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From little 
things BIG 
things grow

Photos taken from the South Sea Road 
Reserve by volunteers.
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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.
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Opinion piece   

Planning 
scheme 

DaviD Gill 
Councillor for Red Hill ward                                                                                
Mornington Peninsula Shire Council                                                            

Our rights lose out in town 
planning changes

New planning provisions have been 
introduced state-wide by the Plan-

ning Minister, Richard Wynne, without 
meaningful consultation. This may lead 
to further degrading of town and rural 
character on the Peninsula.

The changes seek to avoid excessive 
site coverage of buildings and sealed 
surfaces but there is a stinging trade-
off that allows new height ‘limits’ of 
13metres in a general residential zone 
(GRZ). This means three storey houses. 

The GRZ applies to all of our 
residential areas including coastal 
villages.

Our planning scheme protective 
overlays may still apply, limiting 
houses to two storeys, but in areas like 
Rosebud, Hastings and Mornington, 
local character is not protected by 
overlays and three storeys could 
become the norm.

The Planning Minister has also 
broadened state-wide planning 
provisions for permit applications 
called ‘Vicsmart’ that deny your right 

of any appeal and locally elected 
councillors the right to intervene on 
your behalf.

The first you will know about a 
Vicsmart development, even next door, 
will be when work starts. There will 
not even be the normal permit-pending 
yellow sign on the subject property.

Vicsmart was meant to allow for 
quick, 10-day processing of minor 
permit applications like front fences, 
carports and small sheds but now 
will apply to much larger and costly 
proposals, this includes a range 
of developments in our precious 
agricultural and rural areas. This 
means up to $250,000 in our green 
wedge zones, $500,000 in commercial 
areas and $1 million in industrial areas.

 Council officers make all Vicsmart 
planning decisions. Councillors, your 
elected representatives, have no say 
on these permit applications.

We often complain about the 
fairness of the Victorian Civil and 
Administrative Tribunal (VCAT) that 
hears planning appeals but now an 
increasing number of planning matters 
will be beyond any appeal at all!        ʘ

Advertising is not allowed under Vicsmart 
planning applications.

Farewell 
Allan Lim Joon
One of Somers much-loved 
residents, Allan Lim Joon, 
passed away suddenly on 9 
May 2017, at the age of 90. 
Allan will be greatly missed 
by his many friends here. We 
send our deepest sympathies to 
his wife, Leonie, his children, 
grandchildren and extended 
family. Allan was a man of many 
interests and talents and we will 
pay tribute to him in the next 
issue of the Nautilus. 

Check out our new website
Have you seen our brand new website? It’s very swish and new! We are still 
pinching ourselves and we’re excited to share it with you, our readers.    
It’s a great way to keep up to date with Somers - Nautilus news and 
community happenings. Check out the image gallery, latest newsletter, 
local events and handy links. We will build more content in coming months 
and we would love to receive your feedback, contributions and suggestions.
Visit us at: somers-nautilus.org.au

Correction 
and apology

In Issue 67 we failed to print the 
full story by Tony Duboudin on the 

Red Cross Charity Garden Party held 
at the home of Elizabeth and John 
Hatton. 

We apologise for this omission.  ʘ

Wanted: a dream 
catcher for Somers
Age and family commitments creep up on us all and the hope 

that someone else will pick up our community responsibilities 
and hopes, do the things that make our environment comfort-
able and safe, notice a safety issue, collect the rubbish dropped 
by careless people, pull up a weed, fix a step, trim a path edge, 
unblock a drain that will otherwise overflow and erode a path 
are all little things that add up to a lot.

But you know there is no ‘they’ who can come and fix all 
the problems and there is not enough money to pay to have 
all these things done. 

We all rely on volunteers to do an awful lot! 
Until 2010 the beach access track and the South Sea 

Foreshore Reserve (SSFR) off the western turning circle of 
South Sea Road were over grown by a mass of Blackberry, 
Cape Ivy, Bridal Creeper and other weed, smothering the 
remnant indigenous vegetation. 

Over the last seven and a half years the restoration of 
the SSFR has been undertaken by the Friends of Somers 
Foreshore Inc.’s volunteers — with the blessings and support 
of the Mornington Peninsula Shire Council (MPSC) that is 
responsible for this section of foreshore.

In 2011 the Friends volunteers began restoration work 
along the beach access track known as the Williams Point 
Track, the track that comes off the Tasman Road ‘S’ bends 
(between no. 49 and 53). This area is also the responsibility 
of MPSC. 

The Friends have restored the firebreak along the top of the 
track as well as restoring a section of Foreshore Reserve south 
of the private property boundaries to the east of the beach 
access track and down to the beach – the southern section 
was undertaken with the consent of the Somers Foreshore 
Committee of Management and, for three years, Parks Victoria 
as the bottom section is Crown Land. 

There is still a huge area of the MPSC Reserve to be restored 
— between the two work sites — but the Friends volunteer 
pool is now very small and even being able to appoint an 
Executive to the Committee looks unlikely this year.

How can the Friends hook, gather or catch the hearts and 
hopes of Somers people?

Without physical, emotional and financial support the 
work will stop.

The proof that restoration is possible is there on the ground 
for you to see — please go and look!

The SSFR, this tiny bit of remnant Coastal Banksia 
Woodland and Dune Scrub that protects the landform 
from further erosion from the sea as it protects the built 
environment behind it from wind and wild weather coming in 
from Bass Strait, is a valuable asset that everyone in Somers 
enjoys.     

Can the Friends catch your heart? 
Please text (0438570044) or email (rosemary.birney@

bigpond.com) or come and talk to us.               ʘ

Somers Paper Nautilus
invites

contributors
 

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

Send us an article, story, poem or 
letter

and enjoy seeing your words in 
print. 

Not only words!
We love to receive photos.

Share with us what you find 
beautiful or interesting.

Submit your story to: 
contributions@somers-nautilus.

org.au
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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) 

 

Friends of 
Coolart

Julie ebbott

The Friends of Coolart recently un-
veiled a bronze sculpture in the 

grounds of Coolart to recognise and 
celebrate the 40-year contribution of 
Ian and Marion Taylor. Ian and Marion 
were founding members of the Friends 
of Coolart and led the group till late 
2013. Sadly Ian is no longer with us; 
however Marion and their family came 
for the day to unveil the Heather Ellis 
sculpture that now sits proudly in the 
pond. A plaque recognising the couple 
is attached to the footbridge over the 
pond and is the perfect viewing spot 
for the new spoonbill sculpture.

Joining the guests at the launch 
were Dawn and Gordon Cameron. 
Gordon was the chairperson of 
the original Coolart management 
committee that was established by 
then premier Dick Hamer, after the 
Victorian Government purchased the 
site from the Luxton family. This is the 
third Heather Ellis sculpture installed 
at Coolart — all of which feature birds.

You’re invited to a    
book launch at Coolart
On Saturday 1 July, Friends of Coolart 
are hosting the launch of An Uncertain 
Future: Australian Birdlife in Danger 
by Geoff Maslen. This timely book 
takes us into the fascinating lives 
of Australian birds, showing the 
significant threats they face due 
to disappearing habitats, and how 
essential these most intelligent angels 
of the air are to our own survival. It 
also contains wonderful images by 
photographer Rohan Clarke.

Geoff Maslen is a former industrial 
chemist a college lecturer in science 
and a journalist. He has written for 
a range of international publications 
and is the author of nine books, 
including Too Late: How We’ve Lost 
the Battle with Climate Change.

Marion Taylor unveils the spoonbill 
sculpture acknowledging her and 
husband, Ian’s, contribution to Coolart 
over a period of 40 years.

