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One perfect day at Williams Point
Christian Rose

S

ometimes in life, nature will surprise you – and gift you
for being in the right place at the right time.
Last month I had the pleasure of house/dog-sitting for
two weeks in Somers. The timing coincided with a big swell
from the Roaring Forties that would culminate in some
really, really fun waves. Waves in Somers, okay, we’ve all
watched the perfect miniature waves that barrel along this
part of the coast – maybe (like I have and constantly do)
mind surfed and thought, ‘if that wave was a couple of feet
it would be soooo good’.
Let me take you back to that fateful day. After returning
to the house with my seven-and nine-year-old children in
tow, we decided it would be a good afternoon to walk the
dog down the beach. As we wandered slowly toward the sea,
the air was filled with that stereo crunch and slap sound of
waves breaking. My ears told me that this wasn’t normal
little Somers ankle slappers, but SURF!
At first glimpse I couldn’t believe what I was seeing: two
perfect right-handers that broke out off the point and reeled
all the way to the beach. The tide was unusually high, which
made for an even rarer scene. After rubbing my eyes I was
taken aback to see not one or two, but four people out there
catching waves. Proper waves.
Witnessing my excitement the kids were happy for me
to run home, throw on a wetsuit, grab a board and get out
there. I couldn’t believe it. The sun was out, a light puff of
fresh offshore breeze. Now, I’m not talking like it was Hawaii,
but for that afternoon I was in paradise. Sharing waves with
friendly locals, getting hooted by my children on the shore
– it was an experience that I shall never forget.
The only drawback: for the rest of my life I will be
forced to slow down when driving past this particular spot
to see if, by some fluke of nature, surf-able waves might be
breaking at what I like to call Jacks, right after my son. ʘ

Surf’s up: two perfect right-handers breaking off the point
and reeling all the way to the beach
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Our purpose
S

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

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

n September 22nd a very special birthday was celebrated with
family and close friends of Somers resident, Max Soyman. This
milestone was acknowledged by the Queen, the Governor General
and senior politicians.
Max came from Bar in Montenegro. During the war Max joined
the partisan fighters in the mountains when the German Army
invaded his country. Post war, he was employed in Zagreb and
then in Istanbul. Max attempted to migrate to America, but a
waiting time of ten years did not appeal, so the second best bet
was Australia.
In 1956 Max and his wife Bony landed in Darwin – on his
birthday; for him it was an incredible occasion as there were
sandwiches and cakes laid out on tables not only to welcome
them, but as if to celebrate his birthday as well! Actually this was
a general welcome for visitors to the Melbourne Olympic Games,
but for Max, ‘this was a wonderful country, one in which I will
stay and never want to leave’.
In his working life Max obtained a position at GMH as a quality
controller where he stayed until retirement. He came to visit
friends in Somers and was so impressed that when he was shown
a block of land that had been put aside as a bowling green in
1925, but more recently acquired by the council, decided that was
where he wanted to live. His home was built in 1983 and was soon
surrounded by fruit trees and a vegetable garden. Minor additions
to the house were achieved with his trusty Triton saw bench.
Max enjoyed classical music and travelled to Melbourne during
the opera season. He loved to make use of the beach and also joined
the Balnarring Probus Club. Even now he maintains a close interest
in world affairs by reading (with difficulty) the daily newspaper.
The loss of his driver’s licence, when in his 90s, severely curtailed
his mobility, but his close friends Tony and Maria Vrzina, and son
Alan, provide a great deal of support to ensure that he is able to
look after himself at home.
Over the years he has repeated to me many times that, ‘this
is still the best country in the world’ and Max, you are one of the
reasons that this is so!
		
ʘ

on the Web
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Louise Adams

A

ndrew Wilson, a Somers Tennis Club
member, and his friend Jacob Gniel, a
Balnarring Tennis Club member, recently
attended a three-day Tennis Victoria Future Leaders Program camp in Kyneton.
This program is open to Years 10 and 11
students, nominated by their clubs, and
it involves team building and leadership
training.
As a commitment to the program,
participants have to complete 40 hours
of project work for their clubs. The first
project Andrew and Jacob organised
was a free clinic, held in the September
school holidays, for children from Years
3 to 6 to introduce them to tennis.
Thirty children attended, with the
clubs providing racquets, balls and
other equipment. During the lunch
break the boys were surprised by a visit

from Greg Hood, the newly appointed
manager of the Balnarring and District
Community Bank, who presented them
with the bank’s ‘Young Leaders’ award
certificates. Andrew and Jacob were
unaware of their nomination for this
award. In their acceptance speeches
both boys said how important it was

for young people to be involved in their
communities.
The participants had a wonderful
time at the free clinics; both the Somers
and Balnarring Tennis Clubs look
forward to seeing these young players
participating in coaching programs and
junior competitions in the near future. ʘ

Balnarring Combined
Probus Club
Balnarring Combined Probus
Club Meeting: friendship &
activities 3rd Friday of the month
at 10am, Balnarring Community
Hall, Frankston Flinders Road
Balnarring.

Nautilus

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

Tennis leaders
of the future

Happy 100th Birthday to you Max! Gathered with Max are
friend Chris Colquhoun, son Alan and friend Maria Vrzina.

We feature guest speakers;
interest groups such as gardening,
books, walking; interesting
outings and trips away in spring
and autumn. For details contact
Keri on 0419338124.
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Balnarring Probus members meet 				
artist Ewen Coates
Rod Nuske

P

robus members recently travelled
to Northcote to visit Coates Studio
Foundry where Ewen Coates explained
the process behind the creation of his
poured metal sculptures. Ewen would be
one of very few artists to have a foundry
and he is hands-on in every aspect of
his work.
Ewen generously gave his time in
talking about the lost-wax process of
casting, in which hot metal is poured
into a mould created from wax, leaving
(usually) a bronze sculpture. Later,
from a safe distance, the group was
able to see the pouring of molten bronze
into prepared moulds.
Ewen’s work covers many different
approaches to installations and
sculptures. For the Probus members,
his recent work of an Australian
Army Sapper and his sniffer dog,
now installed at the War Memorial
in Canberra, was awe inspiring. The
memorial is of Sapper Darren Smith and
his dog, Herbie, who had been on active
duty together in 2010 in Afghanistan
when they were both killed and were
later buried together. Ewen said that
he tried to portray the closeness of
Darren and Herbie and the affection
they showed each other.
Darren’s father unveiled the statue
at the dedication service in Canberra.
It also serves as a memorial to all the
sniffer dogs, six of whom have died
carrying out their duties. The names of
these dogs have also been engraved on
the sculpture. Over 60 separate bronze
sections were created, then welded
together to make the final sculpture,
which Ewen has named ‘Elevation of
the senses’.

.
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Ewen spent one year of his school
life in Somers, living with his parents
Doug and Patsie Coates who had moved
there. He obviously retained a love of
the town as he has now purchased a
block of land here.
ʘ

Ewen Coates together with Jake, a rescue dog and model, and the sculpture
‘Elevation of the senses’ at the foundry.

The final work installed at the Canberra War Museum. Inside the training tunnel
Ewen has inscribed the name, Monique Thompson, who, together with her husband
Doug, commissioned the sculpture. Monique passed away prior to the installation
in Canberra, but Ewen organised a photo montage for Monique that showed the
work as it would appear in Canberra. Also in the tunnel are the paw prints of
Monique’s dog ‘Schatz’ (sweetheart).

.
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MR. PLINTH: on judging
by appearances

Mangroves in
danger?

Barrington Plinth

Henry Broadbent

T

his is something we should never do.
As we’re nearly always wrong, as in
these examples.

