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This dramatic incident occurred during the Westernport Challenge held at Cowes 
early this year. It is, as far as we know, a quite rare spectacular accident, and to 

have an alert photographer close on hand adds to the uniqueness of the photo taken 
by Mike Rhodes. The Somers boat involved was crewed by Megan Bursa and Pip 
Pietromonaco and thankfully neither they, nor the other crew came to any harm.

Drama on the water
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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.

Oops….
Regular readers will be aware that our editorial group has 

increased in numbers over the last few issues. This will 
with time bring improvements. In the meantime we have been 
introducing different means of communicating, not just with 
our contributors and readers, but also between each other 
as we pull all the pieces together to bring an issue to you. 

Please be patient while we iron out some of the creases 
in our new processes and procedures.

Unfortunately a couple of articles that were intended for 
the last issue did not appear although photos for one were 
placed with a different article on scouting. Apologies to Jessie 
Jones. Both appear together in this issue. A piece from Pam 
Bannister was incorrectly attributed to Rosemary Birney 
which has been corrected in our online version.

Also corrected in the online version is the article from Sue 
King on the lost dog. We apologise to Sue and have explained 
to her that in a last minute change of article our software 
decided it didn’t like some of the formatting and inserted its 
own version thus scrambling things a little. This was not the 
fault of Sue’s penmanship but an oversight in checking that 
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Responses to our last issue

SRA  AGM and 
other matters
Tim RinToul

I am responding to Yolanda Davidson’s 
letter published in the January-

February edition of Nautilus whereby 
she raised various issues regarding 
the SRA AGM held in November 2015.
•	Yolanda appears to suggest that the 
SRA held back on giving notice of 
the AGM. The Spring Bulletin of the 
SRA published in October 2015 and 
sent to all SRA members, commenced 
with a “Message from the President”. 
The opening paragraph read 
“Included with this Bulletin is the 
formal notice of our AGM to be held 
at 7pm on Friday 27 November at 
the CFA Meeting Room in Camp Hill 
Road. All Committee positions are 
declared vacant at each AGM and 
nomination forms are available from 
the Secretary”. How much notice is 
the SRA expected to give?
•	Yolanda did nominate. Why is it 

so difficult to ask the Secretary 
for a nomination form? A simple 
email. Should the SRA pay the cost 
of printing nomination forms and 
sending them to the 670 members 
when only a few actually nominate ?
•	I accessed the SRA Rules via Google 
and pointed out to the Secretary that 
they appeared to be  the old archived 
2009 Rules so I asked the Secretary 
for a copy. I did not find this to be an 
onerous task. I should have gone to 
the SRA website as the Rules were 
there. Subsequently, the old Rules 
were removed from Google and the 
new Rules from the website. I have 
been told this was to avoid confusion. 
Again, a simple email to obtain the 
Rules at any time. Yolanda asserts that 
there “..was unrestricted access to the 
membership only available to the 
SRA executive”. I assume that Yolanda 
is referring to the membership list 
for the purpose of obtaining proxies. 
I have spoken to the Membership 
Secretary and the allegation is not 
true. The membership lists were not 
made available to anyone except one 
member who formally requested 
access.
 The SRA Rules are quite clear
1. Any member has a right to 
inspect the register of members. 
Rule 12(1)(f)       
2. Members are not permitted 
to make a copy of the register of 
members. Rule 73(4)

       

•	The Privacy Act 1988 contains the 
Australian Privacy Principles   
 Para 6 provides that an entity can 
use or disclose personal information 
about an individual for another 
purpose if that individual has 
consented or the individual would 
reasonably expect the organisation to 
use the information for a secondary 
purpose.
   Para 11 provides that entities must 
take reasonable steps to protect the 
personal information they hold from 
misuse, interference, modification or 
disclosure. Frankly, I would be very 
annoyed if somebody came knocking 
on my door asking for a proxy if I 
did not know them. I would ask by 
what means did they know I was a 

member of the SRA and would not 
like to know that the lists we’re in 
the public domain.
•	Being elected last November, I am 
aware of the results of the election. 
The Committee felt that if the results 
were made public, it might cause 
discomfort. Anne Bartholomew has 
told me that it would not cause her 
any problem and it would appear 
that Yolanda agrees.

The results were
Tony Duboudin 178; Jenny Cole 177; 
Denise Kempster 173; Morag Seward 
169; Simon McCall 161; David Lorimer 
154; Sally Holdsworth 33; Anne 
Bartholomew 29; Alasdair MacDonald 
24; Yolanda Davidson 19; Annabel 
Richards 18

It is my understanding that there  
were about 90 proxies. Obviously the 
proxies made no difference to the 
results.
•	The inference that the SRA has 
acted unfairly, prejudicial and was 
discriminatory against a member is 
beyond belief. Yolanda infers that the 
above points were used against her in  
“....seeking nomination to campaign 
for election to the Committee of the 
SRA”. I fail to see how. Yolanda was 
nominated for both positions as Vice 
President and Committee and lost on 
both counts.     
•	I find it disturbing to have to answer 
the general sideswipe against the 
SRA’s conduct in running the election 
as Yolanda says that the conduct 
“...appears to be demonstrative of 
a wider demeanour that is seeing 
the SRA operated adversely to the 
views of many of its members and the 
wider Somers community”. The SRA 
works tirelessly for the community. 
Since being elected, I am continually 
surprised just how much work these 
volunteers put in and the wide range 
of issues that have to be dealt with. 
The SRA should not be used as a 
kicking board.

    
Finally, to Anne Bartholomew’s 
comments, the SR A has and will 
continue to ask members to meet 
with the Committee  and address any 
concerns they have. The Committee 
received eight enquires for discussion> 

the transfer had happened correctly 
on the way to the printer.

Not so easy to correct is our front 
page! The post referred to is really 
called a Fluker post and therefore does 
not deserve the question about being a 
“fluke”. Thank you to Geoff Hall not only 
for bringing this to our attention but 
also providing us with an interesting 
article with more information on the 
posts.

Phew!
We have been carefully cross 

checking this issue to ensure we have 
covered everything . To help us in this 
task please ensure that all contributions, 
or correspondence relating to them, 
are sent to contributions@somers-
nautilus.org.au. And remember new 
contributors are always welcome.

Another point of view

I am for the proposed pathways in Somers, but I also think 
that we shouldn’t have to pay extra on top of our rates. Isn’t 

that what they are for: roads and paths?
I have always been receptive to the paths but what 

confirmed it for me was one very frightening event on the 
road. Over the summer my family and I decided to ride 
our bikes down to the pontoon, as there is limited parking 
and I thought it would be good for us to get some exercise. 
Getting there was ok, but the ride home was very hairy 
with cars parked on the edge of the road and oncoming cars 
approaching us from both directions. I had to get my five year 
old off his bike, and quickly get off the road, so he wouldn’t 
be run over. There was nowhere safe to ride! 

We also know a couple of families with children that have 
challenges with mobility. A path would be great for them.

We have lived in Somers for ten years and over that time 
it has become busier. We love the coastal village feel and 
don’t want to lose that but a few changes may be needed. 
Doesn’t everyone that lives in Somers deserve to be able to 
get out and enjoy it safely?

Helen Smedley.

Note from the Proofreader
 
You may be able to find spelling mistakes or other 
errors in this issue of the Paper Nautilus. This is 
because our policy is to try to please all our readers, 
including those who like to find fault.
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and whilst each member was invited 
to our meeting on the 5 April, some 
were away, some elected not to attend 
and left it to the Committee.

Anne referred to the issue of 
whether the minutes of the Committee 
should be published on the   website. 
During discussion on the proposed 
new Rules and as reported in the 
minutes of the 2014 AGM read as 
follows.”Mr Mike Rhodes and Mrs 
Brenda Karnowski expressed their 
view that all committee minutes 
should be freely available without 
restriction”. The motion to adopt 
the new Rules which included the 
restriction on access to the minutes 
of Committee meetings was “put to 
the meeting and passed with 4 votes 
against” as reflected in the minutes.

Anne is quite correct about the 
Rules not being on the website. 
T he Commit tee is consider ing 
amendments to the Rules which will 
be put to the members shortly. Once 
this is resolved, the Rules will be back 
on the website. Again, the Rules can 
be obtained by email. Really, is this a 
bona fide issue?

Anne raises the complex issue 
of copying the register of members 
which I have addressed in my answer 
to Yolanda. The Model Rules under 
the Act provides that members 
may inspect the register (not copy). 
Section 58 of the Act provides that it 
is an offence to make improper use of 
information about a person obtained 
from the register of members.

Whist other associations differ in 
how they deal with their members, 
it does not necessarily mean that is 
the best or correct approach. Has 
anyone considered that they do not 
comply with the Act, are they being 
reckless and in breach of the law? 
Maybe Anne is right or maybe wrong 
but our current Rules do not provide 
for what Anne is asking for.

I welcome constructive comments 
but I am not so keen on the negative. I 
have put to the Committee that the SRA 
should meet with other community 
groups in Somers for open discussions 
and not just the SRA members. This 
notion has been strongly endorsed by 
the Committee and will occur in due 
course.         ʘ

More on the     
Somers Fluker Posts
Geoff Hall

The last edition of Somers Paper Nau-
tilus featured a photo of a Fluker Post 

installed on the rock revetment wall at 
the mouth of Merricks Creek. However 
information about its origin, purpose and 
history was not provided leading to many 
questions being asked.

Dr Martin Fluker, from Victoria 
Universit y, the inventor of the 
eponymous post, began the not-for-profit 
Fluker Post Project eight years ago. The 
project relies on voluntary community 
involvement to help monitor the visual 
changes to the environment through 
repeat photography, so that a database 
of historical records is built. The tops 
of fixed wooden or stainless steel posts 
(Fluker Posts) are cut at an angle specific 
to its location to form a camera cradle. 
No fixed camera is left on any Fluker 
Post. Instead, instructions on each post 
ask people walking by to use their own 
camera (e.g. an iPhone), place it in the 
camera cradle, take a photo of the given 
scene, then email it in to FlukerPost@
gmail.com for chronologically arranged 
inclusion into a public web album.

The Somers Fluker Posts were 
installed in December 2015 and Dr 
Fluker worked with Paul Wittwer 
(manager of Balnarring Foreshore and 
Parks Reserve) and Mark Thomson from 
Lord Somers Camp, to identify the best 
locations for the posts. One of them 
(BAL1) monitors the beach at the end of 
Seawind Road at Balnarring Beach and 
the other three are installed in Somers.

The most obvious one (BAL4) is on 
the rock revetment wall. The others 
are at the steps to the beach from Lord 
Somers Camp (BAL3) and on the Lord 
Somers Camp bridge itself (BAL2). 
Together the Somers Fluker Posts will 
provide a comprehensive photographic  
record of the state of the spit, at the 
mouth of the creek. This spit, which 
is known to geomorphologists as 
the Merricks Creek Barrier has been 
classified as being a geological heritage 
site of regional significance being: “... 
one of the few sand barrier systems 
developed at stream mouths in Western 
Port and is a clear example of a multiple 
barrier system.”    

