
the intensity of the noise in the relative 
tranquility of the late morning that 
they took flight – assuming that time 
was running out on them. The sleigh 
accelerated into the night sky, Father 
Christmas did a backward flip, spun 
out of control and landed heavily in the 
snow beneath him – fortunately for him. 
But he was winded and confused; and 
it took a good five minutes before his 
wits fully returned, and the reality of 
his situation made him groan out load. 
The sleigh and animals had long since 
disappeared.
Tired and fallible – the situation just 
got worse
There was no point in remaining in 
the snow; the team would realize their 
mistake and return and collect him – 
so he reasoned, but it was really cold 
in the mountains. Time to find some 
shelter and escape that wind chill. The 
house was just below him and, with his 
sight adjusting to the contrast between 
shadow and snow glare, he could see out-
buildings a few metres from the main 
house. No point in waking everyone 
up by bungling into the house. Father 
Christmas stumbled across the uneven 
ground through half a metre of snow 
and felt his way around the first of the 
buildings, which was open on one side 
and stacked with wood. Out of the wind 
the place felt comparatively warm and 
Father Christmas was overcome with 
weariness. He sat down on a pile of 
wood, leaned back and closed his eyes 
telling himself that he would take five 
minutes rest. Five minutes later with 
the alcohol blending through his blood 
stream, he was slumped against the 
wood pile, mouth open and breathing 
regularly – fast asleep.

Quick to realize what had happened 
and taking the initiative, the front pair 
of reindeers had turned round and 
were galloping back to the slopes of 
the mountains looking for the houses 
that had been visited just a few minutes 
earlier; Father Christmas would be easy 
to find – standing somewhere, torch 
waving visibly and waiting to be picked 
up. Only he wasn’t and, more to the point, 
he had failed to activate his tracking 
device. Time was racing and the delivery 

schedule was quickly unraveling, and 
there were those first traces of light 
coming up over the eastern horizon.
Contingency planning kicks in
The back-up logistical programme at the 
North Pole had contingencies for this 
one – and the loaders were assembling 
a replacement sleigh, with new animals 
and another Father Christmas pulled 
out of reserve already on the way over. 
The magic involved was impressive with 
the new team expected to take over at 
the point from where the original team 
had stopped. They were on their way to 
Central Italy within a few minutes of the 

incident – with the amended delivery 
schedule a priority. Imagine, kids waking 
up on Christmas Morning with nothing 
under that tree – unimaginable.

The original team sensed rather 
than saw the new team cross the stars 
above them and realized, with not a little 
relief, that their delivery responsibilities 
for the night had been taken over by 
others. But they still hadn’t found the 
team leader, and the eastern sky was 
definitely getting lighter; and they had to 
make it back to the North Pole that night.
This is how the story ended
They didn’t. The story has been told, 

Abruzzi reindeer. The herd is unique having adapted to the warmer climate and 
established a viable colony in southern Europe – but then these are descendent 
from Christmas reindeer. Elsewhere in the world they are in decline from loss of 
habitat due to mining, power generation and human habitation and a changing 
climate in the Arctic and sub-Arctic lands.

Training for Christmas. It is essential to board and get off the sleigh the right way 
– new Father Christmases practicing the steps required as part of their training 
activities mid-year.

re-told and entered into legend (and if 
not legend, at least in the curricula of the 
training programmes for new recruits); 
of the reindeer team that remained 
hidden below the tree line on the edge 
of the national park, and of a much 
chastened Father Christmas – hungry 
and not a little cold – hidden in the 
back of a wood shed behind an isolated 
holiday home in Central Italy. Team and 
team leader were reunited the following 
night with the automatic homing device 
activated by the controllers at the 
North Pole, but not before a miserable 
Christmas Day in the bleak forests of 
the Abruzzi.
Alternative ending
That’s the nice way of ending the story. 
The reality was, however, quite different. 
Collecting wood during the morning, the 
kids in the house discovered the sleeping 

Father Christmas – tired and fast asleep 
well into the morning -  and they told 
Dad that they’d found an old tramp in 
red clothes asleep behind the wood pile. 
Cautious to a fault (and notwithstanding 
the goodwill of Christmas Day) Dad 
called the Duty Officer at the Caribinieri 
in Carsoli to report a break in. Working 
up to lunchtime and annoyed at being 
interrupted from the Christmas girlie 
show on RAI Due – who breaks into houses 
when the family is celebrating Christmas 
– the Duty Officer eventually took it out 
on Father Christmas. A car was sent to 
investigate and Father Christmas was 
taken into custody. Refusing to believe 
his story, the Duty Officer held Father 
Christmas as an illegal immigrant for 
two days in his empty lock-up pending 
his transfer to a transit centre in Rome. 
It’s true, this is what actually happened.