When:  2 pm on Saturday 1 July 2017
 

Where: The Observatory at Coolart 
Wetlands and Homestead
 

Bookings: Call Julie Ebbott on  
0431 919 495 or book online at 

https://www.trybooking.
com/277965  

You are invited to this special book 
launch and book signing with Geoff 
Maslen. An auction of photographs 
from the book will also be held. This 

is a free event, but places are limited, 
so book now.

Geoff’s book will be available for 
purchase on the day and pre-orders 
will attract a 10per cent discount. 
Geoff’s second book, Too Late: How 
We’ve Lost the Battle with Climate 
Change will also be on sale. Purchase 
both books and receive a further 
discount.

Proceeds will go to the ongoing 
care and development of Coolart 
Wetlands and Homestead.                ʘ
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www.emuplainsmarket.com.au
CRAFT   FARMERS   VINTAGe   gourmet   Eclectic

Emu Plains Reser ve 
Balnarring Racecourse, Coolar t Rd

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

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

3rd Saturday of month

The MOrnington Peninsulas
Freshest Market

2017 dates March 18, April 8*, October 21, November 18, December 16
(* not our usual 3rd Saturday)

9am to 2pm

Road works in Somers 
tony DubouDin

A contract is to be awarded for work on 
Parklands Ave danger spot

The Somers Residents Association 
(SRA) has been assured by the Morn-

ington Peninsula Shire that contracts for 
work on the Lord Somers Road and Park-
lands Avenue intersection, where buses 
have problems passing oncoming vehicles, 
are scheduled to be awarded in June.

The work will involve widening the 
road to allow large vehicles to pass as well 
as improve drainage at the intersection.

The SRA raised the dangers of the 
corner intersection with the Shire last 
year after representations from residents.

The Shire has told the SRA there 
were issues regarding drainage at the 
intersection and further design and 
survey work was required to ensure 
that the drainage outfall would operate 
adequately. The Shire said that over the 

past few months its design team had been 
working on an updated design for the 
drainage outfall, which had now been 
completed.

Another issue raised by the SRA 
was the collapse of the steps down to 
the beach known as the 100 Steps. The 
Shire has reported that work is due to 
start shortly and be completed within 
the 2016-17 financial year.

The village is now connected to the 
National Broadband Network (NBN), 
again thanks to lobbying by the SRA. 
Originally Somers was not listed on the 
NBN rollout schedule.

The president of the SRA, Gerry 
Lewis, said that while the delay to the 
Lord Somers Road and Parklands Ave 
intersection was regrettable, he was 
glad that the SRA had been able to get 
a definite answer from the Shire and a 
timetable.

‘We have had good outcomes from our 
discussions with the Shire, our local state 
and federal members of parliament, and 
the Bendigo Bank on a number of projects 
around the village,’ he said.

‘For example, the SRA was able to 
lobby to obtain funds under the federal 
government’s Roads to Recovery 
program to upgrade Tasman Road, a 
project that most people, I feel, would 
agree has been of great benefit to the 
community,’ Gerry said.

‘Similarly the SRA was instrumental 
in obtaining $1600 from the Bendigo 
Bank as well as contributing $400 itself 
to pay for the upgrading of the path that 
runs beside Merricks Creek, which now 
makes it possible for pedestrians to 
access the beach west of the creek from 
Parklands Avenue and allows them to 
walk to Balnarring along the beach 
without risking life and limb.

‘We will continue to liaise with and 
lobby the Shire on a wide range of issues 
raised by residents to ensure that the 
infrastructure of the village remains in 
good order and relevant to the needs of 
our community,’ he said.           ʘ

Veggies to 
plant now 

Penny WooDWarD

Winter means misty moonlit eve-
nings, frosty mornings and 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 har-
dy 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 
these just below the surface in well-
drained soil in a sunny position. Garlic 
chives and Japanese bunching onions 
are best grown from seed and they 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 we don’t get the 
extreme winter cold that can cause these 
seedlings to bolt to seed. Try planting 
Chinese mustard (Brassica juncea), 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), 

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 stirfry 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 
flavor, 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 
foreshore

John bloGG

Interesting again, to find this beautiful 
creature laying in the sand, well above 

the high-tide line of the night before, com-
pletely intact, I’m wondering what may 
have caused its death.

Pacific Gull (Larus pacificus) from 
the family Laridae is Australia’s largest 
gull. With black upper wings and back, 
a massive large yellow bill tipped dark 
red to scarlet at the end, yellow to orange 
legs for adult birds. The juvenile is way 
different, retaining a mottly brown 
colour for 12 months and gradually 
transforming to adult plumage over 
four years.

 A native to Australia, it inhabits 
the coastal shoreline of the south 
from around Shark Bay in the west to 
New South Wales in the east and all of 
Tasmania, rarely out to sea except for 
offshore islands. Preferred areas are 
estuaries, bays, harbours, beaches of 
sand with rocky outcrops and areas 
protected from ocean swells. It is 
not a bird that is very fond of human 
habitation, although may be seen on 
farmland or in a refuse dump, being very 
timid with people (not like the Silver 
Gull that appears to thrive with us to a 
menace status).

They are usually seen alone or in 
pairs hanging out and foraging on the 
shore edge or gracefully cruising above 
the shoreline, at times covering amazing 
distances dipping, turning and rising 
without a flap of wings. I have observed 
them do this without a breath of wind 
on the beach, appearing to just use the 
available wind currents, patrolling as 
they do, searching for any washed up 
delicacies like shellfish, crabs, urchins, 
molluscs, which sometimes they will pick 
up and drop from a height on to rocks 
therefore cracking the shell. Watching 
them feed on the beach I have walked 
up to see what is being consumed and 
for me most times it has been the meaty 
fringe left around the cuttlefish bone. 
Salt glands in their nostrils expel any 
salty water consumed.

Nesting occurs around spring-
summer in single pairs or smaller loose 
colonies on outer islands along the coast 
favouring the Bass Strait group. The nest 
is a shallow scrape on sand or gravel 
and sometimes may be lined with sticks, 
grass or seaweeds.  Females do most of 
the incubation while males scrounge for 
food and generally stand guard. Eggs 
are usually olive brown with blotches 
of reddish brown and grey/lavender 
(probably good camouflage colours) on 
the 2 or 3 eggs laid. The juveniles appear 
to hang out with the parents for a year 
or even more.

They are not listed as endangered, 
however human presence and activities 
seem to push these birds to other areas 
of less inhabited spaces by ourselves and 
those places are now becoming rarer. ʘ

The 
immunisation 
debate

Karina Smith

I caught pertussis, better known as 
whooping cough, several years ago. 

It took a long time to establish it was 
pertussis, because diagnosis is difficult. 
Who’d guess that a 40 year old would 
have pertussis? I’d been immunised! 
So I coughed, constantly, everywhere, 
for weeks. 

Then my third nasal aspirate test 
came back positive. Yep, I had pertussis, 
the 100-day cough. By that time, I had 
been coughing for a couple of months; 
only a month or so more of coughing, 
burst blood vessels in my eyes, minimal 
sleep and killer sore ribs. I considered 
myself lucky, but I worried that I had 
traipsed around the community with 
a potential killer, possibly spreading 
it to the unprotected.

I learnt three important things 
from my pertussis diagnosis:

Firstly, the pertussis vaccine, which 
I received as a child, wears off after 
time. This has been confirmed in 
recent years and the recommendation 
is to get a booster every ten years.

Secondly, if I can catch pertussis, 
then so can the most vulnerable in 
our community: newborn babies yet 
to be immunised — and this diseases 
kills babies. I’d been walking around 
coughing my lungs up and spreading 
it, as had the person I caught it from.

Lastly, the rate of pertussis, and 
other vaccine preventable diseases, 
is increasing. 

In the 12 months to 13 May 2017, 
there were 138 cases of pertussis 
reported on the Mornington Peninsula. 
Victoria had 2433 cases in that time1. 