     Somers residents and regular visitors 
will be all too aware of the dynamic 
nature of the coastline around the mouth 
of the creek – the storms of July 2014 
which exposed the long-buried timber 
wall along the beach were testament 
to that. Had the project been running 
then, there would have been ongoing 
photographic records of the change of 
the coastal strip that were from known 
points and dated, so that they could then 
be related back to particular weather 
patterns, seasons or storm event. We 
now have the opportunity to document 
the coastline’s rehabilitation (fingers 
crossed!).

More than 100 Fluker Posts have 
been installed, most in Victoria, but 
three are in the Great Barrier Reef 
and three in Sea Girt, New Jersey, USA. 
Currently ten Fluker Posts are being 
installed in South Australia. This has 
involved active engagement with other 
universities and schools, government 
departments and authorities, as well as 
community groups. To date more than 
3500 photographs from nearly 750 
individuals have been collected.

T he projec t has been ver y 
well received by the various land 
management agencies which recognise 
a range of important values from the 
project including:
•	establishing and maintaining 
community engagement
•	community education
•	the creation of historical records
•	the freeing up of management from 
actual photo monitoring themselves
•	recording post-event impacts
•	project reporting, and
•	knowledge transfer in times of 
management succession.

This project is a great opportunity 
to engage in watching and learning 
about our environment and to record 
the changes that are occurring. These 
records will play an important role in 
the understanding and management of 
our coastline at a time when climate 
change is sure to have an impact on our 
local environment.

For more information go to the 
Fluker Post website at http://www.
flukerpost.com or visit the Facebook 
page at https://www.facebook.com/
fluker.post/       ʘ

DELWP ....
In Issue 61 of Nautilus, Pam Bannister 
(incorrectly attributed to Rosemary 
Birney) raised questions about the 
future management of the Somers 
Foreshore Reserve. DELWP has issued 
the following response. 

The Department of Environment, 
Land, Water and Planning (DELWP) 

Welcome
We are pleased to announce another 

new addition to our editorial team.
Julie McInnes has recently joined 

us. Julie has lived in Somers for several 
years and has a long history working in 
Victorian public libraries. She is keen to 
bring her skills and ideas to assist with 
the Nautilus.

Some may have seen Julie at the 
store refilling the stand with our last 
issue. She will also be assisting Anne 
Bartholomew. When you send your 
communication you may well receive 
a reply from Julie.

We welcome her and hope she has 
a fulfilling and enjoyable time with the 
rest of the team at the Nautilus.
Jhere’s how how we all fit in:

is reviewing the current management 
arrangements for the foreshore 
reserves from Shoreham to Crib Point, 
including Somers.

Parks Victoria will continue in its 
role of Committee of Management 
for the Somers Foreshore until 31 
December 2016.

DELWP will continue to consult with 
the community to explore the long term 
management options for the broader 
area.

Margaret Tilleard – secretary
Anne Bartholomew – contributions 
co-ordinator       
contributions@somers-nautilus.org
Julie McInnes  - admin assistance 
Rod Nuske – stories and photos
Bruce McCallum – co-ordinating the 
copy editing/proof reading team of 
Karina Smith and Sally Holdsworth
Bronwen Gibbs – layout
Sue Egan – advertising admin         
ads@somers-nautilus.org.au
Any other general correspondence 
contact@somers-nautilus.org.au

NB: Rosemary Birney is not mentioned. 
Rosemary has recently taken a back 
seat and we are not yet ready to 
farewell her. That will come later.   ʘ

The Fluker Post Research Project is a citizen science system designed to allow 
community members to contribute towards the ongoing care of various natural 
environments.

A surprising view of the public toilets near the Store just as we were going to the
printer. Nobody seems to know why or what plans are for the future. Hopefully we
will be able to report in the next issue.     ʘ

Going  gone.....?
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Veggies to 
grow now
PennY WooDWaRD

Winter means misty moonlit evenings, 
frosty mornings, rain soaked days 

(we hope!). Not the time of year to be 
planting vegetables you say,  and certainly 
not exotic Asian vegetables or herbs. And 
you would be right about most of them, 
but not all. There are some hardy Asian 
plants that do really well in the cooler 
months. Don’t forget that although 
much of Asia hovers around the equator 
there are some regions that, due to their 
latitude, height or distance from the sea, 
experience extreme cold. So plants found 
growing in these regions are all suitable 
for planting in a Victorian winter.

The obvious ones are the pungent 
alliums so essential to Asian kitchens 
(and any self-respecting Western kitchen 
too). It’s getting a bit late for garlic but 
some of the longer storing ones can still 
be planted, and shallots, garlic chives 
and Japanese bunching onions can all 
be planted now. Choose cloves of garlic 
or shallot bulbs from an organic grower 
so you can be sure they have not been 
sprayed with sprout inhibitors. Plant 
just below the surface in well-drained 
soil in a sunny position. Garlic chives 
and Japanese bunching onions are best 
grown from seed and like a position 
similar to garlic and shallots.

Coriander is an essential Asian herb 
for any serious chef but many gardeners 
struggle with it. This is because they 
plant it in spring or summer and find it 
goes to seed and dies after only a few 
weeks growth. Try planting coriander 
seed in autumn or winter, then you will 
be able to harvest it for many months 
before it goes to seed.

Several Chinese brassicas can also 
be planted now and we are lucky to 
be living near the sea so that we don’t 
get the extreme winter cold that can 
cause these seedlings to bolt to seed. 
Try planting Chinese mustard (Brassica 
juncea) which is an excellent ‘cut and 
come again’ vegetable or salad leaf that 
adds a distinct pungent flavour to any 
dish; also mizuna and mibuna (Brassica 

rapa Japonica Group) which are similar 
in flavour to Chinese mustard; as well 
as Chinese broccoli (Brassica oleracea 
Alboglabra Group) and Chinese Flat 
Cabbage (Brassica rapa Chinensis 
Group) both of which provide green 
leaves and stems for stir fry and soups 
right through winter and spring.

A delicious salad plant commonly 
used in Japan is the perennial mitsuba 
(Cryptotaenia canadensis). The flavour 
is somewhere between parsley and 
angelica and the whole plant can be 
eaten, roots and all. It grows easily 
from seed.

Two water plants that thrive in colder 
weather are water celery (Oenanthe 
javanica) and water cress (Nasturtium 
officinale). Both can be grown from seed. 
Also a small piece of leaf and stem will 
grow roots if left to stand in water for 
a couple of weeks. Plant the seed or 
the rooted piece into a pot filled with 
any reasonable potting mix. Sit the pot 
into a deep dish and keep permanently 
topped up with fresh water. Harvest 
all year round. Water celery has a very 
strong celery flavour making it suitable 
for soups and stews, while the juicy hot 
peppery flavour of water cress is ideal in 
salads and sandwiches or as a garnish.

As you can see, even though it may 
be cold and bleak outside there are 
lots of interesting greens that can be 
planted in your garden in winter to add 
flavour and inspiration to your culinary 
masterpieces.

© www.pennywoodward.com.au ʘ
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Somers Tennis Club Inc

News from the 
Committee
Our efforts to obtain a grant from the 

Community Facility Funding Pro-
gram for our “Court Four Project” in the 
2015/16 year has failed to be selected 
by the Shire to be put forward to Sport 
and Recreation Victoria. This project in-
cludes extending and resurfacing court 
3 and building a new court 4. The Shire 
can only apply for three of this type of 
grant each year, so even though our ap-
plication ticks all the boxes, it is very 
difficult to be selected. We are about to 
apply again for the 2016/17 year so have 
arranged a meeting with Cr Tim Wood, 
our Ward Councillor, to seek clarification 
on the selection process for this round 
of grants. 

Our membership is now at an all-
time high of 170 which means our ratio 
of members per court is the highest 
of any club on the Peninsula and last 
season we had to locate one of our 
junior teams at Balnarring. 

Court Action
Last season’s senior teams were on 

top once again with the Section 4 Mixed 
team winning the grand final and the 
Men’s Singles Section 2 team making it 
through to the preliminary final.

Our mid-week ladies’ teams 
continued on their winning streak. 
The Friday Section 1 team won back-
to-back premierships and the Thursday 
Section 1 team made it through to the 
preliminary final. Another great season 
from all players.

Night competition teams enjoyed 
another great season with the Mixed A 
Grade team defeated in the preliminary 
final, and the Men’s A Grade team 
defeated in the grand final. 

Section 4 Mixed team from L-R Jacqui 
Moir, Suzanne Davies, Oscar Willis, 
Glenice Carr & Ray Willis

Section 1 Premiership team from L-R 
Michelle Symes, Bindi Mealey & Kerry 
Hannah

We had junior teams last season 
in Sections 6, 7, 9, 10 and 11. Sections 
6 and 10 made the f inals with 
Section 10 winning the grand final. 
Congratulations to all of our players for 
the way they present themselves and 
the good sportsmanship they display. 

Proposed Thursday Night  
Social Tennis
If you are interested in playing social 
mixed doubles tennis on Thursday 
nights, please contact Louise Adams 
or Graeme Wilson. We will likely play 
the Fast Four format which is very 
social and a lot of fun. This format suits 
players of all levels. You would play 3 
or 4 sets of first to win 4 games with 
1 point deuce and play lets. The cost 
would be $5 for members and $7 for 
non- members to cover the cost of lights 
and balls. You can bring a supper plate 
and a drink of choice. Tea and coffee 
supplied. Contact Louise on 0402 154 
952 or Graeme on 0424 015 351.

Section 10 Mixed team from L-R Zoe, 
Xavier & Darcy Warmbrunn

Tahlia Adams & Zoe 
Warmbrunn 

Inter-School Tennis Competition
Tahlia Adams (section 11, 2015/16 
summer season) and Zoe Warmbrunn 
(section 10, 2015/16 summer season) 
recently competed alongside fellow 
Somers Primary School students at the 
Crib Point District Inter-School Tennis 
Tournament in March. Following 5 
hours in the hot sun, both girls proudly 

came away with medals with Zoe the 
grand final winner and Tahlia runner-
up. 

The girls went on to compete in 
the Mornington Peninsula Region 
Inter-School Tennis Tournament at 
Mornington Tennis Centre in April 
where they both played very well 
against some extremely talented 
players from across the Mornington 
Peninsula. Well done to all of the 
students who represented Somers 
Primary School.                       ʘ
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The perils of 
documentary 
filmmaking
BaRRinGTon PlinTH

Plinth Productions got its start covering 
aspects of the Snowy Mountains 

Hydro Electric scheme. There were two 
filmmakers running the group, Plinth 
and Pudden. Plinth was tall and reserved 
and Pud was short, stout and noisy. The 
assignments required a lot of travel, so 
Plinth did the driving and Pud bounced 
up and down in the passenger seat being 
angry about something, anything! He 
bounced so much that the car shook, even 
at the traffic lights which must have been a 
curious sight for other motorists. Pudden 
was very happy to be driven because this 
left him free to keep an eye on the passing 
footpaths. He was always on the lookout 
for two things — pretty ladies or Cocker 
Spaniels. He has spaniels at home and 
was very devoted to them. So if the car 
lurched more than it usually did and Pud 
let out loud exhalations you knew he had 
seen a lady or a dog. 