And the reindeer team? They settled 
comfortably into their new environment in 
the Abruzzi and, like the marsican brown 
bear and the Apennine wolf before them, 
established the nucleus of a breeding herd. 
It took time for them to become noticed by 
the public at large, however, with each of 
the different departments, communities, 
agencies and institutes responsible for 
the high country assuming that one of the 
others had introduced them. The team 
became the herd that became Europe’s 
most southern population of reindeer – 
but reindeer with a difference. If you’re 
trekking in the region, you can always 
tell the reindeer from the chamois or red 
deer even at a distance; they’re the ones 
that seem to take those incredible leaps 
– almost as if they were flying.

But, that as they say, is another story ʘ

The Christmas 
I forgot. 
LINDSAY PULLIN         

  Being the youngest of eleven children, 
Christmas was always an enormous 

family affair for me, considering  some 
of my older siblings were married with 
children. The boisterous crowd was al-
ways a load of fun. The centre of celebra-
tions was the family home presided over 
by my mother and her team of helpers. 
The gathering began in the week before 
Christmas and, after the day at the beach, 
games at home and dinner we sat around 
till late at night hearing stories of family 
legend. Then there came the Christmas 
I never forgot, or did I?

On Christmas Eve 1970 the ship I 
served on in Vietnam sailed into Sydney 
harbour with a crew who were more 
than glad to get home. Customs came 
aboard just inside the harbour and the 
trip up the Harbourwas one great big 
coming-home party. A friend of mine 
from our regiment and who was home 
in Sydney on Christmas leave met me 
at the wharf and took me to a “Hippy 
Christmas’’ party. A bohemian affair 
with eccentric guests and the aroma 

of exotic herbs thick in the air. Lovely 
night as one explained “cool man” 
another amazing experience. I awoke 
next morning in my bunk on board 
trying to recall how I got back there. 
As there was a skeleton crew on duty 
we had to rustle up our own breakfast 
then pack for home. Our flights  were 
already booked and the only available 
Land Rover shuttled us to the airport. 
I was last and the only passenger on 
the plane, a 727. The ‘hosties’ refused 
to come all the way down the aisle to 
serve me so I had to sit upfront and join 
in the party they  were having. Another 
hard gig. My wife-to-be picked me up at 
Tulla and after a thousand hello’s we set 
off for home.

 There she was, trapped with the 
masses to endure my home-coming and 
the hordes’ Christmas. We then set off 
to her family’s home for another round. 
On Boxing Day, I fulfilled the promise to 
myself  and picked up a surfing friend 
and headed for Gunnamatta. Speeding 
through Mornington, I was stopped 
by police for seven k’s over the limit. 
Asked if I had an excuse, all I could say 
was that I’d just got home from Vietnam 
the day before. The officer filled out the 
paperwork telling me the summons 
would be in the mail. When it finally 
arrived I was to attend court on the 25 
of April 1971. When I rang the police 
station to inquire about the date, no 

court that day, the Constable said how 
lucky I was and suggested I drive more 
carefully in the future. I thanked him 
very much. On the journey home from 
Vietnam the ship’s clerk took us into his 
very small office one by one to process 
our papers and arrange our leave. 
With an artistic flourish of pen and a 
talent for creative bookwork, the man 
decided that I would return to my unit 
on the seventeenth of February 1971. 
At the time I thought it was a bit long 
but then again who was I to question 
his mastery?

 When I finally turned up at my 
unit I found out how right I was; one 
by one we appeared before the battery 
Captain to explain ourselves. I said 
that “Sir I am just a soldier who obeys 
orders  given and not to question them”. 
After a thousand yard stare and due 
consideration of me, all of us were let off 
the hook. So those days and the events 
that occurred more than highlighted my 
home- coming and a time I would never 
forget. Every Christmas since then, I 
promised that at Christmas I would 
take myself aside and quietly recall 
and savour those days in a moment of 
personal reflection, but I never have. 
It’s the Christmas I sort of forgot. I was 
always swept away by the love and joy 
of the moment and it passed me by.

Merry Christmas to all and a happy 
New Year.                            ʘ
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of Glenroy. Dared he couldn’t swim across the dam, he stripped 
and made it half way across when he felt hundreds of the 
fattest leaches all over him, and walked back on water and 
ran to the buildings. The boy’s buildings were one side of the 
paddock, girl’s the other. Being new he went to the closest in 
his birthday suit chased by a hundred laughing fellas, to be 
cornered in the courtyard with another hundred giggling girls 
while a lit fag released the Leaches’ grip. They were collected 
in a jar ‘coz the chemist would give a 10 pack of smokes for 
them for someone in the city. 

Eldest daughter reflects and next day recounts ‘how brutal 
Pa’s time was, and how strong he was to overcome and be 
happy. Now social media can create a flap whereas Pa, and his 
generation, had to handle real, like physical adversity, and all 
sorts of crap. We need to harden up and move on’.