Over the same period, on the 
Peninsula, there were eight cases of 
pneumococcal disease (402 in Vic.), 
and 24 cases of varicella which is 
chickenpox (1076 in Vic.). Other nasty, 
but preventable, infectious diseases 

are on the increase as well.
I have to say these statistics 

astound me. It is shocking that these 
diseases are still in our community 
when they can be prevented. As a nurse 
at the Royal Children’s Hospital for 
over 10 years, I saw children suffer 
terrible symptoms: babies turn blue 
as they cough, whoop and choke; 
toddlers on ventilators, critically ill 
with pneumococcus; and varicella 
encephalitis — is something I can’t 
forget. Children can die from these 
diseases.

So 20 years on from the Royal 
Children’s, with four of my own 
(immunised) children, and three 
years after pertussis, I researched 
immunisation in Australia for a 
university presentation. I found the 
trends and increased rates of infection 
alarming. 

Why is this happening in 2017?

T h e  l a t e s t  f i g u r e s  o n  c h i l d 
immunisation rates in Australia show 
a number of areas where rates are too 
low to prevent the potential spread of 
diseases. The Australian Chief Medical 
Officer has set a target for 95 per cent 
of children to be fully immunised.  

The national average for fully 
immunised one, two and five year olds 
is currently 90.9 per cent ; and on the 
Mornington Peninsula, 90.6 per cent . 
Both have declined slightly since last 
year and are below the target 95 per 
cent .

Why target 95 per cent ? 

It’s all about herd immunity. If enough 
people are immunised then infection 
will not spread within a community 
— the herd. More than 95 per cent  
of  the communit y needs to be 
immunised for the whole community 
to be protected. And many people 
cannot be immunised: infants under 
the schedule age, pregnant women, 
and the immunocompromised (e.g. on 
chemotherapy).

Why immunise?

Immunisat ions use vaccines to 
control and eliminate life-threatening 
infectious diseases. They prevent 
between two and three million deaths 
worldwide each year. Vaccines offer 

protection against disease, without the 
risks or complications of the disease 
itself. 

Once immunisation programs 
commence, the beneficial effect is 
rapid. For example, in Australia, there 
were over 4000 deaths from diphtheria 
bet ween 1926 and 1935. W hen 
vaccines were introduced, the rate 
of deaths fell and in the decade 1946 
to 1955 there were only 624 deaths; 
today there is none. Similarly, falling 
death rates were seen in pertussis, 
tetanus and measles.

Are we still safe?

Let’s look at some of these diseases.
Measles was eradicated in Australia in 
2014; but the decline in immunisations 
has seen 80 cases diagnosed in 
Australia in the last 12 months. 
Complications occur in children under 
the age of five, and include blindness, 
deafness, encephalitis and pneumonia.
Whooping cough (pertussis) is highly 
contagious and increasing in Australia, 
with 14,234 cases diagnosed in the 
past 12 months, mostly adults who 
were not adequately immunised. 

When a baby is infected, the 
complications can be disastrous: brain 
hemorrhage, apnoea (stop breathing), 
fits and coma, brain damage and death.
Chickenpox (varicella) is not just an 
itchy, annoying disease. Before vaccines 
were introduced, almost all children 
got chickenpox. Complications, which 
can require intensive hospital care, 
include meningitis, encephalitis, 
pneumonia and skin infections.
Human Papilloma Virus (HPV) is 
the major cause of cervical cancer 
in women, and causes some cancers 
and warts in men. Cervical cancer 
is the fourth-most-common cancer 
in women; in 2014, there were 214 
deaths. 

Medical experts predict that HPV 
infection will drop by almost 50 
pre cent in the first few years after 
vaccination, introduced in 2007, which 
will in turn reduce these cervical 
cancers. Prior to vaccine, eight out of 
ten women were infected; and 90 per 
cent of cervical cancer is caused by HPV. 

All of these diseases have severe and 

Libby 0413 807 947  

Garden desiGn, 
consultation  
& rejuvenation

potentially fatal complications. They 
are especially dangerous to those 
in the community who cannot be 
immunised: infants, pregnant women 
and the immunocompromised. 

Where to from here?

To underline the importance of 
immunisation in protecting the 
communit y f rom diseases, t he 
federal government has introduced 
legislation that requires children to 
be immunised. If not, they are unable 
to attend childcare facilities.

This legislat ion is based on 
overwhelming medical evidence, and 
the decision that immunisation can 
no longer be treated as an individual 
choice — particularly when omission 
might harm the community. 

There are many myths and fears 
associated with immunisation, but 
they have no scientific or medical 
grounding. Immunisation is safe, well 
tolerated and extremely effective. By 
choosing not to vaccinate, infants, 
children and the greater community 
are at risk.

1 Source: www.health.vic,gov.au      ʘ



10. 11.

1st Balnarring 
Scout Group

25 Year Celebration

 

The 1st Balnarring Scout Group start-
ed in April, 1991. At their annual 

breakup on Wednesday, 7 December 
2016, they celebrated 25 years of scout-
ing.

The night was a combination of 
games on the oval, ice-blocking, food, 
chatter, meeting old friends and the 
opportunity to reminisce with scouting 
stories – past and present. 

The current day 1st Balnarring Scout 
Group consists of two sections: Cubs 
(71/2-11 years) and Scouts (101/2-15 
years). Both sections have been going 
from strength to strength and this was 
seen on the night of the celebrations. 
It was a fabulous infusion of youth, 
leaders, and current and past scouting 
families.

Scouting has a fascination with 
the past; the support shown by all 
involved in the 1st Balnarring Scout 
Group over many years, ensures that 
it has a proud, fun, active program with 
community-minded activities, and this 
has permeated through 25 years of rich 
history.

   Historically, the Group’s activities 

1.

2.

have included canoe hikes during 
the Easter holidays on the Glenelg, 
Goulburn, Murray and Mitchell rivers; 
annual ‘no adults’ camp at JHP (Bay 
Park) campsite in Mt Martha; and 
family camps run annually in South 
Gippsland at the Bear Gully Reserve. 
The main fundraising was the ‘Scones 
and Billy Tea’ stall at the Emu Plains 
Market. The scones were cooked in 
ingenious camp ovens constructed of 
steel and mud, with a chimney, and a pit 
trench for the fire to boil the billy cans.

Our present youth, leaders and 
families ref lected on the proud 
traditions of the 1st Balnarring Scout 
group. The group’s current program 
is a tribute to, and upholds the values 
of, those that had come before them; it 
supports the belief that scouting exists 
to actively engage and support young 
people in their personal development, 
empowering them to make a positive 
contribution to society.

1st Balnarring Scout Group would 
like to take this opportunity to thank 
those that have supported the group, 
and scouting in general, in the past; and 
looks forward to their ongoing support 
in the future.         ʘ

1. Balnarring Scouts and Cubs 
Memorabilia corner.
2.Down the slippery slope. Balnarring 
3.Scouts and Cubs anxiously await the 
cutting of the cake.
4.: At last, the cake is cut.

3.