Driving up the mountains the first 
time, Pud directed his attention to ski-
bunnies and his ardour was not helped by 
signs on the roadside warning, ‘beware 
curves and soft shoulders’! For all that, 
being involved in the Snowy scheme was 
a great start for a new business and by the 
time our contracts had concluded, most 
of the projects in the Snowy Mountains 
had been covered and these formed a 
wonderful record of the scheme. And it 
must be said, when Pudden put his mind 
to it he was a very fine cinematographer. 

Not all assignments were that 
pleasant. Covering the construction of 
the Westgate Bridge was dominated 
by the collapse and Plinth Productions 
footage was used extensively at the 
subsequent Royal Commission. However, 
Plinth was involved in a heart-stopping 
shoot which still gives him the shivers 
to think about. 
Leaping tall buildings
John Holland Constructions had a habit of 
requiring the film company to go on site 
at very short notice. On this day Pudden 

was out on another job, so Plinth had to 
do it himself.  

On arrival, the project engineer 
showed Plinth an extremely tall free-
standing concrete pier, built to support 
the roadway. They were about to cap it 
off, so Plinth was required to climb to the 
top and film the procedure. There was 
a zig-zaggy ladder going up the side — 
seemingly into the clouds — with hoops 
to keep you from falling off. There was 
someone already halfway up the pier 
and he looked like a tiny spider on the 
wall. Plinth didn’t want the site workers 
to think he was a wimp so he steeled 
himself for the terrible ascent. One extra 
trouble was that he had to carry a camera 
in one hand, which meant he would have 
to climb with only one hand available to 
grip the rungs. 

He took a deep breath and began the 
climb. He determined that he should 
not look down, but the wind blew and 
he could have sworn the mighty pier 
was moving. The worst part was the 
single arm grip; between letting go of a 
rung and reaching for the next, he was 
momentarily unattached to the wall and 
this was frightening. At the top of the pier 
there was a sort of saddle so when almost 
there, Plinth had to climb out above the 
void and take some last steps to get over 
it. A burly operator grabbed him by his 
free arm and hauled him onto the top 
of the pier. At this point Plinth was told 
that coming up the ladder one handed 
was against the rules; now they told him! 

Plinth’s knees were wobbling and the 
pier was certainly moving too. He asked 
the operator about this and the man, a 
big solid fellow, flung himself against the 
safety rail — the pier definitely swayed. 
Filming the concrete pour proceeded — 
this was the easy part — now it was time 
to face the descent. At least this time the 
camera was lowered down on a long rope 
so Plinth could hang on with both hands.  

Once down Plinth looked at the 
underside of the pier and was surprised 
to see daylight. The pier was standing on 
two large steel disks, so obviously it was 
designed to move!
Seaside shenanigans
Plinth Pictures won a contract to make 
a film about the Lord Mayor’s Holiday 
Camp at Portsea. This is a lovely set-up 
where children from schools all around 
the state are given a seaside holiday. The 
film makers were hardly through the 

gates when Pudden started bouncing 
around on the car seat.  Plinth followed 
his eye-line and sure enough, there were 
some nurses hurrying across the road. 

‘Oh no!’ thought Plinth. 
‘Oh yes!’ said Pudden. 
The filming went to plan — it would be 

hard to go wrong; all those children with 
happy smiling faces, a large proportion 
of them from the country, enjoying their 
planned aquatic adventures. However the 
supreme commander of the camp at the 
time was a rather frightening Welshman 
who thrived on being controlling and 
highly organised. He loved making the 
children march up and down, then lining 
them up for an address. His speeches 
generally centred on telling the kids 
about our ‘Luvely lady, the Queen’. 

On the last night something happened 
that would find the ‘filmers’ in serious 
trouble. Late on a still dark night the 
sounds of girlish laughter and splashing 
about could be heard. Pudden leapt from 
his bed and clad only in his boxer shorts, 
headed out the door.

It should be mentioned at this stage 
that Pud had an evil sounding laugh. It 
seemed to generate deep down in his 
chest cavity, build up pressure, then 
burst out of his wide open mouth in 
repetitious explosions with a gurgly 
edge that sounded like the guffaws were 

being pumped out through porridge. 
Standing in front of Pud during one of 
his outbursts was a bit off -putting for 
the taller Plinth, because with Pud’s head 
tilted back, Plinth could see right down 
his throat.

Anyway, getting back to the beach 
— the sounds of the wet revellers in 
the water, the girlish screams and Pud’s 
wicked laughter, could certainly be heard 
throughout the camp; it must have 
reached the commander’s bed chamber 
because, in no time, his stentorian voice 
could be heard above the waves ordering 
the revellers out of the water. Presently, 
Pudden came bounding back into the 
dorm looking wet and wild and, having 
composed himself, told Plinth that they 
were both to report to the commander’s 
office at 9.00am the following morning. 

‘Both?’ exclaimed Plinth. ‘I never got 
out of bed!’ So next morning the two 
allegedly naughty boys found themselves 
in front of the commander being pressed 
to think up reasons why they shouldn’t 
be thrown out of the camp. In the end, 
they were given a severe warning; Plinth 
and Pud went back to their dorm and had 
a serious chat. 

Finally, the movie was completed 
and not another word was spoken about 
Pudden’s water sports night.                 ʘ

Somers Paper Nautilus
invites Contributors

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

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

Contributions@somers-nautilus.org.au or  PO Box 338, Somers 3927

Garden Square  
(Where cricketers are 
nurtured)

Rod Nuske

When the Warmbrunn family moved 
into Garden Square in 2013, the 

boys could always be seen with their 
mobile stumps, bat and cricket ball 
playing on the old asphalt tennis courts; 
sometimes as early as 6.30am. Garden 
Square helped foster the dedication of 
the boys in regard to their chosen sport 
and has led the two older boys, Darcy 
and Xavier, to further their love of cricket. 
The boys joined the Balnarring Cricket 
Club where Darcy was chosen to be the 
captain of the under 14s, and also played 
with the senior 4ths. Now he is to travel 
as a batsman to England with the U15 
Mornington Peninsula representative 
side. He will be based at Durham and 
tour with the team playing the English 
u15 representative sides. Magically this 
will include a visit to the hallowed ground 
of Lords.

Xavier last year played in the MPCA 
under 12s representative side and won 
the champion’s medal.  He also played 
under 14s this year, won the best 
batsman award for the side and played 
senior 4ths for Balnarring, winning the 
bowling award.  Next year, he too has 
been selected to travel to England as 
part of the U15 team of 2017.   David, 
the youngest of the boys, has also taken 
to cricket with great gusto.

How amazing, to go from Garden 
Square to Lords.

The photograph at Garden Square 
also includes their sister Zoe who is 
school captain at Somers, and has won 
the grade 6 school inter-school tennis 
singles competition. Together with Darcy 
and Xavier and two local Balnarring girls, 
Phoebe and Grace Cosgriff, Zoe won the 
Peninsula section 10 summer junior 
mixed competition.  The Warmbrunn 
family have moved from Garden 
Square, but they all miss its proximity, 
the friendliness and interest of the 
inhabitants, and credit it with nurturing 
the desire to be outdoors in a great open 

space and being active. 
Now I wonder whether any of the 

young (and not so young) basketball 
players who come to practise at the 
basketball hoop in Garden Square, will 
one day, end up in one of the American 
leagues?  Not forgetting that there are 
many petanque players who could 
feature in an Australia versus France 
competition. Such is the wonder of 
honing your sporting skills in Garden 
Square.          ʘ
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Book Review

Judicial Murder The 
Crown vs David Young 
by Deborah Benson
BaRRY meRTon

Deborah Benson, a former resident 
of Somers for thirty years, has 

launched her first book, which is 
a factual historical novel, Judicial 
Murder The Crown vs David Young. 
Deborah moved to Maldon in 2013 
and was intrigued by the fact that she 
was surrounded with historical events 
from the gold fields. She stumbled across 
an old lithograph, pasted into a ledger 
once used for shipping consignments, 
and then used as a scrapbook in the 
mid 1860s. The lithograph showed 
a relatively relaxed scene outside a 
small hut, but the caption was: ‘The hut 
where Margaret Graham was murdered’. 
Instantly intrigued, Deborah researched 
the title and through the internet found 
that the Trove newspaper was full of the 
murder that happened on the 28th of 
December 1864, in Daylesford.

When reading the newspapers 
Deborah had a nagging doubt that the 
man hung for the crime was innocent, 
and after two and a half years of 
research  she was convinced of his 
innocence and that he was ‘fitted up’ 
for the crime.

Margaret Graham, a newly married 
17-year-old bride, was savagely 
attacked in her bed while her husband 
was working on a late shift at Wombat 
Hill Mine. She was eye catching and a 
beauty in a male dominated gold town. 
David Young was camped 50 yards 
away from the hut and had spoken 
to Margaret on one occasion. He was 
identified as the man who had played 
with children belonging to Sarah 
Spinks on Christmas Eve.  Sarah gave 
evidence that she had spied a man near 
a tree trunk when returning to her 
home in Connell’s Gully on the night 
of the murder. Sarah and Angus Miller 
had been to the Christy Minstrels show 
at the Jamison’s Hotel. They passed by 
the Graham’s two roomed hut at about 
11.15 pm. The stranger appeared to 
walk away from the house towards 
Daylesford, but curiosity tempted 
Sarah to look over her shoulder and 
saw the man returning to the hut. 
Although not close to the stranger, she 
initially identified him as David Young, 
however when she saw him in court 
after his arrest and at the preliminary 
trial, she stated that the prisoner was 
too stout to be the man.

The damage was already done and 
the police were convinced that David 
Young was their man and just needed 
evidence to prove it. The book shows 
the forces at work against David right 
down to the infamous Judge Barry – the 
‘Hanging Judge’.

Young was not questioned in court 
and never had a statement taken by the 
police. In those days they believed there 
was no point putting a condemned 
man in the witness box, as he would 
lie anyway. David had no witnesses 
and his counsel would have to pay in 
advance for the costs of travel and 
accommodation expenses for any 
witnesses that he called. The crown 
had forty-two witnesses.

The book has been written as a 
step in the process to exonerate David 
Young. The author has gone to extreme 
lengths with her research to gather as 
much evidence as possible, but has 
written it in a creative form so as to 
engage the reader.