Men: We are looking across a shiny
desk at a sage professional person who
is handing down some serious advice.
He is wearing a suit, neck tie and a clean
shirt and is frighteningly well groomed.
Then a shock! He gets up to get a file
and his trousers are a slight mismatch
to his suit top.
What happens is this: suit trousers
tend to fail before their tops do. The
trouser backside becomes shiny, and
gravy stains are hard to erase. So he
goes to the wardrobe at home and
finds another pair of trousers which, he
thinks, are a perfect match – well almost!
But herein lies the problem. ‘Almost’
isn’t really good enough. There can be
unkind deductions made. Is the wearer
not as august as he makes out? Can’t he
afford a new suit? Is he colour blind? Is
he so dismissive of the people around
him that he thinks they won’t notice or,
worse, realise that anything is amiss?
The real question is, does it matter? Well
of course not! He’s almost certainly a
fine fellow, despite the problem with his
trousers. We shouldn’t judge.
Women: This is one thing women
don’t have to worry about. If they should
mismatch their clothing, no one will
worry – they will probably think it’s
a new mode thing. Just the same, Mrs.
Plinth says that women do judge other
women on appearances. Is a person
overdressed? Is her apparel in poor
taste? Do her clothing and adornments
reflect a person who wants other women
to think that she has plenty of loot?
The answer to most of the above
could well be yes, but more likely they
all attend the same op-shop. Anyway,
a man should never pass judgment on
the outfits women wear: they will just
be informed that they don’t know what
they are talking about.
Back to the men: To avoid judgment,

.
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don’t wear clothes with clashing
patterns. If you have a checked top,
wear a plain shirt, or vice-versa. If you
must wear a tie don’t let it hang too low,
otherwise people might think you are
trying to hide something, and never
tuck your tie into your trousers.
Another thing – and this is fairly well
understood – don’t wear socks inside
your sandals. People will think you
are English, which is no bad thing, but
we shouldn’t steal other people’s style
markers. Before coming to judgment on
people who use Americanisms and wear
baseball hats, best to make sure they’re
not actually American.
And while on baseball hats: the
Australian sunshine may be good for the
soul, but it’s murder on the skin. So why
do we all go around wearing American
baseball hats? The ears and neck are
some of the most vulnerable for attack
by melanoma and these hats offer no
protection for these parts. But do not
judge these hat wearers. We’ve all got
one cap on the hat stand.
Language: We are not an outpost
of the United States. Take language
for instance. We are all attending
ceremoanies and our scientists are
carrying out reeesearch. We now tend
to hear ourselves being referred to as
buddy – by people we hardly know.
By gad! What’s the world coming to!
Does it matter? No – as long as we can
all understand one another. So stop
grinding your teeth when you hear
Aussies talking American.
Facial hair: This is a terrible era for
men. We have become enslaved by the
grunge look - shaggy facial hair and the
unshaven face. We shouldn’t be judged
by this, everybody’s doing it, but in years
to come we may well be looking at family
pictures in shock – wondering what on
earth came over us.
There are other things, but since the
writer is a man who is, to some extent,
controlled by fashion perhaps we
needn’t go any further down that path. ʘ

T

he weekend of July 9–10 brought
shocking pictures of the die-back of
mangroves on the isolated shore of the
Gulf of Carpentaria between Burketown
and Karumba. While global warming
was quickly suggested as to the cause, a
more sober assessment suggested that
drought was likely to be the culprit.
Westernpor t Bay has what I
understand to be the most southerly
mangroves in the world. Are we in
danger of losing them? Particularly if
the recent forecasts of imminent large
sea level rises actually happen.
Was it serendipity then that a
notice arrived into my inbox on the
very subject? Already primed I was
intrigued to see an article published in
the New Concepts in Global Tectonics
Journal, by Albert Parker, titled:
Darwin mangroves are not battling
a sea level rise of +8.3 mm/year but
increasing population and development.
In the article, Albert Parker states:
‘We show here that the sea levels are
rising in Darwin much less than the
alleged +8.3 mm/year. Mangroves may
suffer more from locally increasing
population and development rather
t han t he global carbon dioxide
emission.’
Albert Parker detailed how a new
Australian Authority took over tide
gauging in 1991 and ‘after the ABSLMP
was established, attention was shifted
to the novel results neglecting prior
and contemporary results from other
sources.’ The article presents much
information that leaves no doubt that
the author is an expert on the subject.
The article is freely available from
www.ncgt.org V4,N2. Details are:
New Concepts in Global Tectonics
Journal, June 2016, page 295-301.
Albert Parker, School of Engineering
and Physical Science, James Cook
Universit y, Townsville. Note: the
journal is not peer reviewed.
I also searched and found archived
the ABC report by Madeline Goddard

that prompted Albert Parker to write
his article. You can easily find it on
the internet:
Mangroves battling sea level rises.
http://www.abc.net.au/news/201605-04/darwin-mangroves-battlingsea-level-rises/7379744.
Goddard states: ‘But the harbour’s
mangroves have been under threat
by an annual average sea level rise of
8.3mm. This sea level rise is one of the
highest in the world.’
The Australian Government Bureau
of Meteorology National Tidal Centre
(NTC) previously ran sea level surveys
(for more than a century) but these
ceased in Dec. 2013. Albert Parker
states that the new body censored
the last NTC Sea Level report of
2009. He seems concerned that the
new authority does not appear to be
competent.
The crux of the matter is that mean
sea levels vary considerably due to
pressure systems in the atmosphere.
In particular, ‘annual mean sea levels
generally fluctuating in accordance
with the Southern Oscillation Index
(SOI)’ [Parker 2016]. At the time
when the new authority took over
tide gauging (1991) the sea level was
at what is called a decadal low, and
several mm lower than the average.
It seems that this low level was not
taken into consideration when the
annual sea level rise was of 8.3mm
was announced. From Parker ’s
presentation it is obvious that there
is something basically wrong with
the work of the new authority and
in particular with that attention
grabbing statement.
Albert Parker’s article is very
technical and thorough; there is no
doubt that he is correct in stating that
worldwide there is no increase in the
rate of sea level rise that stands about
2.1mm rise per year, as it has been
for decades. There are signs that, if
anything, the rate is decreasing. Don’t
take my word for it; have a look at his
article.
So if you have been concerned about
reports of increasing sea level rise you
can relax. Yes the sea level is slowly
rising but there is no indication that
there will be more than about 200mm
rise over the next 100 years.
ʘ

Lord Somers Camp 			
hosts Shakespeare
Yasmin McKenzie

I

s Shakespeare still relevant? Does
he still speak to us? Is he REALLY for
everyone?
The answer is YES, according to
Shakespeare Republic, who recently
spent time at the Lord Somers Camp
filming Series 2 of the internationally
acclaimed web series. Shakespeare
Republic is a collective of Australianbased actors and writers who have come
together to celebrate Shakespeare, his
works and his enduring legacy.
Using t he medium of a web
series, Shakespeare Republic takes
a journey through the works of
William Shakespeare and his fellow
Elizabethan and Jacobean playwrights.

Their aim is to rediscover, reinvigorate
and occasionally re-interpret these
universal observations in a modern
setting, through the lens of current
events and social issues of our time.
The Lord Somers Camp hosted the
team from Shakespeare Republic whilst
they filmed their second series – which
features actors such as Alan Fletcher,
Nadine Garner and Billy Smedley
amongst others – using the grand hall
as a location for many scenes.
You can follow the web series and
find out more about Shakespeare
Republic at www.shakespearerepublic.
com and the Lord Somers Camp at
www.lordsomerscamp.com
ʘ

Filming by Shakespeare Republic in the great hall at Lord Somers Camp.
Copyright Incognita Enterprises
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How convenient!

