
Fergie Invasion 

On 26th February the Harry Ferguson Tractor Club came to French Island. About a dozen 

classic Fergie tractors turned up, with their classic owners. As Ian Jeremia said, like a 

motorcycle club, without the helmets. Parts of the island were buzzing. 

 

How can you not get excited about a Fergie tractor? There’s even a song about them, recorded 

by Peter Pentland (no relation). Check it out on Youtube. 

 

It’s no surprise the Fergie club came here. We estimate there are more than a dozen Fergies 

already based on French Island. Coast Road alone has eight - most of them working. That adds 

up to one Fergie for every 10 permanent residents across the island. This may be the densest, 

per capita, Fergie population in the country, even the world. It’s yet another good reason we 

must keep French Island just the way it is, to preserve our rare and endangered Fergies.  

 

Never get a bridge to the mainland, or the Fergies could disappear. 

 

 

Welcome to Off-the-Grid  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nwqzvnBa6Cg&ab_channel=HayseedPentland
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Here are more of the Fergie visitors. This old girl loves a 

road trip, deserts not a problem. Check out where she’s 

been during 2005 -2017: 

• Birdsville to Alice Springs 

• Oodnadatta to Alice Springs – and back 

• Cooktown to Cape York – and back 

• Kalgoorlie to Alice Springs 

• Wentworth to Dig Tree – and back 

Wow… nice seat, could do with a lick of paint. 

 

 

 

No-one can say Fergies aren’t good looking. They were 

glamor queens back in the 1950’s when the Grey ‘n’ Gold 

model was released. This grey may be slightly glammed 

up, but the gold is true to the original. Hubba hubba! 

 

 

 

 

 

Of course the classic red always scrubs up. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Lois Airs entertained all Fergie drivers with a 

history of French Island. Afterwards, one of the 

drivers was heard talking to her along these 

lines, ‘You’ve got so many good tips about how 

things worked, and I’m a bit the same, but 

when we’re gone no-one will know all this stuff.’  
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Haybales awaiting the storm Photo: Michele Neesham 

Silence is not a Solution 
It’s hard to spin this as a good news story, but let’s try. 

Methamphetamine, or “ice” is an incredibly addictive drug, because it makes users feel very 

good about themselves and their place in the world. Much better than the rest of us may feel.  

Once you’ve had that fabulous ice experience it’s seemingly impossible not to want it again. 

That creates a problem, because it is illegal, addictive, bad for your physical and mental health, 

and you keep paying for it, even when money is scarce.  

The people you get it from are drug dealers, who know the damage it causes, but don’t care 

enough to do anything about it. They may be addicts themselves. The dealers who aren’t 

addicts are even worse, a sub-species who have chosen to bring pain and suffering on others, 

even “friends”, just to make money. They want you to want more.  

This creates an environment where no one is safe, because when it comes to the crunch, 

junkies only have one true friend – the drug. Everything else, family and friends, becomes 

negotiable.  

Ice is widespread in Victoria and has particular bite in the regions, including our region.  

The good news is we can talk about it. The worst mistake is to pretend it’s not around, to never 

mention it, as if it will just go away by itself. It won’t. Good families suffer, because once it 

creeps in, everybody does suffer, one way or another. 

This is a community problem. Ice users are not necessarily “evil” in fact most are just tragic 

victims. Their lives are out of control, or heading rapidly in that direction, towards a cliff. 

We can’t afford to be too embarrassed or nervous to say this. Call it out. Ask questions. Let 

everybody know what’s going on, who is struggling, and who is a problem. Speak about it in 

public. Show that we know. Tell it like it is… B.O.R.I.N.G.  Take away the mystique. Ice 

prospers in shadows.  

Whatever can be done, and it’s not easy, will work best as we foster a caring community, a 

frank and open environment.  

No need to whisper. Speak up. Silence is not a solution. 