4.
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“survival at 
sea.”

linDSay Pullin

this is a story of how four men survived 
after their boat sank in western port 
bay. in the early eighties i put in an 
experimental native oyster farm in 
the spit channel opposite due east of 
hastings channel and hard up to the 
middle spit near the old fairhaven 
pier ruins. though it was remote it 
was chosen by the harbour master as 
he had no intention of having it near 
any shipping channels. fair thing. one 
of the most important pieces of kit i 
needed was a good work boat. i found 
a seven metre fibre glass boat with a 
centre console and twin seventy-five 
horse power motors. i modified it by 
removing the centre console replacing 
it with an aluminium forward control 
half cab screen dash board and safety 
grab rails. this turned the mako into 
virtually a utility leaving me four and 
a bit metres by two and a bit and bit 
metres working area. the red plastic 
fuel tanks were plenty and the cavity 
that was  built into the deck i filled with 
an aluminium fuel tank, something i 
was later to regret.   i finally ended up 
with what i  regarded as a near perfect 
work boat.      

              i had the mako on its trailer 
in the hastings marina. all i had to do 
was ring to say i was coming and when 
i got there it was in the water waiting 
for me. the one thing that had me a 
little confused about the mako; it had 
an enclosed bilge so no water could get 
in, none out. then there was the bung 
in the stern. i knew it was there but 
never took it out or put it in because 
the marina staff did that. the easter 
before i took my mates out to see the 
rig; it was going to be a busy one for the 
marina so to make me one less person 
to deal with, they gave me a pen free 
of charge. just after lunch on the friday 
after easter my mates and i headed out. 
the tide had peaked  and was beginning 
to ebb. because the water depth on the 

middle bank was deep with the tide we 
went directly east out of the hastings 
channel, across the middle spit, coming 
out at the rig. we tied up stern to bow 
pointing into the ebbing tide.    i used the 
small crane to raise an oyster pod up  
taking some out for the guys to try. after 
a half hour or so we untied and left. 

         there was a storm out in the 
bay proper but we were sheltered by 
sandy point. i explained that we would 
go south to tankerton, then west to 
stony point, then north to hastings 
because i did not like risking the chance 
of getting stuck on the middle spit in 
the ebbing tide. going down the bay  
we encountered the big swell  from the 
storm outside. that was no problem. we 
were going over a wave when suddenly 
the starboard  motor coughed then  
abruptly stopped. again no problem, 
the port motor had plenty of power to 
get us home. going up the next wave 
the port motor did the same. as we 
sank into the following trough with 
now zero steerage we swung around 
ninety degrees and were swallowed by 
the next wave. i put out a near perfect 
may day call but it did not get through. 
the mako rolled over with such force i 
was flung four or so metres  through 
the air. when i came up the mako was 
upside down, and bow out of the water 
due to an air lock in the bilge. i came 
over to the boat fighting off shock. we 
gathered around the bow, hanging on 
to the bow rails. i went through the drill 
with the guys, every one ok, no injuries, 
shoes off, relax, let’s assess our position. 

       we were all healthy. i surfed, 
so did greg. jim was a fit basketballer 
and was comfortable in the water, and 
len was running on pure adrenalin. i 
said that the golden rule was always 
stay with the boat, but considering the 
tide was taking us out and daylight 
was fading there was a chance that we 
would end much further out in the bay 
where our survival chances would be 
less. our best option now was to swim 
toward the shore with the tide. we 
calmly worked our plan. all the safety 
gear was trapped in the bow and to 
go in amongst the endless mix of rope 
and matter was out of the question. all 
we had was an empty red fuel tank so 
we tied a shirt in a loop through  the 
handle so we could all hang on. we all 
agreed later that it didn’t really keep 

us afloat but was a  sooky blanket that 
kept us together. len said there was 
no way he could swim the distance 
until we realised he was talking free 
style. it was explained that we were 
going in a relaxed sidestroke and he 
came on our page. it was about an hour 
swim, coming ashore in the small bay 
immediately north of tankerton jetty. 
the water temperature was still around 
a comfortable twenty degrees but when 
we came out of the sea the wind chill 
from the storm almost beat us. we ran 
to the first house light where we were 
given warm drinks and we could ring 
our wives. the ranger took  us to the 
ferry and the ladies met us at stony 
point with please explains.  we were 
lucky boys.

     the next day the insurance man 
came and we retrieved the mako where 
it was taken to the appointed boat 
repairs man. it came back better than 
before. a week or so later i went to the 
work shop to check on progress. the 
main problem was that the man who 
made my in-floor aluminium tank had 
put fuel outlets in that were too small 
and he didn’t vacuum the drill filings 
out before sealing it. this caused these 
filings to be stirred up in the wave 
action so clogging the fuel filters and 
stopping the motors. i was asked by an 
abalone diver  at the work shop how i 
sank my boat. after i had told him he 
began lecture me about how pseudo 
professionals like me gave the industry 
a bad name. the mechanic popped his 
head up and asked the ab diver how 
he sank his boat. the man shuffled and 
blushed and shyly told me he left the 
bungs out .    

 

    footnote: sadly, in the months between 
easter and christmas that year, seven 
other people lost their lives in that 
channel, some due to sheer panic. 
amen.                                        ʘ

In our last edition we announced the winners and runners-
up of the 2017 Somers Paper Nautilus Short Story Writing 

Competition. We hope you enjoyed reading the five winning 
entries.

In this edition you can read other stories that our judges 
felt were notable, including three Highly Commended 
stories in the Adult Open section of the competition; and 
three wonderful stories from the runners-up in each of the 
Children’s categories. 

In April we had the great pleasure of meeting the winners 
and presenting them with their awards and prizes. The 
photos here show the presentation at Balnarring & Districts 
Community Bank, Bendigo Bank, for the Adult Open winners; 
and the presentation at Somers General Store, for the winners 
of the Children’s categories.  

Thank you to the many talented writers who entered the 
competition – we loved all of your stories.

For those who missed the announcement of the competition 
winners, here they are again. 

Open Fiction 
Category Judge: Garry Disher 
Winner: Mermaid’s Tears by Catriona Morrison 
Highly Commended: Balnarring Morning by Jo Fowler 
Highly Commended: Outside by Karen Charlton
Open Non-Fiction 
Category Judge: Cameron McCullough 
Winner: The Last Mistake by Kirsty Stockwell 
Highly Commended: The Grassy Spur by Ian Sharp
 

Teens Story, 12 to 18 years
Category Judge: Heather Goddard 
Winner: The Beach by Pia Murray
Runner-up: My People by Darcy Carr

Middle Years Story, 8 to 12 years
Category Judge: Wendy Orr 
Winner: The Secret Ingredient by Kiana Wallace 
Runner-up: Home by Hazel Murray 

Junior Years Story, Under 8 years
Category Judge: Maryann Ballantyne 
Winner: The Fox Who Could Swim by Hazel Mazza
Runner-up: At the Beach by Isla Killeen 

Once again we thank our wise judges, Maryann Ballantyne, 
Garry Disher, Heather Goddard, Cameron McCullough 
and Wendy Orr. And we thank our generous sponsors:  
Bendigo Communit y Bank Balnar r ing , sponsor 

of  Adu lt  Fic t ion a nd Non Fic t ion c ategor ies  
Somers General Store, sponsor of Teens category 
Farrell’s Bookshop, sponsor of Middle Years category 
Petersen’s Bookstore, sponsor of Junior Years category 
Western Port News, for advertising and promoting the 
competition to Peninsula readers.                 ʘ

Short Story 
Competition

Junior recipeints Kiana Wallace, Isla Killeen, Pia Murray, 
Hazel Mazza and Hazel Murray.
Apologies Darcy Carr.

Gary Disher and Catriona Morrison. Winner Open Fiction

Cameron McCullough and Kirsty Stockwell. Winner Open 
Non-Fiction
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Highly Commended: Open Fiction

Outside 
Karen Charlton

Greeted by the familiar smell of pine and long ago holi-
days, Meredith dropped her keys on the sideboard 

of their beach shack and headed straight for the kitchen. 
This place was all their collective summer times, the 
place her extended family congregated when Life hap-
pened: to celebrate birthdays, deaths and pregnancies. 
She mentally added divorce to that list. 

They say you can never tell other people’s marriages 
from the outside. What may appear smooth and whole 
may actually be fragile or brittle if seen from within. 
She thought she knew her own marriage. That was until 

Balnarring Morning            
Jo FoWler

The horse dances on the wet sand, skipping away as 
the ripples reach her, unsure of this new sensation. 