Profile:

Tim Egan,
filmmaker
Rod Nuske

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

3rd Saturday of month
9am to 2pm
2016 dates - Jun 11 (Winter EPM), Oct 15, Nov 19, Dec 17
2017 dates to be released soon!

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

w w w. e m u p l a i n s m a r ke t . c o m . a u
CRAFT

At long last a new toilet near the store. Although on
Foreshore land the council approached Parks Victoria who,
unable to fund this project, were quite happy that council (ie.
we ratepayers) was willing to erect a new convenience.

.
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FARMERS

VINTAGe

gourmet

Eclectic

T

im Egan grew up in Somers – in
Garden Square, in fact. Keen on
cinema from an early age, when Tim
began high school at Woodleigh School
the desire to make his own films
became a possibility. Together with
his school friends he started making
his own short films after class. This
experience cemented his decision to
make films his future career.
Tim was accepted by the Victorian
College of the Arts for a filmmaking
degree. The next three years went by
in a blur as, in addition to his course
workload, he continued to make films
with his friends.
A f ter complet ing his course,
Tim obtained a job as cameraman/
editor with a company that made
educational DVDs. This kept him
on set shooting and editing scenes,
as well as teaching him basic visual
effects and colour grading (setting the
final colours and look of the film). For
ten years Tim worked as a freelance
editor and cameraman. During this
time he and his friends made a comedy
show on films and film history called
The Bazura Project. The first three
seasons were made for community
television station C31 Melbourne,
and a fourth season was picked up
for broadcast on ABC2.
Although Tim was working full
time as an editor for an advertising
agency, he had a strong desire to make
something of his own again – he hadn’t
directed anything from his own script
since film school. The idea for a short
film came to him so he approached a
producer and began the process of
raising funds for filming. Curve, a ten
minute thriller, was born.
The concept of the film is simple
but enthralling. A woman is pictured
lying on a huge curved rock and
desperately trying to avoid slipping
to an unknown fate. In 2016 Curve

premiered at the Tribeca Film Festival
in New York and has been booked for
26 film festivals around the world,
including the Melbourne International
Film Festival.
Rev iews for Cur ve have been
glowing, with statements such as,

Stop Press!

‘Egan wastes not a single merciless
shot’, ‘Tightly edited nightmare is
sure to leave its mark on audiences’
and this: ‘CURVE signals the arrival
of a new master of horror films’.
That is some review for the boy
from Garden Square!
ʘ

As we were going to print...

Tim Egan’s Curve wins 		
Best Short Film at Sitges 		
Film Festival 2016!

“The little Aussie genre gem Curve, written and directed by Tim Egan, has
just picked up Best Short Film at the 2016 Sitges Film Festival, adding a well
earned accolade to its glorious international run this year.”
“Tim Egan’s celebrated sci-fi short film Curve continues it’s international film
festival circuit domination ... After playing such coveted fests as Tribeca and
MIFF, the good news just keeps on coming ...
“It’s a huge feather in the cap on the journey of this cracking genre piece and
rightly signals the arrival of some seriously impressive film making artisans
out of Australia!”
http://thelowdownunder.com
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A cricketing trip of a lifetime
Darcy Warmbrunn

H

i, my name is Darcy and in 2015 I
was selected to go to the UK to play
cricket for the Mornington Peninsula
Cricket Association’s under-15 team.
The trials were held just after Christmas
in 2014. In the first few days of 2015 I
was told that I’d made the squad.
In the lead up to the tour we had
three training sessions at Saxon Sport
in Frankston where the team met and
trained together.
We departed for England on Friday
the 24th of July. After a long gruelling
flight and two and a half hour bus trip
(altogether around 25 hours of travel)
we arrived at the hotel in Durham, which
was right next to the River Wear.

The day after we arrived we had a
match, so we didn’t have much time to
settle in. We were based at a ground in
Crook that was in the middle of some
houses and completely hidden from view
until you walked up the driveway to the
oval. It was a turf pitch and had unique
club rooms and change rooms. The people
we met were really friendly and similar to
Australians; they had a pretty dry sense
of humour!
Five days into the trip we headed
down to London, another very long bus
trip. We saw the magnificent London
Eye, the enormous Tower Bridge and
went on a short boat cruise down the
River Thames. On day two was a real

The Mornington Peninsula Cricket Association under15 team pictured at the
cricket ground of Barnard Castle.

10

.

Darcy looking every bit the opening
batsman at Barnard Castle Cricket Club
ground.
highlight: Lords. Lords is a beautiful
cricket ground. We saw the original
Ashes urn and had a private tour of the
English and Australian dressing rooms,
which overlook the ground, as well as
the Members Room where the players
enter and exit the ground. It was surreal!
We also went to Buckingham Palace,
The Oval and climbed the Tower Bridge
before we went back to the hotel.
On our last day in London the team
could split up and do whatever they
wanted. Mum and I went to Westminster
Cathedral and Kings Cross station to go to
Platform 9 3/4 (we had promised my little
brother a Harry Potter wand!). We left at
three o’clock and got back to Durham at
nine. The following day we watched the
Durham County team play and we got
permission to have a training session
in the Durham nets. Another highlight
was meeting Clint McKay and Ben Stokes.
We played at some iconic cricket
grounds. Barnard Castleis a magnificent
old school with a fiendish wicket that
sometimes bounced as low as ankle high
when the ball pitched at a good length.
That was a really tough game. I opened
and made 19, but in that time we lost 5
wickets. Things were looking pretty grim!
Luckily we ended with 156 from 40 overs
due to a couple of brilliant partnerships,
but we weren’t confident. Our team then
put on a fantastic display with fielding and
with the ball and ended up bowling them
out for 70! That really was a great win!
There was also Marske, which was a
nice ground with a big slope. Washington

Cricket Club’s ground was a very slow
wicket and also had a big slope! All of the
grounds had turf wickets. They have a
different system over there with their
school boy teams; they play during the
week, which means they often skip school
for their matches! What a great idea!
We visited Blackpool, the Lakes
District and Whitby. Blackpool was
great fun. The amusement park had lots
of great rides including the biggest roller
coaster I’ve ever been on (it had a 235-foot
drop). The Lakes District was a beautiful
place. All the hills were green and the
shops and homes were very charming. It
had many picturesque lakes that dotted
the countryside. Whitby was a lovely
old seaside town with narrow streets,
old shops and a long pier with a small
lighthouse. The weather was horrendous!
Mum took a photo of the sun on the only
day that it shone all day.
Overall the trip to England was
absolutely fantastic and it was a great
experience. We were very lucky as we had
a strong team, and we batted and bowled
all down the order. We played eleven
games and only lost one. The teams we
played were all pretty good and, at every
club we visited, we received a very warm
welcome and wonderful hospitality. I
would have to say my cricket improved
by up to 20% because of the great
coaching we got. The beautiful locations
and the stunning cricket grounds were
fabulous and I would do the trip again in
a heartbeat.			
ʘ

Darcy with English all-rounder Ben
Stokes who topped a number of
batting records including scoring the
fastest ever double century. A great
goal for any young cricketer.