4  Off-the-Grid #15  -  April 2022 
 

 

 

Just another day in paradise 
 A true story  by Anne Tillig 

 

Strong easterlies were forecast, and my damaged boat trailer sat under a tree.  There was no 

option but to leave the blue six metre hardtop Stabicraft boat with its new black Mercury 

motor, my “Island Hopper”, tossing on its mooring.   

The next day I had to pick up Damien the electrician from Corinella at 7am, to finish installing 

air conditioners in my new villa on Elizabeth Island. I was also dropping off Workaway 

volunteers Emma and Mick on Phillip Island for shopping and appointments.   

Late in the afternoon I looked out the window. My boat had moved and was now thrashing 

around close to the rocks.  The mooring loop had broken.  Only the stern safety rope, the 

chaffed remains of the mooring loop, and what was left of the tide, were preventing my boat 

from being badly smashed. 

‘All hands on deck!’ I yelled.  Phil, a friend staying on the island, plus Emma and Mick, were 

soon down at the jetty helping to haul in the boat.  Amid lots of yelling and hauling we heroes 

wrangled it alongside the jetty while I worked out how to secure it during the night.   

I remembered a friend once saying, after we navigated back to Elizabeth Island from the 

mainland in a strong easterly, ‘If it’s too rough at the jetty in an easterly, you can always come 

in on the west side of the island, which is protected during an easterly.’   

With just enough tidal water remaining, Phil and I got in the boat and motored around the 

northern point to calmer waters on the west side of the island. Emma and Mick drove the ute 

around, to make sure we stayed safe, and drive us back.  With the sun low in the sky and the 

tide running out, we found a calm cove to the south and dropped anchor.   

It’s a long time since I’ve used an anchor.  Phil secured it but I decided to improve the job as I 

exited the boat after him, by tying the rope many times around the anchor bollard at the chain 

end of the anchor, making it more secure, as I thought.   

The sun had set.  I left my clothes and glasses in the boat and jumped in the water.  We both 

made our way to shore, squelching seagrass beneath our feet, then walked barefoot along the 

rocky shoreline to where Emma and Mick were waiting with a warm car. The wind and salty air 

and adventure enlivened us as we drove back to the house.  

I wondered if the anchor would hold beneath the seagrass.  I wondered if Phil had secured it 

properly.  I wondered if my tightening of the rope around the anchor bollard at the junction 

between the chain and the rope would leave sufficient chain for high tide.   

How was I going to get Emma and Mick to their appointments in the morning, and pick up the 

electrician?  It was now late Sunday night. I phoned Neil Le Serve, who immediately agreed to 

pick up Damien from the mainland and take Emma and Mick to Corinella if I couldn’t retrieve 

my boat in the morning. 
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I went to bed and set a pre-dawn alarm, to retrieve my anchored boat, assuming it had 

survived the night.  Phil got up early and came too.   

We sat on the rocky shore in the dark, scanning the pitch-black sea between Elizabeth Island 

and French Island. The sun emerged at high tide, only to reveal the sorry sight of two people 

sitting on a lonely shore, staring out to a cove… with no boat. 

I became convinced the outgoing tide had pulled up the anchor and carried it out via San Remo 

or past Cowes, out to Bass Straight, because we hadn’t managed to secure it properly in the 

lush seagrass.  My boat lost at sea, my link to civilisation gone. How could I replace it?  I had to 

find it. 

After first light I phoned Damien and Neil to tell them I’d lost my boat.  Neil picked up Damien 

at Corinella, with all his electrical gear, plus Neil’s irregular crew of mainlanders and islanders 

hitching a ride.  After dropping Damien at Elizabeth, he ferried Emma and Mick to Corinella.   

I phoned the Coastguard then Parks Victoria.  I also phoned Phil Bock on French and asked 

him to look out for my boat and get the word out to anyone on the south coast of French to 

look out too.  I left messages with the French Island Winery, just across from where my boat 

was anchored for the night.  The Coastguard told me to phone my insurer.   

Between walking around the island searching for my boat, communicating with others about 

my lost boat and ensuring the electrician had the information and stuff he needed for the job, I 

was walking and driving between the house and the villa and fielding calls and messages all 

morning.   