I regret as I remember how many stories I have forgotten, 
how easily today shadows the lessons of yesterday. Lessons and 
examples we need to pass on so the next who come are assured 
they can adapt and overcome, and deserve their happiness. 

TEDD WARDEN

Dad was 100 yesterday. Well he would 
have if he hadn’t died nine years ago. The day started with 
a scoot down to Crib Point to Mum and Dad’s grave. There 
are quite a few neighbours there as well so they are in good 
company. Somers celebrity Clem Kleinig is a trustee still doing 
a great job managing the cemetery, very often ‘on the tools’. 
Clem and family live up the “top end” of Somers and have 
cheerfully served the community for ever. He’s created a 
place that lets the grieving do their own thing, and looking 
at the growth there am glad my brother and I got a plot next 
to the folks. This will enable a sort of one stop shop for our 
family should they ever wish to say hello later on. Ironic that 
a grave begins the birthday celebration. A few quiet words 
and bouquets are left in the vase.

At the Sunday Breakfast the motley crew toast to ‘The 
Ton’ remembering Dad’s contribution to our ‘Tassie Tours’. 
Like camping at the Piner’s hut up the Braddon River, 2 hours 
boat south of Strahan. He rejected the accommodation as too 
bush rat infested, made his own humpy outside instead from 
some corry sheets, a found football as a pillow. Like swapping 
cars 3 minutes before the previous car rolled 3 times on the 
Western Explorer. Like having a different hat packed for each 
of the 14 days travel.

At that Sunday dinner, whatever family was in Victoria gave 
him another toast. Gathering the clan these days is challenging 
but only son in Sydney missed out to be filled in later. It was a 
great meal heartily enjoyed. Usually talk is of what is going on 
and who is doing what. But this ‘Special 100’ dinner’s purpose 
was not far from the table, and stories of Pa were recalled.

Like all the dress-up parties Ma and Pa and friends would 
have at the yotty and how happy and involved they all were. 
Everyone seemed to walk or bike everywhere and we all knew 
each other, or if not would say hello and change that.

Like the creek used to come out at Reserve Road, and Pa 
helped Scotty-Holland build a bridge to cross it.

Like having the first ride-on mower in the world, well the 
world most of us knew, to cut the grass at the hobby farm up 
the bush (Woori Yallock is now almost a suburb- g’awd how 
dad would be tiresome with “I remember when all this was 
paddock, or orchard, or bush”, now I say the same), and then 
to Somers’ 3 blocks. There was another in Victoria Avenue 
probably where Wendy and Tim are now. At a car show in 
the late 60’s there was a tidy Jaguar xk120 fixed head coupe 
for sale for $3,500. Vic Ave was worth that so dad offered a 
swap, which was declined as ‘too hard’. Now, the Jag if never 
used from that day may get $100k, Vic Ave 6 or 7 times that. 
Property can be a good investment. Vic Ave got sold for 4k-  
“mowing was a pain, Council put the rates up over $100, they 
want a drainage scheme, and another charge to put in mains 
water- next thing they’ll want to make the road and lay down 
a footpath”.

Like when his parents both died when he was about 13 
and there was only 10 Quid left on the mortgage of the family 
home in Footscray, just opposite the footy ground. “I could 
have worked and kept all us 4 kids together, but the Aunties 
sold the place and we got split up”.  

Like there was a new kid at the orphanage in the paddocks 
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Excerpts from 
Desiderata  1927
Go placidly amid the noise and haste,
and remember what peace there may 

be in silence.
As far as possible, without surrender,

be on good terms with all persons.
    

Speak your truth quietly and clearly;
and listen to others,

even to the dull and ignorant;
they too have their story.

Avoid loud and aggressive persons;
they are vexations to the spirit.

.....
If you compare yourself with others,

you may become vain or bitter,
for always there will be greater

and lesser persons than yourself.
.....

Exercise caution in your business 
affairs,

for the world is full of trickery.
But let this not blind you to what 

virtue there is;
many persons strive for high ideals,

and everywhere life is full of heroism.

Be yourself.
Especially do not feign affection.

Neither be cynical about love;
for in the face of all aridity and          

disenchantment,
it is as perennial as the grass.
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Take kindly the counsel of the years,
gracefully surrendering the things of 

youth.

 Nurture strength of spirit
to shield you in sudden misfortune.

But do not distress yourself with dark 
imaginings.

Many fears are born of fatigue and 
loneliness.

   .....
In the noisy confusion of life,

keep peace in your soul.

With all its sham, drudgery and      
broken dreams,

it is still a beautiful world.
Be cheerful. Strive to be happy.

Max Ehrmann (1872 - 1945)