My father
Lindsay Pullen

I was born in the late 1940s and was a
front row spectator in the world-changing
sixties with nuclear confrontation, miniskirts, the Berlin Wall, the Vietnam war
and the beginnings of feminism. Allow me,
at this point, to present my credentials. I
was raised mainly by my mother and four
sisters. My mother was an open-minded
liberal person and encouraged that in
her children. Feminism was alien to me
because of my upbringing. It was quite
some years later, at a dinner party, that the
matter touched me in person. Of course at
dinner parties, conversation is the main
course no matter where it takes you, and,
of course, by the time everyone’s primed
it’s bound to be lively to say the least.
This night, a hardcore feminist was at
the table. I will not excuse myself from the
description because the woman wasn’t
a blue Rolls Royce with pink wheels; she
was as-described and she, and we, all
knew it. To cut it short a question came
my way, what was my father like? My
answer was that I could hardly remember
my father because he and my mother
separated when I was three years old.
That left me open to a broadside: typical
chauvinist – walks away from a wife and
mother of eleven children. The table roared
back in my defence, even if they didn’t
know the circumstances, and they didn’t.
I quietly drifted away and back to the
day when I decided I was old enough to
approach my mother and ask what had
happened. 			
Dad served in the Middle East in the
First World War and before that he was
a shearer, a drover and a hay stacker,
which in those days was quite an art.
My mother and father married in 1922
and a year later their first child was
born, a boy. They had a small farm in
the upper Murray region and they loved
their life on the land. Four boys followed
my oldest brother, and soon after that
three girls. My mother suggested to my
father that she thought it would be better
for the girls’ education if they moved
to a Melbourne suburb. A house was
purchased in Frankston and the family
arrived in 1940. Dad took a job with the

PMG and the kids loved the beach. One
more girl arrived, then two more boys –
the last being me.
Everything went well until 1951
when my father spiralled into a deep
depression. Over the next year nothing
that was tried seemed to work, until one
day Mum sat down with my father and
asked him what the problem was. He was
pining for the bush he loved so much and
didn’t know what to do. It was simple for
Mum and she said, if that’s all that’s wrong
then go back darling.
Dad went back to the bush and
squatted on some government land on
high ground by the Murray. He built a
small house, some sheds and yards and
owned three horses. He got by with small
jobs and the only time the local council
people bothered him was when they
dropped in for a cup of tea and a chat,
secretly seeing if he was okay. My parents
kept in contact until my father passed
away in 1959.
Since then I have had the unfortunate,
but honourable task of delivering the
eulogy at the services of siblings who
have gone before me. Perhaps if I were
thirty years older when my father died
I may have delivered a eulogy for him. It
would have been easy: all I would have
to have done was recite Banjo Patterson’s
poem, Clancy of the Overflow, where my
father would see the vision splendid of
the sunlit plains extended, and at night
the wondrous glory of the everlasting
stars. 				
ʘ
* * *
And the bush hath friends to meet him,
and their kindly voices greet him
In the murmur of the breezes and the
river on its bars,
And he sees the vision splendid of the
sunlit plains extended,
And at night the wond’rous glory of the
everlasting stars.

Garden desiGn,
consultation
& rejuvenation
Libby 0413 807 947
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The Big Shed

Winter market

I

T

nside The Big Shed at Balnarring, which opened on 10th
September. Situated next to Balnarring Motors, is open from
Thursday to Sunday. There are 20 designer stalls from stockists
around Australia and the Peninsula, from Red Hill Wrought
Iron to Monk Honey.

he Somers Winter Market was blessed, at least in the
morning, with reasonable weather and was attended by
a huge number of people coming from near and far.

The Somers Fire Brigade truck proved very popular with
children Zahli, Misha, Evie and Matilda. Keeping an eye on
them are brigade members, Dave Pullin, James Whelan,
Drew Jackson and Rose Steiner.

The stall with way-out knitted headgear gave Zara and Zac
the opportunity to be themselves – exuberant teenagers.

Eden’s face is even more beautiful than usual, with help from
Fairy Emma.
This is the way you do it, no worries at all. But juggling is
not for everyone and certainly not for Katie and Lizzie.
Main Street of the Winter Market.

Ever so intently Thomas, Amanda and Grace work to create
a masterpiece.

.
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Hairdresser Linda working on the hair of Audrey, whilst
Bonnie patiently awaits her turn.

There is always coffee and music as part of the Somers
Winter Market.
13

.

Obituaries:

Alan Angwin
19/5/1944 - 11/7/2016
Rod Nuske

A

lan Robert Charles Angwin was born
in Castlemaine, the elder son of Desmond and Madge Angwin. He grew up in
Bentleigh, attending the West Bentleigh
Primary School before going on to Brighton Grammar School.
Alan began his association with the
water as a rower, which he did well,
becoming a crew member in the Head
of the River on the Yarra. At the same
time his association with the trumpet
commenced; he joined the cadet corps
band, playing the Last Post one Anzac
Day.
On leaving school he commenced a
printing apprenticeship and received
an award as an outstanding compositor
apprentice, which enabled him to
complete a Certificate of Advanced
Printing Technology. Alan worked as
a printer for a number of years until he
changed direction to become an account
executive with an industrial advertising
firm.
From a young age Alan was involved
with the church and youth club, and it
was here that he had the great fortune
to meet Janice Macdermott. They were
engaged in 1965 and married the next
year. A flat in Ormond was followed by
a newly built home in Mulgrave. Then
in1972 their first son Lachlan arrived,
followed by Alastair three years later.
Whilst Alan had enjoyed working in
printing and advertising, his true calling
was teaching, so he began studying
part-time for a Diploma of Primary
and Preschool Teaching. In 1980 he
became Director of the Goodwin Estate
Kindergarten in Knox, one of the first
male kindergarten teachers in Victoria.
Alan had a passion for education and
he continued to study; he completed a
bachelor degree in 1983, his masters
degree in 1988 and, finally, a doctorate in
1999. He was influential in introducing
computers to help with the education of
pre and primary school children. He was
instrumental, with others, in developing

.
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a preschool Physical Activity Program
which was adopted by Victorian
kindergartens.
In 1978 Alan and Jan, with others,
decided to build a beach house in
Somers, which led to them joining the
Somers Yacht Club. As with everything
he did, Alan put his heart and soul into
their involvement with the club. With
Stan Phillips, he started a sailing and
powerboat school; Alan soon became
president of the Social Committee and
in 1995, he became Commodore of the
Somers Yacht Club.
Not only was Alan busy with this
array of interests, he also had a musical
career. It began with an instrumental
trio – Alan playing the trumpet. The
trio’s break into the ‘big time’ came
with an invitation to play at a Rechabite
celebration at the Brunswick Town Hall!
The local church choir provided Alan
and his close friend Graeme Seamer, the
chance to pursue their real love – singing.
Alan’s solo work in cantatas provided an
impressive start to his singing career.
Alan trained at the Melba Memorial
Conservatorium of Music and he
progressed to eisteddfods and many
other solo performances. In 1972 he
participated successfully in the senior
vocal category at the Royal South Street
Competition in Ballarat; he was also a
Sun Aria semi-finalist that year. The
following year he was again a finalist,
whilst in 1974 he gained a second place
in the Adelaide Championship.
In 1975, Alan joined the backing group
for English musician Rick Wakeman’s
Australian tour, an experience he found
exciting. Alan was, for a time, tenor
soloist at St David’s Church at Mont
Albert, before joining the Wesley Church
in Lonsdale Street, Melbourne as tenor
soloist for a number of years. Beyond
these commitments he took part in many
group and stage performances.
With Jan’s support, Alan was able
to fit so much into his life and still
find time to be the caring father that
he was. Alongside his considerable
achievements in his education career, he
gave much pleasure to those who had the
opportunity to hear him sing and play.
His life was far too short for someone
who had so much to give.
From material supplied by Lachlan
Angwin and Graeme Seamer.