Copies are available from Deborah at 
eaglepress@gmail.com.au , or ordered 
from local bookshops.       ʘ

Deep sea 
diving and 
the hyperbaric 
connection
RoD nuske

When I was informed that it 
would be an excellent idea 

for me to undertake a forty-day 
course of treatment in a Hyperbaric 
Unit at the Alfred Hospital I did 
feel rather apprehensive, to say the 
least.  This procedure provides you 
with pure oxygen at a pressure of 1.4 
atmospheres absolute, and its aim is to 
accelerate the body’s normal healing 
process. For me there was a decision 
to be made as to whether I would 
lie in a transparent perspex tube for 
two hours, or accept the alternative 
of sitting with my head in a perspex 
helmet, in the company of others, and 
be able to read a book. The tube got 
the nod as there was going to be an 
external TV to view. I felt  confident in 
case I collapsed, or whatever as there 
was always technicians or nurses in 
attendance,  and they assured me that 
I would not go up in flames. Two of 
these technicians had been deep-sea 
divers in earlier careers, one of whom, 
Lester Smith, showed me a video of 
his descent recently into the waters 
below the Flinders Pier. It seems 
that he is a member of The Historical 
Diving Society, whose members are 
enthusiastic at restoring and using 
old-fashioned diving gear. Lester 
also provided me with a photograph 
of himself underwater in the company 
of sharks and manta rays at the 
Melbourne Aquarium.

The happy ending to my time 
in the Hyperbaric Unit was that it 
had provided me with a successful 
medical outcome and I had acquired 
several new friends. I must not forget 
to mention the outstanding café at the 
Alfred, where I enjoyed an excellent 
meal from the amazing array of food 
choices.        ʘ

Lester jumping from the Flinders Pier. 
The bent water is not a tidal wave, but 
created by a extreme wide-angle lens.

Visitors at the Melbourne Aquarium must have had quite a shock to see Lester in 
full gear.

The hyperbaric unit and the bed that 
with the patient on, is pushed into the 
unit and the door securely closed and 
the oxygen pumped in.

Libby 0413 807 947  

Garden desiGn, 
consultation  
& rejuvenation

Are you interested in 
local history?

Then the Balnarring 
and District Historical 

Society can offer you the 
opportunity to be involved 
in historical research and 
the updating of records 

for Somers as well as 
Balnarring, Bittern and 

Merricks.

For further details contact the 
Secretary, Anna Buchhorn on 

5983 5537
or the Information Officer, 
Ilma Hackett on 5983 5326
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What future for the Somers 
Foreshore Reserve?
RosemaRY BiRneY 

More than eighty years ago, when 
the Somers Foreshore Reserve was 

first gazetted, 50 metres of sand dunes 
stretched south from the base of the com-
posite earth cliffs on which the eastern 
part of Somers stands today. 

The Merricks Creek ran out east of 
the Yacht Club site, from behind the sand 
dunes, and successions of lagoons sat 
along the bottom of the earth cliffs and 
in the dune system. 

The rock platform was not exposed 
eighty years ago and, from the beach, the 
dunes’ succession began with primary 
dunes of fresh blown sand and Spinifex 
and progressed to a more complex 
succession of vegetation species on the 
dunes. Eventually, Tree Ferns and many 
other ferns, Swamp Paper Bark, Native 
Raspberry, Native Violets, Orchids and 
species of indigenous grasses flourished 
in the damp and protected hollows of 
the Coastal Banksia Woodland under 
the cliffs and behind the dunes.

Today, the gazetted Somers Foreshore 
Reserve is only a fraction of the area it 
was eighty years ago; it still protects 
the village of Somers from wild weather 
coming in from Bass Strait, although 
there are places where the reserved land 
has been lost completely and nothing 
remains but piles of rock. 

Protecting the reserve
The Coastal Banksia Woodland and 

remnant Dune Scrub require constant 
maintenance and restoration if the 
composite earth cliffs and dunes are 
to be protected from further erosion. 
The soil of the cliffs is predominately 

black clay, which crumbles when dry and 
bare, and can slip when waterlogged and 
denuded of ground cover. 

The effects of the sea breaking onto 
the unprotected cliff base can be seen 
very clearly on the beach from the bottom 
of the Williams Point beach access track 
looking west towards the Store.

For much of the last eighty years the 
Crown Land Reserve, which is owned 
by the Victorian Government on the 
behalf of the people of Victoria, has been 
administered by an appointed Committee 
of Management that is charged with 
managing the Reserve to protect the 
coast while encouraging passive use of 
the reserve by the stakeholders who are 
the people of Victoria.

The Committees have worked hard 
trying to stop the dunes erosion by 
organising to have wooden sea walls 
constructed and having rock revetment 
‘baskets’ placed on the eroding dunes. 
They have supported the construction 
of the rock wall around the leased site 
of the Yacht club and they have had the 
wall extended to the private property 
to the west. They have seen bridges 
lost and the creek diverted. They have 
witnessed the loss of the lagoons. They 
have installed ‘erosion markers’ on the 
beach, the one remaining on has been 
the subject of a photo in the Christmas 
issue of the Nautilus.

But nature continues to erode the 
beaches and DELWP (the Department 
of Constant Name Change) will take 
no further actions to stop ‘natural 
processes’, as every intervention alters 
the natural processes somewhere else.

Work of the Foreshore Committee 
The Somers Foreshore Committee of 

Management has not only worked hard 
over the years on developing erosion 
protection and indigenous vegetation 
restoration, but has also provided many 
facilities for the general public.

Car parks have been established. 
These car parks were not designed to 
be ‘formal’ but were kept as ‘natural’ 
as possible, using gravel as a surface; 
however, in 1993, the top Crown Land car 
park opposite the store was sealed as the 
broken surface was a constant problem.

 The car park, though a Crown Land 
asset, services both the Crown Land and 
the Store and Post Office. Locals were 
adamant at the time it was sealed that 
they did not want a ‘shopping centre’ 
style car park. The then Committee 
promised that it would be a simple car 
park without painted white lines.

Around 2009 the Shire, without 
consulting the Committee, painted 
lines on the car park. The line marking 
has recently been renewed and it needs 
to be asked: was it done without the 
Committee’s approval?

Change rooms and toilets have been 
installed on the Reserve for the use of 
coastal visitors and local people, water 
has been made available for drinking 
and walking tracks have been developed 
to encourage people to discover a 
connection with nature. 

The Somers Yacht Club, which was 
formed many years ago, had the support 
of the then Committee to lease the foot 
print on the Reserve, on which the Club 
House and boat yard is built. The boat 
yard has had to be moved because of 
beach erosion, but the SYC still has use of 
the site for which they pay a yearly ‘rent’; 
they also have non-exclusive use of the 
public Crown Land car park — for free.

Two picnic areas with free BBQ 

facilities have been developed on the 
Crown Land Reserve and many hours of 
back-breaking work has been lavished on 
the indigenous vegetation; and equally as 
many hours have been spent on weeding!

Where is the future Committee?
But, on the 30th of June 2016, 

Parks Victoria, the current appointed 
Committee of Management of the Somers 
Foreshore Reserve, will now hand over 
the management of the Reserve — to 
whom?  

There seems no certainty that a 
local Committee of Management will be 
appointed and no general community 
consultation has so far been flagged.

Will the new unknown custodians 
care for this narrow strip of Crown Land 
that acts as a buffer between Somers 
and Westernport? Will they stand firm 
against inappropriate development? Will 
they continue to restore the indigenous 
vegetation and support the indigenous 
fauna?

Somers Crown Land Foreshore 
Reserve is nobody’s ‘nature strip’ to 
use or modify for the private benefit of 
anyone; nor is it an extension of anyone’s 
private property to clear for a view. The 
Reserve is Crown Land and belongs to 
all the people of Victoria and to future 
generations.

This very small and narrow strip 
of foreshore land protects the Somers 
Village and it is now the most significant 
‘habitat’ remaining  as Somers is 
becoming nicer and tidier, as roads 
have been sealed and as a wide cement 
footpath is planned to run all around the 
village — removing further vegetation.  
Habitat for the indigenous fauna is 
becoming very scarce.

If you care for Somers Foreshore 
Reserve, please stand up and tell DELWP 
now that you want a local Committee of 
Management to take care of the precious 
strip of Crown Land, as this is all that 
stands between the Somers village and 
Westernport.         ʘ

Beachgoers at the corner of  Alexandra and Parklands Avenues.
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Somers Pre-School  
3 year-olds joeys group
There are still vacancies in the 3yo Joey group so feel free 

to call the Kinder on 59835779 if you are interested in 
a position. The session times are Monday 1.30-4.00 and 
Tuesday.      ʘ

Savannah, Elly and Harper have assisted with planting beans 
and snow peas in our vegetable garden. They were amazed 
at how much the plants have grown over the holidays. We 
are looking forward to harvesting and cooking them.

Steel, Noah and Scarlett enjoyed making Anzac biscuits by 
helping measure out the ingredients and mix them together. 
They helped drop small spoonfuls onto the tray and were 
delighted with the large biscuits coming out of the oven.

 The recipe: 
1¼ cups of plain flour; 
1 cup rolled oats;
½ cup caster sugar; 
¾ cup desiccated coconut; 
 2 tbs golden syrup or treacle; 
150 gms chopped unsalted butter;  
½ tsp bicarb soda.

Elton the echidna is a member of our group and the children 
love cuddling him and looking after him. Each week one 
child, in this case Emily, takes Elton home for a holiday and 
records their adventures in our book to share with the other 
children. 

Origins of 
Balnarring 
and Somers
XavieR Duff

Somers, named after the Governor of 
Victoria (1926-1931) and the camp 

that bears his name, was once known 
as Balnarring East. 

According to Ian Clark of Federation 
University* Balnarring is most probably 

a corruption of the name of the early 
pastoral run in this district—taken 
up by the Meyrick brothers (Alfred, 
Maurice) and their cousin Henry in 
1840—called Ballanrong. 

Variant spellings of the station 
n a m e  i n c l u d e  B a l l y r u n g e n ; 
Ballanarong; Ballarong; Ballyrangue 
and Ballerangan. One of the Meyrick 
descendants, Frederick Meyrick, 
believed it was an Aboriginal placename 
with “Ball” or “Balla” meaning ‘a camp’.  

Clark said another interpretation 
is that Balnarring derives from 
Balbalnarring: ‘bal’ meaning camp, 
and ‘narring’ meaning hair or beard 
and therefore meaning ‘hair camp’. 

Or alternatively, it derives from the 
Aboriginal ‘bael’ or gumtree, and 
‘narang’, little, i.e. little gumtree. 

The only dissenting view that it 
is not an Aboriginal name is from a 
Les Blake who suggested it could be 
Irish in origin—from the Irish word 
Ballymering, meaning “land belonging 
to”—but Ian Clark doubts this very 
much. 

* I n d i g e n o u s  a n d  M i n o r i t y 
P l a c e n a m e s – A u s t r a l i a n  a n d 
International Perspectives. Edited 
by Ian D Clark, Luise Hercus and 
Laura Kostanski. Co-published with 
Aboriginal History Inc. August 2014. ʘ
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What a weekend of great fun, lots 
of laughs, and yes we sat in a tyre 

tube with a wooden bottom to protect 
our posterior and drifted down the 
Thomson. What a hoot.