Moving water. Her rider, laughing, encourages her to 
step in, step through the hissing flow. The horse hesi-
tates, steps back then forward. One step then another 
and they are through, crossing the boundary and into 
the watery realm.

Deeper and deeper they go. The rider, rubber boots 
filling and thighs submerged, turns them parallel to terra 
firma. The horse surges forward almost weightless, her 
snorting breath keeping time with her gait. The rider 
shifts her weight back and surrenders to the sensation 
of water rushing by her. It’s like flying, like dreaming. 

Deeper out three fins to her right. Dolphins. Still thirty 
metres away but getting closer, there’s no mistaking 
their target. The horse catches the movement in the 

James announced that he was moving into a 2-bedroom 
on High Street. How did she not see it coming? 

It was 2.30. The kids would be finishing school in 30 
minutes. They were old enough to find their own way 
home today. She swiped her phone to ‘off’.

In hindsight, James had been absent for a while. She 
had dismissed it as work, as temporary, thinking it 
would pass like a cold or a kidney stone. 

There had been good moments. Each weekend they 
spent here at the beach house, James took all the kids on 
a long walk, and they would collect shells for the giant 
glass jar that sat on the kitchen bench. It started when 
Molly was a toddler, but continued well after the kids 
lost interest. James’s rule for these adventures was to 
not come home until they found something interesting. 
On some days the kids would amble home and he would 
return hours later. She shrugged it off; he probably 
needed the downtime. Perhaps he was looking for more 
of an adventure than could be found back at the house.>

Highly commended: Open Non Fiction

The grassy spur
ian SharP

I struggled up the steep slope. Slipping back, hanging on, 
edging up once more. Again and again.  I reached with 

the ice pick, pulling myself up. The rock ledge loomed. If 
the Chinese climbers of 1960 could do it, so could I. They 
had found it insurmountable until one, inspired by Mao, 
removed his gloves to find handholds on the frozen rock 
face. Success! The first climbers we know definitely to 
have conquered the Second Step, which since 1975 has 
featured an aluminium ladder (the infamous ‘Chinese 
Ladder’) roped in place by successive expeditions making 
the ascent of Everest from the Tibet side. 

If Mallory and Irvine had succeeded in this climb forty 
years before the Chinese, perhaps I would find the lost 
camera with its frozen film that would prove they had 
been the first to ascend The Step, and then the summit. 

Of course I wasn’t at 8610m on Everest’s razor sharp 
North-West Ridge, I was on a grassy spur just above 
Somers Beach. No ice pick, just my trusty walking stick. 
I grabbed hold of the grass, trying to drag myself up, hard 
to get purchase. I reached up with the stick, hooked the 
handle around a branch, pulled myself over the worst bit.

Why was I here? Geology reports on Tortoise Head 

indicate several layers of basalt lava overlain by Baxter 
Sandstone. Could there be similar sandstone here, 
overlying our basalt? I had never seen any. But had I 
really looked? Time to investigate. A few likely pebbles 
on the beach, but where had they come from? Upslope, or 
deposited from elsewhere by longshore drift? 

Dave from over the road dropped in. I had been chatting 
to him on the beach and told him of my quest. He mentioned 
a lump of sandstone he found up the slope behind Somers 
beach, a mate had taken him to a small rock outcrop. Later 
he brought it over. Rot my socks, it was Baxter sandstone 
indeed, gritty and ferruginous. He gave me an idea where 
to find it, head uphill just past the distinctive old branch 
buried in the sand below the Middle Path. 

The next day I walked along the bottom path, looking 
up the bluff. Too much bracken and dense bush for any 
sighting of bare rock. Not promising. Same around the 
next bend. Disappointment looming. But then, a grassy 
spur...and there it was! Hard to spot unless you were 
really looking for it, a low outcrop of rock peeping shyly 
out from behind tree trunks and grasses. 

Up I went, no sherpas, no ropes, no crampons, not even 
any oxygen. I felt like George Mallory...but he at least had 
the faithful Irvine, I was all alone. Not even a copy of Mao’s 
thoughts to inspire. 

Upwards, slowly ever upwards, and then...I was there, 
I could reach out and touch it, the holy grail of my local 
geology adventure, the gritty, iron-rich Baxter Sandstone. 
Bliss.

No sign of Mallory’s camera though.             ʘ

Mer picked up the jar, as heavy and as round as a 
watermelon, and held it to her body as she headed out 
the backdoor. It was never locked. She wasn’t even sure 
the lock had ever been used.

Slipping on last summer’s thongs, crisp and stiff 
from too much salt, she padded over the dunes to the 
water’s edge. She popped the cork lid and considered 
the first shell – its veneer, its weight, the coolness in her 
hand - before letting it slip into the water with a plop. It 
sank in bubbly fanfare to the seabed, like a strawberry 
sinking in a glass of champagne. One by one, then all 
at once, she emptied the jar into the water, consigning 

corner of her eye, baulks a little but carries on forward, 
enjoying the salt on her lips, the sun, the warm water.

The dolphins so close now and still coming, split. Two 
fins, Mother and baby within arms reach of the rider 
turn and swim alongside. The third, the rider can see, 
has dived and swims serpentines underwater in front of 
them as if the horse’s chest is the prow of a boat.

The rider sings to reassure the horse, to keep the 
dolphins near, for the sheer joy and wonder of the moment. 
For five full minutes they move as a pod, effortless, fluid.

Baby, feeling confident, passing between his Mother 
and the horse, expels his breath in a hissing spume inches 
from the horses face and flips his tail. The spell is broken. 
Mother steers him away, the third dolphin follows and 
the horse peels off towards the shore.  

Horse and rider step back through the ripples, the 
boundary, and gravity is restored. The horse walks 
calmly along the beach dripping in the sunshine. The 
rider turns her face to the sun, gifted with a feeling of 
overwhelming gratitude for the magic of the day, the 
place, for life.                 ʘ

years of memory and experience to the blind umpire 
of the sea. 

She sat and considered the empty jar. Perhaps it 
longed to be sea glass. She thought of other uses for it; 
she could use it to hold a collection of champagne corks, 
starting this afternoon. Or to hold the shirt buttons of 
every man she planned on sleeping with. 

She went back to the house, to the bed her parents 
had shared for 62 years; to the bed she had shared with 
James. She lay down across its foot and slept the sleep 
of a woman no longer needed. A woman unmoored. ʘ
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Runner-up: Middle Years

Home
hazel murray

BANG! ‘Whoops, I’m so sorry!’ apologises a weary man 
on his bike after crashing into Sally, who is carrying 

me, an old hermit crab, down the pathway to the beach. 
Sally is ok but me however, I go flying through the air 
and land on the sandy dirt under a bush. 

‘Dad, Dad my hermit crab’s gone!’ cries Sally who 
was carrying me. And I can’t see her any more either. 

This day had gone from best to worst. I was finally 
going to be returned to the home that I was taken from 
a few years ago, when Sally found me in a rock pool at 
the beach and took me as a pet. Now, I found myself 

Runner-up: Teens

My People
DarCy Carr

‘School is great,’ I say as I close the door. I have a 
little laugh.

School is ‘not’ that great. I feel like I’m not fitting in 
the way I should. I contemplated this as I ambled along 
to the deserted bus stop. I finally make my way from 
the unfinished path to the concrete slab where I wait. 
Five minutes later I find myself on the bus, not sure 
how I got there. Sad hours seem long but sometimes 
they slip from your fingers. Our school is a rough one, 
you might not believe it, but it definitely is. Kids can 
be cruel but you ain’t seen nothing like the kids at my 
school. They’re ferocious like hungry lions looking for 
something to sink their teeth into. 