ʘ

Geoffrey Griffiths
20/6/1926 - 12/8/2016
Rod Nuske

G

eoff Griffiths grew up in Glen Iris.
His father, Reginald, or ‘Reg’ to his
family, was a WW1 veteran who became a successful nail factory owner.
His mother, Enid, who was a passionate
singer and pianist, instilled into Geoff
his lifelong love of music and singing.
Geoff’s memories of childhood
included billycart rides with his
surviving brother, John. He recalled
his father wheeling a pram to South
Melbourne Market at closing time
on Saturday afternoons for a cheap
supply of fruit and vegetables. Geoff
attended St Kevin’s College where
the only sports were football, cricket
and athletics. He played them all
very well but in later life, his true
love was tennis and he enjoyed many
years in retirement both playing and
contributing to the development of the
Somers Tennis Club.
Geoff completed a Bachelor of
Science at Melbourne University and
worked at the State Department of
Agriculture as an analytical chemist.
He remained in the state laboratories
throughout his working life. Fellow
work c ol le a g ue s at t ende d h i s
funeral; they had been meeting for
an annual celebration throughout his
retirement.
When he was eighteen, Geoff met
his future wife, Marie Trainor, but did
not have the confidence to court her
until he was 23! In those years Marie
was a fashion model and a highly
sought-after date. On one of their first
dates, Geoff borrowed an Austin 7,
which stalled in a side street in St Kilda
made notorious by resident gangster’s
moll, pretty ‘Dulcie Markham’. With
Geoff pushing and Marie driving
(but with no previous experience),
the Austin jumped onto the nature
strip and smashed into an iron fence!
The neighbours, used to all kinds of
shenanigans, were not amused! The
car owner became Geoff’s brother-inlaw, Bill Cameron, who attended the

funeral and knows all the secrets of
this incident!
After their marriage they lived in
Chadstone, where their three boys,
Paul, Mark and Peter were born.
The family moved to Burwood and
Kooyong, where Geoff often painted
other people’s homes in return for
work done on his own. It can be
truly said that Geoff played tennis at
Kooyong, as he became a member of
this august establishment even if it
wasn’t as a representative of Australia.
Retirement began in 1985; Geoff
and Marie sought a sea change and
came to live in Somers where they
comfortably fitted into the lifestyle.
The move was most appreciated by
their children and grandchildren
for the holidays spent there. Joining
Somers Tennis Club, Geoff worked hard
at coaching the local children as well
as playing at a competitive level. He
was awarded a Life Membership for

all that he did for the club.
The couple were regular attendees
at Navy Band Concerts and Sunday
Jazz at Balnarring where the music
filled part of Geoff’s artistic soul. Geoff
always loved singing and in retirement,
began his thirty-year involvement in
the ‘Happy Hour Singers’, who perform
across the Peninsula’s many nursing
homes and aged care facilities.
The last three years of his life
were spent without his beloved Marie;
during this time Geoff remained
independent, driving himself to
shopping and social engagements.
A very important occasion for the
family was the celebration of Geoff’s
90 th birthday at Kooyong Tennis Club.
The Catholic Church was always
significant in his life and in retirement
Geoff attended Our Lady Star of the
Sea Chapel at HMAS Cerberus. Navy
Chaplain Father Paul Stuar t led
Geoff’s funeral mass celebration at St

Mary’s Catholic Church in Hastings on
Thursday, August 18th.
I always found Geoff to be a kind
and generous gentleman who was,
always, there to assist anyone that may
have sought a helping hand.
ʘ

A fishy
surprise on
South Beach

David also said they are a snack of killer
whales, particularly in depredation
scenarios.
With that I decided to do some
research of my own and found that
this fish has many common names,
including A nt a rc t ic but ter f ish,
warehou and deepsea trevally to name a
few. However, Hyperoglyphe antarctica
from the family Centrolophidae nails
it.
Found in southern oceans at depths
between 40 and 1,500 metres, this
delicacy can grow to 1.4 metres in
length and 60 kilograms in weight.
Studies show that eight- to twelveyear old, mature females can produce
between two and eleven million eggs
prior to spawning. Spawning appears
to occur in an area north east of
Tasmania during March and April,
and – perhaps intentionally – in large
masses of floating kelp.
Blue-eye mainly feed on tunicates
(Pyrosoma atlantica), better known
as jellyfish. However, a range of fish
is included in their diet along with
molluscs, squid and crustaceans, and
they can also be cannibalistic.
I contacted my brother Chris in
Tassie, who loves his fish and knows

when the fishing boats arrive in the
local harbour, to see if he ever gets
the chance to buy some from the local
co-op, ‘Yes if you’re quick enough! It’s
a prize eat’.
The mystery remains as to why
this fresh specimen ended up on South
Beach shores in Somers.
ʘ

John Blogg

O

n a first light, early morning walk
along South Beach this time last
year, I was surprised to find a huge fish
lying on the sand at the high tide line
from the night before. As graceful as it
was there wasn’t a mark on it to suggest
why it had died, not even a broken hook
in its mouth. It measured exactly one
metre in length, with huge scales, and
it weighed around 20 kilograms.
I sent photos and information on
where it was found to Jeff Weir at the
Dolphin Research Institute for proper
identification. Jeff informed me that
David Donnelly, their research officer
who – according to Jeff – ‘knows his
fish’, said it was a blue-eye trevalla.
According to David, there used to
be a fishery for this species near Seal
Rocks, but he’s not sure about now.

Christopher
Bruce Bailey

W

e also note the death of
Dr Bruce Bailey, long
time Somers resident, local GP
and quiet contributor to the
community.
Bruce died quietly at home
on September 17th.

The deep water fish, a stranger to our
shore. Note John’s feet which provide
some idea of the size of this fish.

.
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Food and lifestyles: 				
the middle class is driving change
Peter Steele

1/8 Sovereign Drive
Hastings Vic 3915

World Food Day is 16th October each year. In 2016, the theme is ‘Climate is changing;
food and agriculture must too’. In his article, Peter Steele explores the links between
personal wealth, the food choices people make and what they can afford.
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emember what you used to eat 40
years ago, before the 1970s wave of
Asian migration and the cuisines they
brought us? It changed Australia for
ever. Similar changes are taking place
worldwide as people everywhere are
becoming wealthier.
Everyone wants to share in that
development dream and, according
to recent United Nation Development
Programme (UNDP) reporting, the
majority of people globally are well on
their way of achieving it. In the race to
develop, however, previous lifestyles
and the systems upon which they
were once based are being abandoned.
Urbanisation of human society across
the globe is leading change concerning
choice of foods and traditional methods
of food preparation.
On a micro scale there may be value
in the resilience and continuation of
these earlier systems – for populations
that fail to develop, fail to invest, remain
ill-informed or fall outside modern
trends of socio-development. But
much of the next generation – living
in a town or city, providing services
or manufacturing, earning a salary
and exploring personal responsibility
free of archaic systems – is far too busy
looking forward to be concerned about
the past.
Justifying those changes
The sea change that has taken place
in my lifetime – in eating preferences
and foods available, food preparation
techniques and equipment – continues
apace; today’s options, and the food
choices my family makes, stand in
contrast to the choices available to my
parents when they fed their growing
family. As people gain wealth, their
opportunities change – typically
for the better – along with quality

food, improved nutrition, healthier
populations and more interesting
lifestyles.
This raises issues for the meaning,
and understanding, of traditional
methods of food preparation, and the
value – real or supposed – of continuing
to promote them into the future. There
is an inbuilt supposition that ‘mother
knew best’ when it came to food
preparation, and that old practices
should continue to be promoted. Why
is this?
My mother’s culinary knowledge
and expertise reflected the energy
resources, technology, access to a
garden and basic shops, and the poverty
and lifestyle of her time: a girl growing
up in the first half of the 20th century.
She learnt how to use 19th century foods
and techniques familiar to her mother:
basic and labour-intensive methods

that resulted in wholesome, but largely
uninteresting, foods. Crucially, this was
food prepared by women and girls who
remained at home, as they had the time
available.