There were rocks, branches, gullies, 
sticks, waterfalls, fast flowing water 
and some not so fast flowing water.

We had been preparing for this 
adventure over the previous meetings 
at scouts in the normal scouting way. 
Maps, destination, travel time, food, 
menu and how many scouts, parents, 
leaders, tyre tubes, wooden rings, rope, 
shelters, tents we would need.

Yes we did scare ourselves at times, 
and it took a wee while to master the 
technique of skimming over the rocks 
with our tubes.

The river held many moments for us 
as we drifted through this wonderland 
of excitement – the wonderment 
of history, the toil of hardship that 
happened in yesteryear and the riches 
that may have been extracted from the 
river.

So with stories that we can embellish 
we will be off next year to revisit and 
explore the wonders of the Thomson, 
on a tyre tube. 

SL Blue
Thank you for your support: Red Hill 

Bakery, Bunnings Hastings, Tyre Power 
Rosebud and Western Port Op Shop. ʘ

  
 

“Inferno 2016”
Jessie Jones,

Treasurer Red Hill Vent, rer Unit

Wow! What an adventure. In January this year myself and 
three others from the Mornington Peninsula District 

‘Venture. We joined the largest ever recorded scouting contin-
gent to leave Aussie shores, in the hopes of an experience of 
a life time, and that’s exactly what we got. From scuba diving, 
to skydiving, jet boating to parasailing, live volcano hiking to 
sailing, kayaking to bubble soccer, archery to gift shopping, 
paintball to crate stacking, giant Jenga to giant chess, sight 
seeing to Hobbiton, we honestly did it all. A ‘Venture’ is like a 
‘Jamboree’ for 15 to 18 year olds. We came from all over Aus-
tralia and New Zealand, all hoping to make some new friends, 
create new memories and experience activities one would 
never do in their ‘right mind’.  Moving all 600 Australians, 400 
New Zealanders, and 300 leaders to Queenstown, Auckland, 
Hamilton, Rotorua, and the Coromandel Peninsula was a feat 
in itself, but it was completed without too many dramas. The 
ridiculousness of the three weeks left us wanting some much 
needed sleep, but also not wanting to leave our new friends. 
It is safe to say that 60 of my closest friends and I all want 
to go back and spend more time together. I have made some 
life long friends, and I can not wait to see them again.          ʘ

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

2016 dates - Jun 11 (Winter EPM), Oct 15, Nov 19, Dec 17
2017 dates to be released soon!

9am to 2pm
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1st Balnarring Scouts
Tyre tubing activity on the 
Thomson River, March 2016

The block of granite which was an obstacle in the 
pathway of the weak , became a stepping stone 

in the pathway of the strong.
Thomas Carlyle 
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she would need a mastectomy and 
reconstruction. She hit rock bottom 
and remembers lying on the floor of her 
meditation room with no answers about 
what to do next.

‘I had been so focused on the next steps 
that I lay there and surrendered and 
let go; then felt that I would be guided 
as to what to do next and remember 
a wave of calm washing over me as 
though everything would be all right.’
With her surgery a week away, 

Brigette visited a Reiki practitioner. 
This is a Japanese healing technique for 
stress reduction and relaxation, which 
she needed as she was mentally and 
emotionally exhausted; she lay down 
and completely relaxed. After the 
session Brigette felt lighter and more 
positive. 

The next morning her hand went 
subconsciously to the lump under her 
arm – it was not there. Maybe her mind 
was playing tricks on her. She padded 
down to her meditation room where she 
sat calmly and breathed, as she always 
did. She had an intuitive feeling that 
there was no cancer in her lymph nodes, 
‘I felt like I was going mad. I went to my 
husband and said, “I can’t feel the cancer 
in my lymph nodes, I wonder if I should 
have another test?”’ 

But Brigette did not have another 
scan. On the morning of the operation 
she was wheeled into surgery, practising 
her deep breathing exercises as she lay 
on the trolley. The doors to the operating 
theatre opened; f luorescent light 
flooded the room as the large medical 
team prepared for the mastectomy and 
reconstruction. Brigette had a sudden 
strong sense that her lymph nodes should 
not be removed, she wanted to tell them 
not to do it. But she couldn’t speak, her 
confidence had evaporated. When the 
massive operation was over, Brigette 
remembers waking up in intensive care: 

‘I had an inner awareness that the 
cancer had not been in my lymph 
nodes. The surgeon came to visit. She 
was talking about the next treatment 
phases of radiation and hormone 
replacement therapy. I calmly told 
her it was not in my lymph nodes 
and I would not be having any more 
treatment. She looked at me like I had 
two heads and rolled her eyes and said 
they had taken full pathology of all 
the nodes. The pathology report came 

Brigette Sigley:        
My rollercoaster ride to thriving 
 as TolD To BaRRY meRTon

There are various ways to react to a 
cancer diagnosis. There’s the initial 

reaction of shock, disbelief, denial and 
then, as the journey progresses, you 
either leave the treatment to the doctors 
or you decide to participate in the process. 
Somers resident, Brigette Sigley took the 
latter course.

*  *  *
Brigette’s journey from surviving 

to thriving began at the age of 35. At 
the time she was running a small, but 
growing business; she and her partner, 
Ross Millen, had just had their first 
child, Zach. Life was good, except for 
one problem: she suffered excruciating 
neck pain, which had persisted for nine 
months. 

Always busy, Brigette would push 
herself to the point of burn out, then go to 
the doctor and say ‘fix me’. This worked 
for a while, until one day when life went 
horribly wrong. Ross had finally insisted 
she have her neck pain checked. An MRI 
later she was admitted to hospital with 
a tumor the size of a golf ball on the base 
of her brain, requiring an immediate 
operation. The night before the operation, 
shocked and fearful, Brigette wrote out 
her will on a piece of paper. 

Fortunately, the surgery was a 
success. Brigette was advised to rest for 
six weeks, but went back to work two 
weeks later. She did not look back; nor 
take time to consider what, if anything, 
she could have done to prevent this crisis. 

Life returned to busy normality.
Fast-forward to Brigette at age 40: 

her business has grown and she has 
twelve employees. At home, she and Ross 
now have three young children, Zach, 
Mackenzie and Audrey. Brigette, a keen 
triathlon competitor, is training hard – 
twice a day – for an ultra-triathlon. She is 
at the peak of fitness, but she now makes 
another alarming discovery.

It was a cold, autumn morning and 
Brigette was getting ready for work. 
She was in the shower when she felt 
a lump under her arm. The water was 
hot, but she suddenly felt cold, knowing 
deep down that something was wrong. 
She went to her GP; tests revealed a 
grade 3 breast cancer that had spread 
to her lymph nodes. Her first question 
to the doctor was, ‘How quickly can you 
just fix me?’ She remembers the reply, 
‘This will be a long journey’. 

That journey started with a step 
into hell – six rounds of chemotherapy. 
After round two, Brigette’s hair fell out, 
which was hard because people could 
now see she was unwell. As well as 
chemotherapy, she attended a Gawler 
Cancer Foundation retreat to find out 
more about maintaining a healthy 
lifestyle. There, she learned about the 
importance of nutrition and she was 
inspired to start meditating – something 
Brigette never thought she could do. 

Throughout the process Ross was her 
rock. Instead of telling her everything 
would be OK, he asked how he could 
support her. ‘This was important to 
me because we didn’t know what the 
outcome would be. Sometimes I just 
wanted to sit on the couch with him 
cuddling me’, said Brigette.

By round three of chemo she felt like 
she had half a brain; she could not make 
a decision. This impacted her ability to 
run her company, which was going down 
the drain. She had no hair, eyebrows or 
eyelashes, could not ride her bike up a hill 
and felt like death was knocking. 

Brigette was about to get her next 
blow: the chemo had not worked and 

back and as I had already suspected, it 
was not in any of the 24 lymph nodes. 
Seeing the evidence from the negative 
pathology results made me realise that 
I need to trust my intuition and that 
I need to always put my health as a 
priority and change my lifestyle.’
Brigette lay in hospital for twelve 

days, contemplating the many times she 
had asked doctors to ‘fix me’. Finally, she 
asked her inner guide what she needed 
to do to thrive and from that moment 
on she changed. Her health became her 
top priority. Without it, she realised, 
she could not be there for her husband 
and children. This process of reflection 
helped Brigette to see that her job in 
the city was causing her stress, and she 
was never home with the children, which 
made her feel guilty. 

*  *  *
These events happened six years 

ago and Brigette now doesn’t take any 
medication. She feels more happy and 
healthy than ever before and grateful for 
each day. She listens to her body, ‘When 

I get any illness I look at what had been 
happening in my life prior to this for a clue 
as to the cause’. She buys predominately 
organic foods to support her immune 
system. She was brave enough to sell her 
computer company and change careers 
to do something she loves.

‘I have found my passion inspiring 
others. I now work as health coach, 
speaker and founder of Focus on 
Living School where I feel grateful 
that I get to work with people who 
have a health challenge, but are ready 
to take action with their own thriving 
journey.’
There was a time in Brigette’s life 

where she wondered if she would ever 
participate in another triathlon. She has 
since completed two Noosa Triathlons 
and finished both with personal best 
times.

‘Today when I exercise I am thankful 
to be out there having fun, rather 
than feeling that I have to do it. I 
feel blessed that I get to spend time 
with the children every day and be 

there for them. Something I never 
really experienced in the days of 
having a nanny for the children and 
working full-time. I also believe that 
my illness has provided me with a 
greater awareness of my being, by 
asking the question: what is my inner 
self trying to teach me?’

There is no doubt that for Brigette, and 
for Ross, this has been quite a journey. ʘ
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but also other weeds such as Sweet 
Pittosporum and we have had some 
very pleasing results. If you have never 
been into this area before it’s hard to 
imagine just how dense the infestation 
was (it’s even hard for some of us who 
have been working in there over the 
years to remember what it was like 
beforehand) but the mapping that was 
done gives us proof of how bad it was. 
Of course weed control has gone on 
in other parts of the park at the same 
time and it is an ongoing task.

Weeds – and I suppose this is why 
they are weeds – seem to have no 
problem in popping up and colonising 
areas, so it was with some satisfaction 

that in the last few years I noticed 
there were seedlings and saplings 
of native species popping up too; 
Banksias, tea trees and she oaks in 
particular, but also the odd gum tree. 
We also discovered, while weeding out 
the polygala, a specimen of Clematis 
aristata, which is a common plant 
on the peninsula but never before 
recorded at Coolart. Are we at last, 
through our revegetation program, 
tipping the balance so that conditions 
are beginning to favour our local 
plants? I certainly hope so. 

An exciting discovery last year was 
a patch of Trim Greenhood Orchids 
growing in amongst trees that had 

Weeds and 
regeneration.
BRian THomas

The biggest challenge in looking after 
the various habitats at Coolart is 

the control of weeds, which largely 
depends on two things: funding and 
people power. Funding varies from year 
to year and comes in different forms 
but is usually provided either through 
Parks Victoria’s recurrent budget, or 
through grants or partnerships with 
organisations such as Melbourne Water. 
Through either of these sources I can 
engage contractors to do the work. The 
people power is staff and volunteer 
time. 