I’ve tried to make friends, but they all seem to push 
me aside. Mum says the time will come when you find 
your people. Once she said to me ‘You’re different’. Some 
nights when I lie awake, I think it over. What if I’m so 
different that if I were an animal I would be the only 
one of my species? Kind of like Katniss Everdeen in the 
Hunger Games.

The sun reflected on the windows, it was the 

hottest day of summer we’ve had in a long time. The 
bus gradually filled up with students and I nearly 
suffocated from the heat of the bodies that crowded 
the tiny old vehicle. Sweating and desperately trying 
to breath, I hear the bus slowly come to a stop. I wait 
for everyone to get off, pushing and shoving. I finally 
get up, say goodbye to the bus driver and step onto 
the brick pathway leading to school. I slowly walk, one 
foot at a time.

After a long day at school I come home feeling tired 
and miserable. Mum and Dad are sitting at the dinner 
table watching my brother bouncing around with joy. 
As I walk in I get blasted with information about a new 
house, two hours from here beside the ocean. I didn’t 
need convincing, I thought it was a great idea. New 
place means new start. Maybe I’ll even find my people...

After five long terrible weeks of school and hard 
work, we finally moved into the house beside the ocean. 
We painted the outside blue like the water and the door 
as yellow as the sand. Mum, Dad and Ethan were happy 
but I still wasn’t satisfied.....

Saturday flew by so fast. It’s strange because I’ve 
never lost time before. It felt good to know that I was 
enjoying life a bit more. I got dressed and rushed 
downstairs. All I need to say is ‘Beach’ to Mum and she 
understands me. I walk with my hair blowing behind me. 
I sit on the warm sand and watch the waves crash onto 
the rocky shore. After a while two surfers approach me. 
With a warm smile they say ‘Welcome’ and somehow I 
knew, I had found my people.

lost, not knowing which way the beach was. I head 
into the salty wind hoping it was coming from the sea. 
I scuttle over logs and shells praying that around the 
next branch I would catch a glimpse of the sea, my 
home. I walk for a long time before I give up and curl 
up in my shell. I fall asleep. 

CAW CAW! The sound of a seagull wakes me. After 
two more shrieks from the seagull I am lifted up into 
the air, nearly falling out of my shell, but I hold on. I 
have never been carried up in the air before; it was 
exciting and terrifying at the same time. But I am more 
focussed on trying to get away from being dinner. Not 
thinking, I pinch the seagull’s foot, totally forgetting 
about the falling part. 

Down, down, down… I am falling at an alarming 
speed to my death. SPLASH!!!  

‘Where am I?’ I think, as I sink down in the sea water. 

I see the familiar, smooth rocks around. My legs 
touch the soft sand. Rockpool. Home.

Runner-up: Under Eight Years

At The Beach
iSla Killeen

One hot and windy day a boy called Finn went to 
the beach. 

He built a sandcastle; it was white as white, dry 
and powerful. The sandcastle was the biggest you 
have ever seen. 

When it was time to go back home he swam and 
swam. 

Past the boys and then... 

when he was swimming something grabbed his 
ankle...he tried to swim away and it pulled him back. 

He went under the water, he wobbled and kicked 
his legs. 

Finn was feeling scared and then he felt a humungous 
push, he somersaulted around and around to the shallow 
water. 

Finn grabbed the sand and tried to do one more 
somersault and he did and then he opened his eyes, he 
saw his mum and dad. He felt so much better that he 
was back with his family.
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   1/8 Sovereign Drive
   Hastings Vic 3915

The 
Redoubtable 
Miss Pritchard

barrinGton Plinth

Actually this story has very little 
to do with Miss Pritchard but we 

will certainly meet her later – in the 
office. When the young Barrington was 
leaving school the vocational advisor 
told him to go into advertising. Bar-
rington really wanted to be a movie 
man but, as there was no operating 
film industry in Australia at the time, 
advertising seemed the next best thing. 
Expecting a certain level of sophistica-
tion, instead, he found himself pushed 
into a tiny office called the checking 
department. The work here was to 
untie bundles of newspapers and 
magazines and search them for the 
client’s advertisements. This space was 
presided over by a large haughty Eng-
lishman by the name of A.V.G. Baker. 
He had been the pictorial editor of the 
Sun News Pictorial so he must have 
been thumbing through photos all day, 
which would have suited him. Out on 
the street he strode along, all camel 
hair-coated and Homberg-hatted, with 
his pipe belching smoke and sparks. 
It was the pipe that caused the young 
Plinth most distress. Mr Baker joked 
that he was smoking yak dung tobacco, 
but it was no joke. The small room was 
in a permanent fug of smoke and, even 
worse than that, Mr Baker’s false teeth 

were loose and the clenched pipe cer-
tainly helped keep them in place. But 
hang on, there’s more! He had a habit 
of leaning over one’s shoulder to help 
find advertisements and he had a wet 
mouth, so there was also a procession 
of drips going along the underside of 
the pipe’s stem with a pendulous one 
about to splash down. 

Anyway this was not a good way of 
setting out to have a career, so Plinth 
went to another agency where he 
was appointed as a junior accounts 
executive. This is where he met 
Miss Pritchard. She could have been 
mistaken as a blonde bimbo: mane of 
blonde hair, one-piece woollen shift 
and ugg boots, but when she opened 
her mouth – out came posh gel’s 
finishing school speech with perfect 
manners to match. Plinth could never 
work out what Miss Pritchard actually 
did but one thing was for certain, 
she attracted the firm’s clients like 
moths to a you-know-what. One of 
the firm’s clients was a large wealthy 
dishevelled American called Earle. 
One day he came in just in time to 
see Miss Pritchard trying to dislodge 
a waste paper basket off her ugg-ed 

foot. She had been stamping down the 
rubbish and become stuck and she 
was trying to wriggle her foot free. 
At this point Earle appeared and the 
sight of Miss Prichard wiggling made 
him go all silly. He took her in his 
arms and the two of them did a sort 
of dustbin dance around the office.

So that was enough! At this stage 
Plinth went and joined a much larger 
agency, but was promptly sent to the 
basement and given the job of writing 
ads for a company that produced 
agricultural and veterinary products. 
At the next desk was a young Phillip 
Adams, honing his creative skills 
advertising pianos. That he should 
be so lucky! Plinth had to try and be 
positive about advertising products 
for sheep including drenching for 
f luke, paint-on coatings for blowfly 
strike and, worst of all, toxins to kill 
large-mouthed bowel worms. Enough 
to make one’s cheeks contract.

Then relief! Television arrived 
and Plinth moved into TV commercial 
production and he was home; if he 
never saw the backside of a sheep 
again it would be too soon. He did miss 
the wiggling Miss Pritchard though. ʘ

  

The post continues .....

Photo: Marg Tilleard



20. 21.

Historic Arles and     
the van Gogh connection

Peter Steele

Arles, in the Provence region of southern France, is an ancient Roman city. It was 
also the source of inspiration for the Impressionist painters of the 19th century. You 
can explore this link with ancient Arles in the National Gallery of Victoria’s winter 
exhibition, ‘Van Gogh and the Seasons’, which ends on July 9 2017.  

Ancient Arles

The Romans established the first 
true Roman colony outside the Italian 
Peninsula, centred upon Arles. Originally 
named Provincia, it quickly expanded 
reaching its heyday around 400 AD, but 
then contracted during the subsequent 
1,600 years. 

Once located on the estuary of the 
River Rhone, Arles was a natural trading 
post providing sheltered lagoons and 
access to the sea for the small wooden 
ships that made up the majority of 
coastal traders of the day. Importantly, 
it enabled the movement of minerals, 
food and people southwards from 
Central France, from Paris and across 
the English Channel, from the mines of 
south west Britain; and, in the opposite 
direction, the armies of occupation.