Urbanisation
So what’s changed in the past 50 years
and, more significantly, the past 20
years? Simply this: the rise of the middle
class – everywhere. Once a feature of
industrial countries, this particular
group of people can now be found
in all kinds of places, and especially
where stability has provided people
with opportunities for investing their
time, intellect and lives. Middle class
people invest in their society and this
comes from the opportunities provided
by a reasonably capable government
and a buoyant economy.
Check out the report from UNDP1
of March 2013 – and their projections
of around half the world’s population
expected to join the middle classes by 2020
– and ponder the ramifications of more
than one million households worldwide
with an income greater than US$20,000
annually – 60% of which will be in
Asia. The report lists Laos, Mongolia>
1 UNDP report: There is a useful
summary at: http://www.mcclatchydc.
com/2013/03/un-predicts-huge-expansionof.html.

Street foods Lusaka. The woman on the pavement preparing her maize cobs over a
small charcoal stove and offering them to the passing trade can still be found, but
she’s rapidly losing out to the convenience, image and pleasure of potato chips.
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now be found in most of the low-income
countries; these people are as susceptible
to the power of advertising, the lure of
brand names and the images of celebrities
as people everywhere.
Watch the kids come out of school in
suburban Lusaka, for example, and head
straight to that kiosk on the street corner
and, five minutes later, watch those same
kids standing around joking and laughing
and, importantly, sharing half-dozen
packets of potato chips between them.

Supermarkets dominate neighbourhood trading They change society, shifting
people from local food networks to those that span the region but, by doing so, they
boost choice, improve quality and introduce novelty. Supermarkets are the natural
domain of the middle classes.
and Bangladesh in addition to India and
China. Elsewhere Turkey, Rwanda, Ghana,
Mexico and others are shown – over 30
countries currently considered within that
rather out-dated descriptor developing
countries will have shifted appreciably
up the socio-economic scale.
Now project forward a few more years
to 2030 when an estimated 80 per cent of the
world’s population of middle class people
will be expected to be living in those same
developing countries. And it doesn’t stop
there – for the report suggests these same
national governments will, collectively,
hold more than twice the financial reserves
of the industrial countries: in total close
on US$7 trillion. Consider the impact that
this will have on social development –
healthcare, education, empowerment of
women and more – and the juxtaposition
that this will bring to global investment
and decision-making.
Food and the middle classes
In the context of what rising middle
classes may require, issues of traditional
food choices and preparation may have
little relevance. The people will choose
– just as my family and I now eat on
the basis of a world that is more interconnected, wealthy and able to take
account of value, human health and
lifestyles. Were they alive today, my
parents would be overwhelmed with
the choices available.

.

18

The rise in middle classes can be found
everywhere, and these are the people
driving change – in choice of foods, where
they are obtained, how they are prepared,
where they are eaten and, importantly, how
much is eaten. The potential impact upon
nutrition and security is largely beyond a
brief overview but, as with all aspects of
human life, there will be winners and losers
involved. Obese and overweight people can

Innovation and technologies
People invest in their families and
homes and, crucially for well-being,
are motivated and inspired by others.
Modern communication technologies
have linked communities everywhere
– and there is no going back on this.
Similarly, food preparation, processing,
storage and handling techniques now
impact upon people everywhere and
leading this change is the supermarket;
once the domain of industrial countries,
but now found in all communities
everywhere.
Fail to adapt to or follow change and
take advantage of innovation and people
will remain captive to the disadvantages
of earlier systems. Renewable energy,
for example, may resonate as desirable,
but when this is typified by use of fuel
wood, agro-wastes or livestock manure

Growing tough herbs		
Penny Woodward

Tips on selecting and growing herbs successfully in a dry climate

A

s global warming bites, water becomes more precious and the heat
increases it would be easy to just stop
gardening. But I think it is even more
important now that we grow as much
of our own food and medicine as possible. Herbs are an integral part of this.
Herbs are used to control pests, provide
essential vitamins and minerals, give
flavour to food and enhance the quality of our lives by adding perfume and
pleasure. They can be beautiful as well
as practical.

My current strategy is to grow
the essential but more water-hungry
herbs in pots near the kitchen, or in the
vegetable garden. This gives me only a
couple of spots that need regular water.
The tougher herbs go out in the general
garden and rely on rainfall and the
occasional top up with tank water.
When looking for plants that will be
tough and survive (and even thrive) in
extreme conditions, especially extreme
heat, we need to make sure that those
we select will not escape from the

garden and become invasive weeds.
Conversely it is also possible to harvest
existing weeds, to use in both medicine
and cooking. Plants such as fennel,
horehound, plantain, dandelion, fat hen,
purslane and mallow are all weeds that
can be eaten.
Many herbs thrive in hot, dry
conditions; in fact, the dryness intensifies
f lavour and the concentration of
essential oils so the herbs are better for
cooking and more effective when used
medicinally. When we believed water
was plentiful we often over-watered
plants, producing lush growth with little
flavour. The same thing happens after
over-feeding.
Herbs that can survive very hot days
with little water fall generally into four
categories. Mediterranean herbs like
rosemary, oregano and thyme grow >
Providing safety nets
There is, however, an estimated 20% of
the world’s population that continues to
remain food-insecure, and a widening
gap between the richer sectors and
others in most societies. In many cases,
these people are no longer represented
by the images of emaciated kids and
death marches that remain within living
memory for many, but they represent the
global populations that have failed to
link into the expanding middle classes.
This means there is a continuing need
for social investment in safety nets that
will help stimulate the natural drive of
people to improve their circumstances,
and provide them the means by which
they can do so.			
ʘ

Diesel trucks: Shift from small-scale, community-based, self-contained food
production and modern society shifts to dependence upon diesel trucks. This one
was working the Walvis Bay to Lusaka run.

Future choices: By 2100 estimated 80% humanity will live in cities – eating modern
foods prepared with use of modern technologies and energy resources. This is Cairo.

in the home they perpetuate existing
environmental and health risks, and the
degradation and poverty of countless
lives lost by the girls and women
responsible for feeding their families.
Ever yone appreciates power
from the flick of an electrical switch.

Electricity provides access to modern
food preparation equipment in the home,
shop or restaurant; few would voluntarily
surrender use of their microwave ovens,
toasters, grinders, mixers and similar to
revert to the manual approach of earlier
times.
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naturally on rocky, arid hillsides with
only occasional rainfall. Grey-leafed
herbs like santolina, lavender and
southernwood minimise evaporation
by having small, tough – often hairy –
grey leaves. Succulent herbs like aloe
vera and samphire store moisture in
their leaves allowing them to last for
long periods without rain. Finally,
those herbs that just seem to survive no
matter what (I call them my tough-asold-boots herbs). Examples of these are
garlic chives, tansy, daylily and scented
pelargoniums.
In the list below are some of the herbs
that are worth growing in areas where
you don’t want to water often, or at all.
This is by no means an exhaustive list;
once you have grown these, experiment
with other similar herbs.
Most of these herbs do well in full
sun or semi-shade. Although only
English lavender is mentioned, all
lavender species are drought tolerant,
with French lavender and Allard’s
lavender being stand-outs. I once had
several bushes of Allard’s lavender,
Lavandula allardii, growing well at the
base of a giant eucalypt where it was
dry all year round. So don’t despair, just
experiment and remember, when using
herbs in medicine or cooking, fresh is
always best.
Rosemary Rosmarinus officinalis
Description: Dark green, aromatic
foliage, blue flowers. Prostrate, dwarf
and tall bush varieties.
Growing notes: Woody perennial. Grows
easily from cuttings taken in spring.
Keep trimmed.
Uses: Hair rinse for dandruff. Compress
for sprains. Drink tea for colds, flu,
indigestion, fatigue, headaches and to

.
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Growing notes: Herbacious perennial
that grows as a spreading clump. Grow
from seed or by dividing clumps in
spring.
Uses: Good ground cover herb for rocky
banks. Antiseptic. Drink the tea for colds,
indigestion and tension headaches.
Gargle for ulcers and sore throat. Add to
tomato-based dishes, especially pizzas
and pasta sauces, also cheese.