In 2009 a TAFE student who, as a 
mapping unit of his Conservation and 
Land Management course, needed a 
project asked if I needed any mapping 
done. I was considering embarking 
on the control of polygala on what we 
call the Home Creek Peninsula – an 
area that is formed where Merricks 
and Home Creeks meet - so this was 
a timely request. I asked him to GPS 
the polygala infestation before we 
started work. Thus we had a pretty 
accurate weed map before work 
commenced, showing some very 
heavily infested areas. Over the last 
six years or so we have concentrated 
on this area targeting not only polygala 

been planted almost thirty years 
ago, in what was then a paddock. So 
where had these orchids come from? 
We don’t know. The Black Wattles that 
were planted at this time have died 
because their life span is relatively 
short – fifteen to twenty years –(the 
short life span of a wattle is sometimes 
given by some people as a reason 
why they don’t like to plant them in 
their garden but strangely no-one 
gives this reason not to get a cat). 
Their demise however is not without 
benefits. I noticed that under the bare 
limbs grows a profusion of Rhagodia 
candolleana (seaberry saltbush) and 
this is what I think happens. Birds eat 
the Rhagodia berries (from elsewhere) 
and then perch in the dead treetops. 
Their droppings, containing the seeds, 
fall to the ground below and germinate 
thus starting a crop of Rhagodia, 
populating the ground with another 
indigenous plant. 

Sometimes plant colonisation of an 
area can be quite dramatic and this 
has been the case at the lagoon. The 
dry couple of years that we’ve had 
has resulted in the rapid drying of 
the lagoon and wetlands but a prolific 
growth of persicaria (knotweed, 
a native species) now covers the 
lagoon and is head high in places. It is 
spectacular in its own way and attracts 
its own wildlife which I discovered 
as I watched a flock of around eighty 
swallows hawking insects above it, 
while down below, thornbills, wrens 
and other small bush birds searched 
the foliage for insects.       ʘ

Profile: 

Associate Professor   
Michael Woodward AM

RoD nuske

Michael Woodward and his psychol-
ogist wife, Anne, came to Somers 

as holiday-home owners in 2008. As a 
geriatrician, Michael specialises in the 
care of the elderly and the manage-
ment of Alzheimer’s disease and other 
dementias. On meeting Michael I felt 
that, considering my age, this could be 
to my future advantage! 

However, when Michael was 
appointed a Member of the Order of 
Australia (AM) in this year’s Australia 
Day awards, I became aware of the 
many medical areas in which he 
specialises, including wound care, 
vaccination and dementia. He is a 
multi-faceted medical professional. 

Michael is to be found at the Austin 
Hospital, where he is director of 
Austin Health’s Aged Care Research, 
director of the Wound Management 
Clinic, and director of the Memory 
Clinic. He established and leads 

Austin Health’s esteemed Medical and 
Cognitive Research Unit. Interestingly, 
in another Somers connection, Michael 
studied medicine at Melbourne 
University under Professor Director 
Derek Prinsley who, in 2014, was also 
awarded an AM (Nautilus Issue 54 
2014).

Michael is much sought af ter 
nationally and internationally to 
address and chair conferences 
r e g a r d i n g  m e m o r y  l o s s  a n d 
Alzheimer’s. He has contributed 
research for numerous international 
publications. 

His impressive workload includes 
Chairing the Consortium of Centres 
for Clinical Cognitive Research, the 
2017 International Wound Practice 
and Research Alliance Committee, 
and the Royal Australasian College of 
Physicians Committee for Physician’s 
Training.

It is no wonder that he and Anne 
relish their time in Somers, which 
includes long walks on the beach and 
joining the dolphins in the sea.   

While there has been no major 
breakthrough in the treatment of 
Alzheimer’s as yet, Michael supports 
the use of nutrition in managing the 
early stages of this disease. Research 
trials aimed at developing an effective 
treatment for dementia, conducted by 
Michael and the team at the Austin’s 
Medical and Cognitive Research 
Unit, are contributing to the body of 
knowledge about this disease.  

Michael’s humour, kindness and 
passion to share his knowledge 
with associates and others, is much 
admired by his colleagues. He is a 
worthy recipient of the AM, which 
recognises his dedication to the 
important areas of medicine that he 
has chosen as his life’s work.       ʘ
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Hosting
kaRina smiTH

Our family recently hosted a year 
nine student from Daly College, 

India. The hosting encounter was a 
wonderful experience and one we’d 
highly recommend.

Yash arrived at Melbourne Airport 
on Anzac Day along with four other 
students, and a teacher, from Daly. All 
of us wanted to travel up to the airport 
to greet him, as we had got to know him 
quite well via many emails and Skype, 
but we didn’t know how much luggage 
to expect so erred on the conservative 
side. Good decision. Yash arrived at our 
house with suitcases bulging, so full 
in fact one handle had snapped. Yash 
and his mother had packed beautiful 
gifts for each of us, and bag upon bag of 
Indian food for us to try – spices, snacks, 
candies, curry powders and papadums. 
It was a lovely gesture from a family 
we didn’t know, from the other side of 
the globe.

We had loads of fascinating 
discussions over the fortnight. Yash was 
mystified by our lack of staff; in India 
middle and upper class families have 
several staff to assist their everyday life. 
In Yash’s house they have two maids, 
a cook, security guard, driver and 
gardener. He wondered why, with a busy 
house of six, we didn’t have staff. We 
had to navigate the discussion around 
minimum standard wages in Australia, 
the cost of living and our cultural norm 
being not to hire help (although hearing 
that sheets were changed every day in 

their house I did have a little pang). Yash 
cheerfully pitched in, in fact insisted on 
helping, and learnt how to mop, iron, 
wash dishes, hang clothes on the line 
and bring up the bins. He asked me to 
film each his achievements so that his 
parents could see his life in Australia. 
It was useful for my children to 
understand the differences in household 
cultures, and to see that Aussie parents 
are busy people indeed. I noticed nods 
of understanding and more appreciative 
comments coming my way. 

A trip around the supermarket took 
three times as long as normal with 
Yash in tow. We went for milk, fruit 
and chicken fillets (he was horrified 
at the prices) and came out with Wagon 
Wheels, lamingtons, coffee - flavored 
yoghurt, a pavlova, raspberries and 
kangaroo meat. The raspberries were 
a huge hit, the sweet treats second 
best and the kangaroo meat was 
bravely attempted and politely left 
on his plate. Cooking for, and with, 
Yash was one of the highlights. When 
asked to cook Australian food I had to 
brainstorm – what is Australian?  We 
had BBQ kangaroo, spaghetti bolognese, 
Moroccan tagine, make-your-own pizza, 
Vietnamese, the compulsory pav’ with 
raspberries on top and a trifle. Yash 
reciprocated by cooking up curry after 
curry, dahl, parathas, naan, poha and 
chai. Suffice to say we didn’t stop eating 
the whole fortnight he was here, and 
we had loads of laughs over the kitchen 
stove.

It wasn’t always smooth sailing 
though. Yash’s mobile phone went for 
a swim in the ocean and pandemonium 
reigned unt i l we could f ind a 
replacement. We quickly learnt that 

Indian students are physically attached 
to their phones – yes even more than 
Aussie teenagers – and its loss was 
quite distressing for him. The local 
Facebook community of Somers came 
to the rescue within a few hours of our 
distress call. Yash was also used to a 
very late bedtime so thought nothing 
of pulling out pots and pans at 11pm 
to start a supper banquet. Phone calls 
were also made to home whilst we 
watched television, ate a family meal 
or as the other children were trying to 
get to sleep. Some gentle chats about 
house rules got things on the straight 
and narrow. A couple of times he asked, 
in a very persuasive way, would we 
drive him to the Bourke Street Mall (at 
4pm on Sunday afternoon) or could we 
go to Target shopping (after we’d had 
dinner and settled on the couch for the 
evening). We understood that he was 
used to having a driver on call at home, 
but also thought it was important that 
he heard a very polite ‘no’. 

What got us through these very 
small hiccups was Yash’s enthusiasm, 
and great sense of humour, and our 
determination to see the whole thing 
as one big family adventure. 

The most memorable moments were 
when Yash experienced something truly 
Australian. Rosellas eating in our back 
paddock, swimming at the Somers 
beach in mild April weather, roasting 
marshmallows over a fire and watching 
the finals of My Kitchen Rules! I’d like 
to think that by sharing our home 
and culture with Yash, when the time 
comes for our kids to travel, they will 
remember this important experience 
and embrace another culture as readily 
as he did ours.         ʘ
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Somers 
students visit 
Canberra
Zoe WaRmBRunn

Hi, my name is Zoe and I’m one of the 
children at Somers Primary School 

that went on camp. For the 5/6 camp this 
year we went to Canberra. It was mind-
blowingly amazing (if that’s a word) and 
I enjoyed every minute of it.

We did lots of awesome things 
including: going to Parliament House 
and seeing Malcom Turnbull in Question 
Time; to Questacon (a building full of 
fantastic exhibits and rides all based on 
science and technology); Old Parliament 
House, where we got to sit in the old 
House of Representatives; a water park 
with a giant slide and whirlpool; and 
the Australian War Memorial (which 
was very inspiring with all the stories, 
and we met an Australian war veteran 
from Afghanistan). We also went to the 
National Gallery and the lookout on Mt. 
Ainslie.

We stayed at the Sundown Motel in 
our own hotel rooms (4- 6 children each 

room) that had a kitchen and TV.
I didn’t have a favourite part, but I 

really liked Questacon with the slide 
and brain teaser course, Old Parliament 
House when we got to do our own 
vote on fruit (with ballet papers) and 
the National Museum. It was all very 
interesting, historical and fun, and now 
my head is bursting with knowledge and 
information about Canberra. We learnt 
about the history and architecture of 
the amazing city; even the teachers who 
have been on this camp before learnt 
something new.

In conclusion, I’ll say it was a great, 
unforgettable experience that I’ll cherish 
for life.         ʘ

 Young leader award 
The Bendigo Bank’s April and May 

award for the Somers State School, 
was given to Zoe Warmbrunn. The cita-
tion read that, “As School Captain at Som-
ers Primary School, Zoe represents the 
school extremely well and her sense of 
community and exemplary values make 
her a perfect choice for our Commu-
nity Bank® Young Leader Award. Zoe is 
aware of the sensitivities of any situation 
and always acts calmly to support others, 
measuring any action against her own 
values. Congratulations Zoe – you are a 
wonderful role model and a true leader”.

Bank Director- Anne Bartholemew, 
Branch Manager- Jason Symonds, 
Zoe, the bank mascot, Somers School 
Principal- David Ingham and Bank 
Director- Chris Gurney .

Grades 5/6 on top of Mt Ainslie, with the whole of Canberra 
laid out below them.