The Roman city was at the cross-
roads of the three principal highways 
of the Roman world: Via Domitia, Via 
Agrippa and Via Aurelia, the latter 
linking Rome with Cadiz and crossing 
the Rhone by means of a floating bridge. 
Much of the Roman infrastructure 
of Arles remains intact, and even in 
use, today. The Roman amphitheatre 
dominates the centre of the ancient 
town, and is the largest in France. 

City of light

Modern-day Arles may have changed 
its ancient ways to accommodate 
the modern-day tourist, and this is a 
tourist city par excellence, but the light, 
colour and approach to life of the region 
remains. 

This was captured to great effect in 
the late 19th century by Claude Monet 
and others, in an art form that came to 
be known as ‘Impressionism’, and the 
artists as ‘Impressionists’. These artists 
shifted from the formality of lines and 
contours and, instead, captured scenes 
using short brush strokes and mixed 
colours; their paintings put visuals 
before detail and impression before 
form. Much of this artwork was created 
out-of-doors wherein colour, play of light 
and sky came to dominate - and where 
time was of the essence.

Arenes d’Arles, largest Roman amphitheatre in France, and a popular modern 
entertainment venue.

Following the van Gogh trail around 
Arles; with the picture the only 
reminder of his yellow house.

You can glimpse this period in Arles 
in the work of the Dutch painter Vincent 
van Gogh. Born in 1853, the young van 
Gogh spent his formative years in The 
Hague, London and Paris working as a 
dealer in art, before taking up painting in 
his late 20s. In little more than 10 years, 
and before his death at 37, he produced 
around 2,100 art works, of which 860 
were in oil. 

Appreciating van Gogh

For two years of his life, 1888-1889, 
van Gogh lived and painted in Arles, 
producing over 300 pictures and 
drawings from his time there. These 
were years of progress and quality, 
despite the mental health problems that 
are always reported from this period 
of his work. 

His paintings in and around Arles 
remain some of the most powerful of 
his legacy. Follow these pictures and 
their location courtesy of a guided tour 
that tracks various van Gogh paintings 
–The Yellow House, Vincent’s Bedroom 
and Vincent’s Chair, Starry Night and, a 
personal favourite, the Cafe Terrace on 
the Place du Forum, Arles, at Night.

The Place du Forum is still home 
to van Gogh’s Cafe Terrace, which is 
hugely popular. Follow the van Gogh 
trail around the town and at each key 
location there is a concrete pillar with a 
picture of the original van Gogh painting 
and a brief introduction attached.

A brisk 45 minutes walk south of 
the town on the Arles-Bouc canal at 
the site of a defunct lock – with the auto 
route in the distance and houseboats 
parked bow to stern in places – is the 
bridge now called Pont van Gogh. This 
bridge replaced the original Langlois 
Bridge that features in four paintings 
by van Gogh (and named for the bridge-
keeper of the day). The original bridge 
no longer exists; it was replaced in the 
early 1930s by a reinforced concrete 
design that was later destroyed in WW2 
by the retreating German Army. The 
replica Langlois bridge of today is much 
photographed by the travelling van Gogh 
fraternity. 

Arles remains a spiritual home and 
must-see destination for lovers of van 
Gogh.

This is an edited version of a original 
longer article.          ʘ

Langlois bridge, what the bridge used to look like according to the artistic license 
of van Gogh.

van Gogh bridge. The lookalike that eventually replaced the original; part of the 
popular van Gogh walking route around Arles.
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Many have heard of ‘Merricks’ but 
what of ‘Meyrick’? This was the 

name of three young men associated 
with the early history of the Peninsula. 
Just who were the Meyricks and what
was their relationship to each other? 

Maurice, Alfred and Henry Meyrick 
grew up in the English village of 
Ramsbury in Wiltshire.  The Meyrick 
family, of Welsh background, had a strong 
heritage of clergy or military. The boys’ 
fathers were brothers. Henry’s father 
was the Vicar of Ramsbury; Maurice and 
Alfred’s father ran the vicarage school 
where youths aiming to enter university 
received a classical education.  The three 
boys had been school mates together; 
all were middle sons in their respective 
families, with no set future role, but 
expected to continue the family tradition.  

However, Maurice’s imagination was 
fired by letters from an uncle who had 
settled in NSW after retirement from 

the army. These letters gave glowing 
accounts of life in the Colony. Rather 
than take up an Oxford scholarship, 
and with his parents’ reluctant support, 
Maurice set sail for Australia.

Maurice Meyrick was just 20 years 
old when he arrived in the Port Phillip 
District in 1839. He purchased from the 
Crown the pastoral license for the run 
Boniong (Boneo) between Cape Schanck 
and Point Nepean. 

The following year, persuaded by 
Maurice, his younger brother, Alfred 
Meyrick, then 18, came to join him. He 
was accompanied by their  cousin, Henry 
Meyrick, just 17 years old. 

Life in the colonies

When Alfred and Henry arrived in 
Melbourne they were met by Maurice 
who introduced the two newcomers to 
colonial life and helped them prepare 
for their new life. The three young 

The letters of Henry Meyrick (ed. J. Hales & M. le Cheminant) written in both direcctions in the interest of conserving 
paper - courtesy Maffra & District Historical Society.

Local link to Amelia Earhart 
disappearance

tony DubouDin

The disappearance in 1937 of the 
darling of American aviation, Amelia 

Earhart, while on a world circling flight, 
has remained one of the great aviation 

mysteries – did she and her navigator 
Fred Noonan survive a crash and if so 
where?

From Australia’s point of view the 

story has more poignancy as she was 
last seen taking off from Australian 
territory, Papua New Guinea, then 
administered by Australia under a 
League of Nations mandate.

And there is a local connection too. 
Former Somers resident now living in 
Hastings, Patrick Gibbons, remembers 
his then father-in-law Allan Roberts, 
who was Assistant District Officer in 
Wau in PNG at the time, telling him 
about witnessing Earhart taking off 
from Lae on what proved to be her last 
flight.                    >

Amelia preparing for take-off.

men managed their affairs separately, 
giving each other help and support when 
required. 

Henry was a regular correspondent, 
sending letters to family whenever 
he could. The surviving letters give 
a detailed picture of his life and the 
Meyricks’ adventures. Henry and Alfred 
took up the Colourt run, on the north-east 
side of the Peninsula, sixteen miles from 
Maurice’s run at Boniong.

They had intended to buy sheep 
for their run, but were persuaded by a 
‘friend’ to put their money into cattle 
instead, purchasing 160 head of cattle, 
equal numbers of cows, heifers, bullocks 
and yearlings, to be delivered from 
Sydney. They spent more than half their 
total capital. They also purchased four 
working bullocks, a dray and a horse.

At first they were enthusiastic about 
their land, we found an excellent run but 
we shall have to clear away a marsh to get 
water; there is a splendid river running 
through the middle of it, but unfortunately 
it is salt. It is, however, full of fish and 
crammed with ducks.... But they failed to 
find a reliable source of fresh water and 
had difficulty of draining the swamps.  

Hard times

Abandoning Colourt for a time Alfred 
and Henry took another run near Mt 
Eliza, Narren Gullen, well-watered but 

in steep, heavily timbered countryside.  
They also acquired Ballyrungen in the 
same area. 

At Narren Gullen Henry prepared 
stockyards for the cattle they were 
expecting and erected a hut in which 
to live. It was a rough life, and they were 
often alone. Henry and Alfred took turns 
to travel to Melbourne for provisions, an 
arduous trip by dray.

The following month their cattle 
arrived at a station six miles from 
Melbourne and were brought via 
Mordialloch to Narren Gullen. Their 

value had fallen since their purchase and 
they were in poor condition on arrival.  