Lavender Egerton Blue
improve memory. Flavour combines
well with meat, especially lamb, and
cheese. Add to soups and stews.

Thyme Thymus vulgaris
Description: Grey-green aromatic
foliage, pink flowers. Many other
varieties are also drought tolerant.
Growing notes: Woody perennial. Grows
easily from seed or cuttings in spring.
In heavier soils spread a layer of gravel
over the surface of the soil.
Uses: Good low hedge or border plant,
grows really well in pots. Antibiotic
and antiseptic. Drink the tea for chest
infections and irritable bowel. Gargle for
sore throat. Add fresh thyme leaves to
soups and stews, breads and scones, and
in smaller amounts to eggs and cheese.
Oregano Origanum vulgare
Description: Red-green, aromatic leaves.
Pink and white flowers with dark pink
bracts.

Lavender Lavandula angustifolia
Description: English lavender. Soft, grey
aromatic foliage. Flower spikes greyblue, very aromatic. Many different
cultivars.
Growing notes: Compact woody
perennial. Grow from seed or cuttings
in spring. Cut back immediately after
flowering.
Uses: Use English lavender in both
medicine and cooking , to make
potpourri and in cosmetics. Strongly
antiseptic. Make a tea from the flowers
and use as a mouthwash for bad breath
or drink it to ease tension headaches and
indigestion. Rub the crushed leaves or
flowers onto bites or small wounds to
prevent sepsis.
Tree wormwood Artemisia
arborescens

Southernwood Artemisia abrotanum
Description: Feathery silver-white or
grey-green, aromatic foliage.
Growing notes: Woody perennials. Grow
from cuttings taken in spring. Cut back
hard in winter.
Uses: Good hedge plants. Both are
strongly pest repellent. Grow near
chooks to repel lice, near the BBQ to
repel mosquitoes. Add dried leaves
with lavender to sachets used against
clothes moths.

Santolina Santolina chamaecyparissus
Description: Also known as lavender
cotton. Coral-like grey, scented foliage
with yellow button flowers.
Growing notes: Woody perennial. Grow
from seed or cuttings in spring. Compact
bush cut back after flowering.
Uses: Strongly pest repellent but best
when dried. Add to moth-repellent
sachets and sprinkle around books
and papers to repel silverfish. Good low
hedge or rockery plant.
www.pennywoodward.com.au

ʘ

News from Friends of Coolart
Julie Ebbott

O

n Thursday, September 8th members
of the Friends of Coolart (FOC) committee met with Federal MP Greg Hunt
and his advisor, Tina McGuffie. Greg has
recently changed portfolios and no longer
has responsibility for Environment so it
was great to note that, in his three-day
stint in his electorate, he chose to meet
with us to discuss issues of concern.
The meeting was very positive giving
us confidence in a continuing Federal
Government commitment to causes close
to our hearts. The positive attitude and
support gave us the stimulus we need
to push ahead with the preliminary issues confronting the committee at the
moment. These are the stables, further
development of the woolshed and Federal
listing of the property to enable access
to federal funding.
Nominating Coolart for the
Australian National Heritage list
FOC Secretary, Christine Wright
is leading this initiative. This is a
challenging task, which will require
significant future effort, both in terms
of detailed assessment of the heritage
values of the property and a comparative
assessment against existing properties
on the heritage list. Even when the
application is completed, we face
up to two years of detailed Federal

and the dedication to offer it please let us
know: contact us at focoolartsecretary@
gmail.com

In other news
Coolart Wetlands & Homestead recently
received a donation from the Roffey
family of dining room furniture that
once was found at Coolart and features
hand embroidered furniture by Gertrude
Luxton. The furniture is now in place so,
with spring on the way, it is a good time to
visit the homestead and view furniture
from a bygone era. Entry to Coolart is
free so bring a picnic and enjoy a day at
this local venue. While there, check out
the Victorian Polar Dinosaur display and
the Natural Hazards display on the first
floor of the Homestead. The displays are
from the travelling science exhibitions
owned by Emeritus Professor Patricia
Vickers-Rich. The exhibition runs until
December 10th and is free.

Government review. However, there
are major benefits if we are successful
in having Coolart recognised for its
outstanding significance in the overall
Australian landscape. These include
not only promoting visitors to Coolart
and tourism in the wider Mornington
Peninsula, but also enabling the Friends
to apply for Commonwealth grants for
projects such as the Stables repair/
rejuvenation. We are at a preliminary
stage in the application process and
making some good progress.

Rejuvenation / Restoration of the
Coolart Stables
FOC is setting up a subcommittee to
look at ways to raise funds for building
repairs at Coolart Wetlands and
Homestead, the immediate focus being
to halt the degradation of the stables,
restore them to their original state and
encourage use by the public to enhance
their Coolart experience. The homestead
currently has on-going works to the roof
but little seems to be happening to the
stables which have been closed for some
years and are slowly disintegrating. We
are keen to engage local people with
expertise and an interest in Coolart as a
project such as this will need community
support. If you or someone you know has
the expertise required for this exercise

And lastly
If you are interested in
becoming a Friend, contact us at
fo c o ol a r t se c r e t a r y @g m a i l . c om
Plus, we are now on Facebook so follow
us to keep up to date with everything
going on at Coolart.

Friends of Coolart is a volunteer
organisation that was formed to assist
Parks Victoria in the preservation and
enhancement of the environmental,
cultural & educational values of Coolart
Wetlands & Homestead. The work carried
out by the Friends of Coolart complements
Parks Victoria’s management of the
reserve, adding value to both the essential
qualities of the property and the visitor
experience. 			
ʘ
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Women doctors, WW1 		
and Somers

Changing Somers
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

There haven’t been sheep here for some time and certainly
not the quantity of cattle, and now, the NBN is arriving in
Somers.

Work is proceeding on reconstruction and upgrade of roads
in Somers as part of the Federal Government’s ‘Roads to
Recovery’ program. Costing an estimated $1,015,000 the
work involves widening parts of Tasman Rd and the corner
at Parklands and Lord Somers roads, as well as installing
concrete kerbs and drainage. Work is expected to finish by
December 2016, weather permitting.

.
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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)

Rod Nuske

I

n the late 1930s and 1940s, Associate Professor of Engineering, Edward
Brown, his doctor wife Vera, and their
children Edward and Catherine, were
able to enjoy holidays in their weekend home in Haven Street, Somers. As to
why this could be of interest to Somers
residents eighty years later has been
brought about by a recent news item,
‘Victorian women doctors recognised
for WWI effort’. It described how six
Melbourne women previously unrecognised for their work as doctors during World War I, will finally have their
contributions acknowledged. A plaque
honouring their work has been installed
at Melbourne’s Welsh Church.
One of these doctors was Vera
Scantlebury Brown, who would have
had much need of the peace and quiet
in the seaside at Somers.
Vera was born in 1889 in the
Victorian country town of Linton,
where her father was the local doctor.
With her decision to study medicine,
and with the help of her parents, she
enrolled in medicine at the University
of Melbourne and qualified in 1913.
At that time in Australia there were
140 female doctors and approximately
1,000 male doctors. Vera was appointed
the Senior Resident Medical Officer
at the Children’s Hospit al from
1915 to 1917, at which time close to
a third of the Australian medical
community had already enlisted.
Vera also was determined to serve her
country. She paid her own way (£129) to
England in 1917 and was given a position
as assistant surgeon at the Endell
Street Military Hospital in London
despite the prevailing belief, at the
time, that women were too delicate to
handle the complexities of war injuries.
This hospital had been established by
the suffragettes, but came under the
Royal Army Medical Corp. Vera carried
out many operations over the two years
that she was there. The hospital had