  It is either the Questacon or National Museum, but whichever, 
there is no question that they had a great time.  

Livingstonia Malawi – 
following David Livingstone
PeTeR sTeele

Four years back the author was one of four bike riders who travelled by road 
from Cape Town to Cairo. This article reflects upon the constraints of time and 

opportunity and choice of route that governs all travellers, past and present; and the 
hidden gems to be discovered in this challenging and little-known continent. The small 
township of Livingstonia in northern Malawi is a classic example.

Forget t he seemingly endless 
internat ional news items t hat 
concentrate on the negative and focus 
instead on the many successes and 
triumphs of everyday people who call 
Africa home. This is a continent that is 
rapidly developing and this is manifest 
in all walks of life: in the network of tar 
seal highways that are replacing the 
old gravel roads, in the rising urban 
middle classes with their American-
style shopping malls and in the general 
confidence of people that you meet 
everywhere.

In many senses, things are so new 
that there is no time to appreciate the 
changes before society-at-large rushes 
on to the next development challenge. 
The role of the mobile phone is a case 
in point—boosting communications, 
opening up markets and providing 
information and banking services 
everywhere. In Kenya, for example, 
over 25 per cent of domestic financial 
transactions are undertaken online—
more than in many industrial countries.

Early growth
Until the mid-20th century much of Africa, 
including the entire eastern, central and 
southern parts of the continent, was 
shown in red on international maps of 
the day—signifying control by Great 
Britain. Other patches of the continent 
were coloured differently and attributed 
to the French, Spanish, Portuguese and 
others; in the 19th century ‘scramble’ 
for Africa, only a handful of territories 
remained independent. But it was the 
British with their colonial ambitions 
that first proposed the roads, railways 
and telephones that would link Cairo, in 
Egypt, with Cape Town, in South Africa. 
The 19th century was the heyday of 
merchant adventurers and explorers 
who had the vision and sometimes the 
funds—certainly the political clout—to 
encourage the governments of the day to 
invest in proposals of this kind.

The railways made it in patches, but 
were (and remain) regional. The roads 
were largely wishful thinking on those 
earlier maps—notwithstanding the 

delight of cartographers with their red, 
yellow and white lines criss-crossing 
the continent—but, rains permitting, 
you could travel these routes. However 
it was the telephone lines—with their 
short steel poles, ceramic insulators and 
fragile twin wires—that first followed 
the track of the Great African Rift down 
the continent.

Today, if you look carefully, you can 
still find traces of this pragmatic and 
visionary enterprise in isolated places 
like Livingstonia, Malawi. Even though 
the telegraphic line was not actually 
finished, sufficient to enable Egypt 
and Cape Town to communicate, the 
national and regional networks that 
developed played key roles within the 
political management of the territories 
through which they passed. You have to 
appreciate the role of the runner (even 
the horseman) of those earlier times to 
realise the revolution in communications 
that telegraphic coded signals and then 
voice messages provided.

Coming to Malawi
The journey north had taken the 
motorbike riders from Lundazi, Zambia 
to Mzuzu, Malawi. To look across the 
shimmering waters of Lake Malawi 
to Mozambique or along a vista of 
distant purple hills that seem to stretch 
into infinity in northern Malawi is to 
appreciate the staggering beauty of 
the country—one of Africa’s best kept 
secrets.

Away from the lake shore, northern 
Malawi features high country centred 
on the Nyika and Viphya plateaux. Nyika 
rises over 2,000 metres and contains the 

Technical College. The original centre for advanced learning 
has remained relatively unchanged since inception. 

Stone House. The original house in which Dr Laws lived 
provides overnight accommodation for travellers. 



26. 27.

largest game park in the country; Viphya, 
to the south of Mzuzu—the regional 
capital, is lower and was extensively 
planted with pines over 30 years, in 
preparation for a pulpwood industry that 
never materialised. The resulting forests 
have been a boon for the environment, 
for livelihoods and employment, and for 
the engaging beauty of this little-known 
country. The Viphya forests represent 
one of the largest plantation forests in 
Africa.

The north remains empty—unlike 
the south—due largely to focus and 
investments in the south since the time 
of the British protectorate in the 1890s; 
but also the difficult terrain in the north, 
fewer people and their relative isolation 
from the main commercial centres of 
Blantyre/Limbe, Lilongwe and Zomba. 
Whether as Nyasaland (meaning 
Lakeland) or, after 1964, Malawi the 
country has always been administered 
from the south.

Livingstonia
Livingstonia was established by 
missionaries from the Free Church 
of Scotland at the turn of the 20th 
century. Its mission station celebrated 
the exploratory work of the Scotsman 
David Livingstone and his journeys 30 
years earlier, in what is now Malawi and 
Zambia, to expose and help eradicate the 
East African slave trade. More than 100 
years later, the small town of Livingstonia 
continues to reflect the style and austerity 
of its original Protestant founders in the 
severe lines and stone blocks or red brick 
of the matching houses, church, schools 

and hospital.
Once a thriving centre of learning 

for people of the region, the modern day 
township remains something of a sleepy 
backwater—perched on a ledge 1,600 
metres above the lake and below the 
heights of the Nyika Plateau. Wander the 
wide gravel roads around the compound 
that contains the township, stand in the 
shade of the mopane and eucalyptus trees 
that dominate the open spaces between 
the main town buildings and the lines 
of houses. Marvel at the dedication and 
faith of the people who established the 
mission—the second Livingstonia—20 
years after the first lakeside mission in 
the south of the country had been closed: 
beaten by the malarial mosquito.

For more than 50 years the 
Livingstonia mission was led by Dr Robert 
Laws, a follower of David Livingstone and 
a visionary educationist who encouraged 
the development of high quality schooling 
that inf luenced people and their 
development across the entire region.

Paradoxically, re-development of the 
main highway north-south along the lake 
shore—circumventing the township—
has left Livingstonia more isolated than 
ever at the end of a spur of gravel road. 
This was once the main road from Mzuzu 
to Karonga but just below the mission, 
the original escarpment road takes you 
through a series of hairpin bends that 
drop down to the lakeshore near to 
Chilumba. Until the 1970s this used to 
be the only road north, with all manner 
of unsuitable vehicles making their way 
up and down in the dry season—less so 
during the rains, when it became 4x4 

country. The track remains open, but is 
not for the faint-hearted.

David Livingstone: Missionary and 
explorer
The Livingstonia mission was established 
just two years after the death of David 
Livingstone in 1873. He was a man 
of his times—one of a handful of 19th 
century Victorians who  explored the 
African hinterland on behalf of European 
governments, commercial enterprises 
seeking access to land and other resources, 
missionary groups looking for converts 
and others keen to map the geography of 
the continent. The coastline had been well 
known for over 300 years; inter-regional 
trade in all manner of goods—including 
ivory, spices and slaves—was buoyant and 
caravans of all kinds serviced the main 
sea ports. The interior, however, remained 
unknown to Europeans.

Born into a poor family in Blantyre, 
Scotland, Livingstone spent the 
early years of his life as a mill worker 
contributing to the family income from 
long hours of labour; crucially, taking 
on the beliefs and drive of his father and 
others who influenced him in support 
of the Christian Church. This included 
self-education and, latterly, more 
formal education to provide a better 
understanding of the complementary 
role of science within the prevailing 
religious beliefs of those times. 
Livingstone switched to medical studies 
when opportunities arose to serve as a 
missionary overseas. 

He started work at a mission station 
in, what is today, Botswana. When the 

mission station closed as a result of 
drought, Livingstone took his spiritual 
calling on the road and, travelling light, 
put his faith in the spread of Christianity 
and legitimate trade as a means of 
combating slavery. Paradoxically, the 
further north he travelled into the 
interior of the continent, during 20 years 
of exploratory missions from the 1850s 
on, the more he became dependent upon 
those self-same slave traders and the 
security of their caravans. His first-hand 
reporting of the brutality, hardship and 

Main road. The road to Livingstonia is still essential for local 
communities.

Mission houses. Made of brick and corrugated steel with 
outside veranda and kitchen access through a covered 
walkway. 

Christian Church. The church was the original centre of 
Christianity in Northern Malawi

Dedication window. A prestigious tribute to David 
Livingstone in the church window.

desolation of slave raiding did, however, 
stir the conscience of the public back 
home—sufficient to catalyse government 
action for abolition of the trade.

The Livingstone legacy would 
probably have remained largely unknown 
to the public, but for the reporting of 
Henry Morton Stanley, sent to Central 
Africa by the New York Herald with what 
amounted to a blank cheque to discover 
the whereabouts of the intrepid traveller. 
The greeting exchanged between the 
only two whites in the entire region—

‘Doctor Livingstone, I presume?’—
remains something of an enigma and may 
have been nothing more than newspaper 
hype. These words have, however, been 
handed down for almost 150 years, 
unchanged, as a humorous aside to the 
unusual nature of the meeting.

In this region the legacy of this 
powerful, self-determined man remains; 
reverence shown in the roads, towns, 
statues and plaques that record his time 
in history, including Livingstonia Mission 
in Malawi.                                                        ʘ

The wood 
turner
linDsaY Pullin

I tell the story an old gentleman told me 
years ago; he is long gone but I know 

he would not mind my telling. 
Ted was a carpenter when World 

War One started and he enlisted right 
away. To his surprise, when he told them 
he was a wood turner he found himself 
in the newly formed Australian Flying 
Corps. Of course he immediately wanted 
to know what an air force wanted with 
a wood turner. Simple, if you could turn 
wood you could turn metal. And so he 
became an air force mechanic. 

He became close friends with 
another mechanic who himself was 
a chippy, and they shared the same 
interests, one being architecture. It 
wasn’t long before they were at an 
airfield behind the Western Front. 
They found their work and the new 
air force fascinating, but they found 
the old European architecture in the 
surrounding countryside even more 
so. Their time off was spent travelling 
around studying, sketching and 
photographing buildings of interest. 

One day they came across an 
elderly couple who invited them home 
for lunch. During the conversation the 
couple told them they had a new car 
in the garage, but it was broken down 
and all the mechanics were away at 
the war. Ted and his friend offered to 
look at it and soon found the problem. 
Now all they needed to find was the 
part, which, because of the war, was 

an impossible task. They removed the 
part and took it back to the workshop 
where they simply made another with, 
according to Ted, a few improvements. 

The couple was delighted; in the 
rest of their spare time behind the 
Western Front the men stayed with 
their new friends and toured the 
finest houses and churches in Europe. 
Naturally Ted and his friend endured 
their share of the hardships of war, but 
his story told how soldiers used their 
time. They formed lifelong friendships; 
having been a soldier myself, I would 
say Ted’s story is up there with many 
of the fascinating stories I have heard. 