Henry, who was ill with typhoid 
fever, was by himself at Narren Gullen 
with 170 head of cattle and three horses 
to look after. Plans were underway to 
sell the station as it proved to be too 
mountainous. Alfred was at Colourt 
erecting huts, as water had finally been 
found there.  Maurice had been busy at 
Boniong with his sheep but was coming 
to help move the cattle to Colourt. 

By September 1841 things were 
looking more promising. At Colourt, the 

Three Young Men    
Named Meyrick – Part 1

ilma haCKett  

stock was now doing well; two acres of 
wheat and one of oats had been planted 
and an acre of potatoes was planned 
as soon as the rain ceases.  Henry was 
bullock-driving and Alfred was stock-
keeping. 

However, a change of fortune was 
in the wind for Melbourne and the 
Meyricks.

Maurice and Alfred, and Henry Meyrick 
were middle sons; the family heritage was 
the military and clergy. They were not 
pastoralists.  
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Earhart, with Noonan, had arrived 
in PNG on 29 June 1937 and took off at 
midnight on 2 July after work had been 
carried out on the fuel tanks of her twin-
engine Lockheed Electra 10E, one of the 
first all-metal passenger planes. They 
were never to be seen again. 

Patrick and his wife Jean, who lived 
permanently in Tower Hill Road for a 
decade until 13 years ago after having 
spent holidays in the village since the 
1970s, used to have regular Sunday 
afternoon tea with Alan Roberts at his 
Heidelberg home after his return to 
Australia in the 1960s.

It was at one of these Sunday 
afternoons that Roberts told Patrick 
that Earhart’s aircraft could barely 
get off the ground as it was so heavily 
loaded with fuel. In fact Roberts had 
supervised alterations to the aircraft’s 
fuel tanks in the wings to enable more 
fuel to be carried.

“I remember Allan telling me that 
he didn’t think the plane was capable 
of flying any great distance as it was 
having trouble gaining altitude after it 

Alan Roberts in white suit introducing the Queen to staff in Papua New Guinea in 1954. 

took off. He said it just kept going up and 
down. He (Roberts) also believed from 
the direction Earhart headed that the 
subsequent search for her was looking 
in the wrong direction,” Patrick said.

He believes that the Earhart mystery 
had quite an impact on his father-in-law 
as it was a sensation at the time and has 
continued to confound the experts to 
this day.  Roberts went on to become 
Director of Native Affairs in PNG in a 
career in the territory that spanned 35 
years.

Earhart was a seasoned long distance 
flyer having been the first woman to fly 
solo across the Atlantic Ocean in 1932, 
and in 1935, she became the first aviator 
to fly solo from Honolulu to Oakland, 
California.

T he  e x t e n t  t o  w h ic h  he r 
disappearance still fascinates is 
illustrated by the fact that there is an 
official Amelia Earhart website which 
includes such things as the opportunity 
to buy clothes similar to those worn 
by Earhart, songs about her (available 
in iTunes) and a trailer from the film 

Amelia staring Hilary Swank and 
Richard Gere.

Rober t s went on to have a 
distinguished war career, being 
awarded the Military Cross for work 
behind the Japanese lines as a coast 
watcher, and gaining the rank of Major.

He was appointed Director of District 
Affairs and Native Affairs in 1953, a 
position he held until his retirement.

Patrick remembers him as an old-
fashioned gentleman. “Before joining the 
New Guinea administration he worked 
as a school teacher in Williamstown.” 

He recalls Allan reminiscing about 
the Hollywood actor Tasmanian-born 
Errol Flynn as a young man in the 
territory where he went after being 
expelled from the Sydney Church 
of England Grammar School (Shore 
School), where he was a classmate of 
future Prime Minister John Gorton, 
and a brief time working for a shipping 
company.

Patrick also remembers Alan talking 
about Errol Flynn in the territory 
chasing…and catching, local wives.     ʘ
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Somers 
Ladies’ Probus
val FaKhry 

Somers Ladies’ Probus celebrated 
their 30th Anniversary in May with 

lunch at Summerfields in Bittern.  It was 
a very happy day for all and 10 Founda-
tion members were warmly welcomed 
and thanked for their continuing par-
ticipation in the Club.  Many photo 
albums were perused and memories 
of past years enjoyed. Members enjoy 
varied activities - canasta, films, “ladies 
who lunch” walking , t’ai chi , mah-jong, 
happy hour, outings, crafts and many 
other pursuits. The  Club meets on the 
1st Friday of each month and new mem-
bers are very welcome.  

Please contact President Val Fakhry 
on 5983 5032  if interested in joining 
our friendly Club.                      ʘ  Florence Lee and Barbara Shaw who were both Foundation Members and 

previous Presidents.

Foundation Members of the Somers Ladies Probus.
Starting at the back we have, Olivia Gurney, Nancy Harrison, Judy Sack, Barbara Shaw, Margaret Partos, Shirley Nutting, 
Judith Shelley and Anne Danne.
Whilst sitting, are Jill White, Beryl King and Florence Lee.

Enjoying the pre-lunch champagne are members Judy Sack, Kelly Ballis, Janet 
Wilson and Trish Rayner.

The important moment of the celebration was the cutting of the Anniversary Cake. This honour was given to Foundation 
Members Beryl King and Florence Lee together with current President, Val Fakhry.

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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Gliders

brian thomaS                                       
PhotoS:  Steve WriGht

It’s a warm, still, summer evening. In 
the trees behind me the Noisy Miners 

are living up to their name with whis-
tles and tweets and scoldings - a noisy 
protest at the closing of the day. They 
eventually quieten down to be replaced 
by the beautiful chortling song of a Grey 
Butcherbird and as the light fades still 
further, in the distance a chorus of hys-
terical kookaburras share a joke before 
bedtime. As I sit and wait quietly, dark 
shapes come  flying erratically through 
the trees and past my head – micro bats 
on their nightly hunt for insects. They 
swoop back and forth and I’m hoping 
that they are making major inroads on 
the mozzie population that is already 
starting to nip at my ankles, making me 
wish that I had worn socks. But none 
of these things (least of all the mos-
quitoes) are the reason that I’m sitting 
here in the twilight. 

My attention is on a big old blue 
gum whose leaves hang motionless 
in the still air, a dead spar pokes up 
through its multiple trunks and ends 
in a trio of twiggy fingers. My eyes 
grow accustomed to the fading light 
and I watch the spar intently as I know 
what is coming. All is quiet; and then 
there is movement! A small shadowy 
figure is scurrying up the dead spar, up 
it goes until it reaches the very finger 
tip, it hunches, hesitates for a second 
and then launches itself, gliding across 
the clearing like a stiff handkerchief. 
It’s a sugar glider. It lands silently on 
the trunk of a tree twenty metres 
away and immediately scampers up 
into the higher branches. I wait for 
a few minutes until another glider 
emerges and follows the same route 
as the first. Another patient wait and 
a third follows, then there are three 
racing up to the launching point and in 
quick succession they leap into space 
one following the other so quickly that 
the first has barely landed before the 
next is airborne. They remind me of 

paratroopers leaping out of a plane. 
More gliders emerge from the deep 

fissure in the blue gum’s trunk and 
some of them climb into the blue gum’s 
leafy canopy, but three of them make 
the silent flight across the clearing 
to join their mates. I can hear them 
above me as they move through the 
foliage and little flakes of something 
(I’m hoping it’s plant based) fall out 
of the tree canopy and onto my head. 

But gradually they seem to disperse 
and all is quiet again. 

What a thrilling experience to 
watch these little creatures as they 
head out on their nightly hunt for food. 
Leaping and gliding must come very 
naturally to them but to me it looks a 
very gutsy thing to do - to jump into 
space from a great height - even if you 
do have generations of gliding genes 
and a failsafe parachute.                     ʘ 