570 beds; a staff of female surgeons,
nurses and orderlies attended to
26,000 patients suffering from the
most hideous injuries and the effects
of poison gas.
On her return to Australia Vera and
other female doctors found that the
male doctors were given preference
for hospital appointments, but she
was able to obtain the position of
resident medical officer at the Women’s
Hospital and a number of honorary
appointments.
Vera developed a special interest
in the health of women and children
and was appalled in what she found. In
1924 she travelled to the USA, Canada
and New Zealand to study their infant
welfare systems. In 1926 the Victorian
Government asked her and associate Dr
Henrietta Main to make a study of the
welfare of women and children. It is
hard to believe now, but at this time, the
infant mortality rate was 65 per 1000
live births, which is the current rate
in third world countries like Pakistan
and Swaziland.
Vera was appointed as the director
of infant welfare in the Department of
Health. But as a mother with two infant
children she could only be employed
on a part-time basis. Despite this
limitation, Vera very patiently and
diplomatically pioneered structured
antenatal and postnatal care, expanding
this to include older children. She
then instituted compulsory training
for nurses employed in this field and
successfully secured funding for infant
welfare clinics. I remember my wife
taking our children over to the Somers
Preschool Centre where there was a
room dedicated for use by the visiting
nurse.
Her department was the first
Aust ra lian Mater na l and Child
Health service and would have been
instrumental in the lowering of the
mortality rate to its present 3.9 infant

deaths per thousand live births, which
is one of the lowest in the world.
In 1938 the Australian Association
of Pre-school Child Development was
established together with the Lady
Gowrie Child Centres. The splendid
work carried out in these centres in
all states was largely the result of Dr
Scantlebury Brown’s efforts. In the
same year her work was acknowledged
with an OBE.
Finally, in 1944 she added preschools to the Dept of Infant Welfare
responsibilities.
Sadly Vera passed away in 1946
from cancer, after a life time dedicated
to the care of others and in particular
that of mothers and children. Today we
accept the fact that mothers and their
children are so well cared for without a
thought of the work done by such people
as Dr Vera Scantlebury Brown.
In 1946, the Vera Scantlebury
Brown Child Welfare Memorial Trust
was initiated as an annual travelling
scholarship. In 2016 it will provide up
to $6,000 for female applicants working
in the areas of prenatal, children and
family health and well being. I feel sure
that Vera would have been well pleased
by this assistance for young women
intending to work in the area to which
she dedicated most of her career. ʘ

Vera with brother, Cliff, in London
1918. Photo by courtesy of Catherine
James Bassett.
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Hiking in Peru
Maddie Moore

Part one of a two-part travel story

T

his is the story of a truly unique holiday to Peru, South America, including
a hike through the mountain highlands
of Peru along the Lares Trek. My mother
travelled with me; so did my newly diagnosed chronic disease.

In December 2015, I was diagnosed
with Type 1 diabetes. Finally, we knew
the reason I was underweight and tired
all the time, the reason I kept getting
infections, why I ate as though I was
starving and drank water like a camel.
Since that diagnosis, I have had to test
my blood sugar four-plus times a day and
administer insulin injections whenever I
eat. I also have to be on guard for hypos
(low blood sugar episodes), which give
you the symptoms of having had a few
too many: dizziness, weakness, confused
brain function, hot and cold flushes, and
in extreme cases – loss of consciousness
(luckily I am yet to experience this). Of
course, the comforting side to this little
danger is that I get to eat jellybeans
whenever it happens. This has been good
news for my sweet tooth, but bad news
for Mum’s waistline, as she must perform
what she calls ‘quality control tests’ for
all such sugary medicines!
After my diagnosis, I developed a
determination to live a perfectly normal
life, despite having a chronic disease. At
22, I party as hard as the next university
student and I play sport – hockey is a
family favorite. My general health and
24
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fitness has improved so much since being
diagnosed with diabetes; I now seek a
level of fitness that I never would have
considered possible a year ago when,
feeling so weak and tired all the time, it
had become a struggle to get up off the
couch.
For the person I was before diabetes,
this trip would have been a real treat: a
holiday like any other, but like no other
before. However, I now had to review it
with my diabetes at the forefront of my
mind and it suddenly took on an aspect
that I had not truly considered until I
got on that plane. Yes, this trip was an
exciting adventure to a foreign country,
about which I knew nothing, but it was
also going to be a test.

On the Inca trail
After arriving in Lima we travelled to
Cusco, a magical town full of cobblestone
streets and Spanish style housing,
with a great big gaudy Catholic church
around every corner. The altitude was
a real kicker though, as Cusco sits 3,400
metres above sea level. I lost my breath
just walking off the plane, because I
was talking too much – a natural talent
of mine.
To remedy any headaches or nausea
our tour group was given coca tea. I’m
told you need to drink a lot before the
leaves have the same effect as cocaine,
which is also derived from the plant.
This natural remedy, designed to raise
your blood glucose levels, supposedly
helps with altitude sickness. Within
half an hour, and suffering from altitude
challenges that I would battle throughout
the trek, my sugar levels were already
upset. After a correction injection, we
set out to explore the town.
We walked through plazas that sprang
from a different era; a local market selling
cow entrails, which I wasn’t aware were
even edible; and churches full of goldleafed infrastructure and art work that
stood on top of the visible foundations of
ancient Inca temples. It was incredible.
We also inspected Inca and pre-Inca
ruins of a farming town and the ruins of an
Incan military base. The infrastructure
was unbelievable; the Incas didn’t use
mortar, they stuck huge granite blocks
together like Lego or Tetris. These ancient
people, without the help of horses and
before the invention of the wheel, had
pushed huge boulders up a mountain,

using nothing but human strength. They
have left us with an incredible testimony
to human beings’ potential for innovation
and power, along with lots of steep stairs.
It was touching to hear our guide, partInca himself, talk about the evangelism
and persecution faced by his ancestors
since the 1530s, when the Spanish
invaded. It is openly acknowledged that
the Spanish were a conquering invader,
wantonly killing off ninety percent of the
population of a remarkable race.
As an Australian hailing from a long
line of convicts, I couldn’t help but relate
these tales of oppression to those of the
Aboriginal people of Australia. The subtle
and not so subtle marks of racism still
mark Australia’s population today, as our
government refuses to do enough for the
original custodians of the country that I
and so many other people – white, black,
brown, Asian, Italian, Greek, Indian – love
and call home.

The trek begins
After two days at high altitude, and lots
of climbing exercises up and down stairs,
we began our trek. Walking, we ascended
through many rural villages where local
children would run out and greet us, and
we would give them food, toys, pens or
books we had bought for them at the local
market earlier that day.
Two nights camping at a high point
of 4,750 metres above sea level, in
temperatures of minus eight degrees
Celsius, was a physical challenge like no
other. As the sun set the temperature
began to fall and the cold set in quickly.
It was a struggle to change into my warm
thermal clothing and despite wearing six
layers I was still shivering. After eating
a delicious hot dinner, prepared by our
cooks in their makeshift kitchen, I felt
much warmer and less miserable. Mum,
however, began to panic that we were in
a dangerous situation; she reverted to
the fearful mindset that had plagued her
after I was first diagnosed with diabetes.

*

The night my doctor called and told me
I had diabetes, Mum slept with me in my
bed, poking me all night to make sure
I wasn’t dead. When she told me the
next morning that this was why I had
slept so badly, it was an odd feeling to
hate her for the same thing that made
me love her even more.
To be continued in the next edition ʘ