Ted was one of those wonderful 
characters who, for me, bridged the 
times men and women lived in a few 
generations before ours. This story, as 
told to me by him, is one I will always 
cherish.          ʘ
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High Tech Dentistry with Good Old Fashioned Care 
Ph: 5983 5348 

 

 

 

 

Dental Trauma Fridge Cheat Sheet: 
 
Broken Tooth 

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

 
Loose Tooth 

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

 
Tooth Completely Knocked Out 

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

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

 

Probus visit
the ‘Bombadier’ factory
RoD nuske

  Members of  Balnarring Probus during their visit to the factory of ‘Bombadier’ in 
Dandenong. At the moment the factory is manufacturing trams for the Melbourne 
network, but they are an international company with their HQ in Canada. Around 
the world they also manufacture trains and light aircraft. 

When was is?
maRk sTokes

When was it?  I don’t know.   Maybe 
40 even 45 years ago.  I sort of wan-

dered into this place.  There was a sign 
identifying it as something to do with 
deafness, so I went in.  It was a small stone 
building at the gate of an old and large 
home.  Rather a mansion I thought.  This 
must have been a kind of guardhouse in 
its glory days.  My memory is so vague 
that I really can’t vouch for it.  I felt that 
my hearing was not up to scratch and 
perhaps I had some time to fill, so I went 
in.  I’ve got no memory of what transpired 
but that was the start of it.

Somewhere along the way I was 
fitted with a hearing aid of sorts.   A little 
plastic thing which was poked in my 
ear.   I was to try it for a time.  It was to 
cost $180, I think, but it was like having 
a marble in my ear and uncomfortable 
and it seemed to make little difference 
anyway, so I returned it and went 
without.  My hearing got no better and, 
in the end, I surrendered and was fitted 
with two standard hearing aids, which 
seemed more or less OK at the time, 
but had all sorts of deficiencies, and, 
it seemed that, after a short time, they 
no longer worked, so I went up another 
step, at a cost.  For a while these worked,   
and then I found myself saying ‘What?’ 
Which increasingly became ‘Wot?’  I 
learned many ways to ask for a repeat 
of what was said.  I got to the stage I just 
had to put up with it. So did my family 
and friends.

  I became increasingly isolated.  
People would talk around me.  I heard bits 
and pieces of conversation and would try 
to make sense of it.  When I was young 
I had been a Japanese interpreter, and 
had the job of saying in Japanese what 
I heard in English and, in English what 
had been uttered in Japanese.  Now I had 
a similar task, telling myself in English 
what I thought had been said in English.  
Often it didn’t make sense.  To have a 
chance of understanding, I had to talk 
one to one, be looking at the person.  We 
had to be near each other.        

With a group or even with three 
people it became very difficult.  At 
arestaurant or such a place it became> 



30. 31.

senseless babble. Noise became 
intolerable.  I became increasingly 
isolated and I felt as if I was pushed 
aside.  No-one wanted to talk to me.  It 
was too difficult.  I sat at the edge of 
the group and heard meaningless noise.

Well, a week or so ago I got new 
hearing aids.  I was suspicious and 
almost refused to have them, as I felt 
it was a waste of money which could 
be better used elsewhere.   In the end, 
I decided to give it one more try.  The 
audiologist said they were much better 
and he considered that they would help 
me.   There were two grades available 
but he said there was little difference 
between them except the price, so I 
decided on the cheaper ones on the 
understanding that I could upgrade if 
necessary.

I got them and I could hear the 
audiologist, but I thought ‘He’s trained 
to speak so anyone can hear and it’s in 
a quiet place.’ I could hear but I held 
judgement.  I hopped in the car and 
headed for home.  I turned the radio 

on.  I hadn’t listened to music for years 
because it was only a mish-mash of noise 
which meant nothing.  Now, suddenly, 
it was music.  I drove home absolutely 
drenched in music, absolutely drenched!  
It was magic!

My wife was in hospital so I went 
home to a quiet place.  My daughter, 
with her two children called bringing 
me a meal.  I talked with them.  I just 
talked and they talked and it was 
wonderful.  I was delighted.  After some 
time I asked if they noticed anything 
different.  They looked around and 
said that they couldn’t see anything 
different.   I let it go and suggested 
they try harder, but it took ten minutes 
before my daughter woke to it.  We 
laughed together.

It was very strange.  I could hear.  
The words were uttered and they 
seemed to come straight into my mind.  
They didn’t need to be translated.  They 
just went in in some strange way, 
almost like an arrow penetrating my 
mind.  It is so strange.  I hear!  Someone 

says some words and the words cross 
from their mouth and penetrate my 
mind.  Somehow I learn what they have 
in mind.

A miracle!  A miracle!   You are so 
used to hearing that you don’t even 
think of it.  You don’t think of it as a 
miracle.  After all these years, for me, 
it is a miracle.  The next day, I made 
breakfast and I cut the stalk off a 
banana and I heard the sound of a knife 
cutting the banana.  How odd, to hear 
a knife cut a banana.

I went to see my wife in hospital and 
we talked together.  We laughed with 
delight.  How marvellous to be able to 
just talk.  To hear her words just slide 
somehow into my mind.  She was filled 
with delight also.  After all these years 
of difficulty in communication it was 
almost unbelievable.  My words would 
flow into her mind and her reply would 
penetrate my mind.  We just talked and 
talked, laughing with delight.  I was 
back in the world.  A new world, a world 
which I had lost all those years ago.  ʘ

Somers
State School
Science Night
in March
RoD nuske

This is an event that is always looked 
forward to and was well attended by 

parents and interested local residents 
who continue to be surprised at just 
what children are learning about in 
modern day Primary School science 
classes.

Never in my day was there such a
thing as 3D printing! But here it
is even at a primary school where
a grade 6 student is here working
under guidance of Terry Daeman, a
Department Technician.

1.   Stephen, Maya, Angus and Alexis are watching the
working of a Stirling engine prior to studying the nearby
Foucault’s pendulum experiment.

2.   Jackson in control of the robotic vehicle as it follows the
marked out track. The bystanders are suitably impressed by
what is even now in use in factories and warehouses.

3.   Henry is not at all apprehensive about receiving
an electrostatic shock from the Van de Graaff electrostatic
charger. This unit was built by the students under the 
guidance and supervision of Kevin Sack (standing nearby). 
Interested spectators Jack and representatives from Esso 
form an amused audience.

4.   An attentive audience in the Library watch a video on the
Parks Victoria, Dolphin Research Institute in nearby 
Hastings.

5.   The very young Mia, Celeste and Maddie are waiting for
Mr Griffin to apply the molten glue to their creation.

6.   Intense concentration is obviously what is required of
Willow as she comprehends the compass bearings whilst her
grandmother Lynn is suitably impressed by Willow’s efforts. 

1.

2.

3.

4.

5.

6.
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Discovering Ian began after a most pleasant 
weekend's sailing with friends at Flinders. On the club deck 
under the shade sail, nestling a can, watching a tide roll in with 
a buzz of folk just hanging out, the thought came 'how good was 
this weekend?'. Cheers to Ian Freeland and his regatta we'd 
just done, and leading to  the wonder of  'who was this bloke?'.

Our retired skipper Ken Lacey thought “there was something 
about World War II bombers, and being an architect for a big 
Melbourne firm.  A doer, who shirked credit. Ian died out sailing. 
He designed the club control tower, I remember we paid $20 
per step to help fund the build. Talk to Brian.”

Brian Coleman was in the Air Force for 30 years from '51 
flying Mustangs, Meteors, Sabres, then Hercules aircraft. Brian 
had quite a story too, but despite many hours with Ian he really 
didn't know much of him. Except that he was a quiet modest 
achiever who loved sailing and Flinders. Try Ant.

Ant Grage found Ian a great supporter of the club who 
enjoyed crewing on all the boats, not needing his own. Ant 
had a few walks along the beach beseeching him to stand for 
Commodore to no avail. Ant recalled something about Bomber 
command, maybe Lancasters. Try John.

John Iles enjoyed Ian as a friend and crew. “It was out near 
the Pilot Buoy when Ian was dropping the kite and he collapsed 
on the foredeck.  Chris got him into the cockpit and we radioed 
for help. Ant sailed over and gave what we now know as CPRS. 
Everyone was at the jetty with the  ambulance but perhaps he 
was gone before he even hit our foredeck. I put the little plaque 
up in the tower remembering Ian. He just came up with the 
idea the club could do with a Tower for Race Control, designed 
it and supervised working bees to put it up. He did lots of other 
things too. Russell would know of his professional background”.

Russell Barrett knew a bit, but defered to John who would 
tell it better, more completely'.

John Alsop worked with Ian for decades, “a renaissance man 
with a high interest in the outdoors, nature. A fantastic guy. 
After the war someone suggested he'd make a good architect. 
He enrolled at Gordon Institute, now Deakin University, at 
Geelong where he grew up. With wife, Pat, and children he 
moved to Melbourne where my father offered him a position 
in his practice. It was very busy in the post war boom. Ian 
became a partner, and stayed with the firm until his late 60's, 
making an enormous contribution to the practice. When Ian 
should have become Managing Partner he stepped aside and 
said to me he would rather be number two, I found him great 
support with his quiet way and wisdom. When he spoke at 
partnership meetings we all listened. 

"He kept flying and his aerial safari's through  northern 
Australia with other mates in other aircraft became famous. 
They bought a small cattle farm in Red Hill building a weekend 
retreat there. Ian took up sailing with his young children and 
built a mirror dinghy. He sailed for many years at Mornington 
on "Bandit of Bass Straight", then joined us at Flinders with the 
Cole 26 Avanti, then with the Beneteau Quickmatch. Great fun 
and we did well. In the 50 years I knew him we had a lot of time 
together, in the practice, flying, sharing farming experiences 
and of course sailing. In this time he never once spoke of his 
wartime experience, nor of a daughter he lost. He took these 
very hard, and when you think about it he enlisted as a very 

sensitive teenager and saw terrible destruction and shocking 
injury to his companions. I know it took Ian years after the 
war to socially be at ease, but he never emotionally got over 
it. He was a very fine man with everything he did."

To complete the sketch of Ian, the war path needed to 
be followed. From the War Memorial website there is an 
enlistment picture and another story, - Ian Andrew Freeland 
after pilot training is assigned to 44th Bomber Squadron. He 
is mentioned in RAAF Honours and Awards- Distinguished 
Flying Cross. The citation describes one example, there were 
more than one, where "before reaching the target, a synthetic 
oil plant in Politz, they were attacked by two enemy fighters, 
severely damaged and set on fire. All turrets were put out of 
action, the starboard elevator and rudder shot away and the 
port wing and flap damaged. Although in consequence the 
aircraft was difficult to control, he pressed on and successfully 
bombed the target. Later the fire was extinguished and the 
crippled bomber flown safely back to base where Flying Officer 
Freeland made a masterly landing without the use of the air 
speed indicator or flaps. 

Throughout his operational career this captain of aircraft 
has displayed outstanding gallantry, tenacity and devotion to 
duty, setting an inspiring example to members of his crew."

Seems he'd done enough leading for one lifetime, indeed, 
Lest We Forget, and thanks Ian Freeland.

Tedd Warden