One of the calls was from a bloke called Nick.  He wanted to know where the boat had gone 

missing so he could go look for it when the wind died down.  I thought he was from Parks 

Victoria.  When he said the wind was already abating and that he’d “go up” and look for it, I 

realised he couldn’t be from Parks.  He was Nick Waugh and had been on French Island for six 

months.  He was going up in his plane to look for my boat, after he’d filled the holes dug in his 

runway by rabbits.  Later I saw a text from Phil telling me he’d spoken to Nick about my lost 

boat. 

Less than 15 minutes later Nick phoned to tell me he’d spotted my boat.  Great news!  It had 

headed north, not south.  It was sitting on the high tide mark on French Island’s south east 

coast, north west of Elizabeth Island, just hidden from me behind some tidal vegetation.  I 

hadn’t expected to find it in that direction.  Nick sent a photo taken from the air.  And did a 

flyover to show where he’d spotted it (nice plane).  I headed north in the car with my 

binoculars and spotted it nudged up, just below the farmland. 

I phoned Neil to let him know I’d found it.  From what I described to Neil, he was able to use 

his local island knowledge to work out it was probably out front of Rob Thompson’s property.  

Neil said he’d drive there with Michelle Bass to secure it.  With my binoculars I could see Rob 

motoring down on his quad bike, while Neil and Michelle came down by car.  They got into the 

mud and water, wading out and securing the boat to the mangroves.  I’d be able to retrieve it at 

high tide, around 6pm. Neil volunteered to come around in his boat and help.   
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I rowed over in my kayak at about 5pm and met Neil there.  The boat and engine looked fine.  

My Island Hopper hadn’t been taken away to Bass Straight by the outflowing tidal currents.  

Instead it had broken anchor and gone for a ride in the opposite direction, over to French 

Island, moved along by the waters of the high tide currents.  Because I secured the rope to the 

anchor bollard at the chain, the rope couldn’t unravel.  I now know how to anchor properly.   

I left my kayak above the high tide mark, to retrieve on a calmer day.  The easterlies were still 

dominating.  I couldn’t move the boat.  Neil motored up and grabbed the rope he’d attached to 

the tidal vegetation.  After a few tries, he managed to tow my boat off the high tide mud and I 

was soon underway, to pick up Emma and Mick at Corinella, while Neil headed back to French 

to pick up Tom the barge driver and take him back to the mainland.   

The easterly was still strong, and I had to work out how to secure my boat without a mooring.  

It was already looking impossible, but after the tide turned it would be much worse.  I had to 

get straight onto the slipway at high tide, if I could.  Neil came back to Elizabeth Island to pick 

up the electrician as I attempted to get my boat onto the slipway before the tide turned.   

The easterly waves were running straight across at ninety degrees to the slipway, pushing the 

boat back out at each attempt.  After multiple attempts, I managed to beat the waves and hold 

the boat at the top of the slipway.  All hands were on deck to help me winch it up and get 

Damien’s gear loaded onto Neil’s boat.   

With my Island Hopper secured once again I was able to thank the islanders who had helped 

me find and secure my boat.  Immediately taking to the air and so quickly finding my boat was 

invaluable. Nick said he was happy to help a neighbour.  I was chuffed to be considered a 

neighbour.     

I’ll never be able to thank Neil enough for all the times he’s helped me around Elizabeth Island.  

He not only secured my boat and helped me retrieve it, but he also ferried people to and from 

Elizabeth Island while my boat was inaccessible, all between doing his own work.  Also, to Phil, 

Michelle, Rob, plus other French Island neighbours who might’ve looked out for my boat 

without me knowing, thank you.  It’s great to be counted as a neighbour and part of this unique 

island community.   

And to my companions on Lizzy Island at the time, Workaway volunteers and friends:  Phil, 

Emma and Mick, thank you for being there, for pitching in and responding to the ups and 

downs of island life. 

It was a day to remember. 
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Precious 
 

Welcome to our native foreshore and beach, 

a quiet reserve, for the enjoyment of all, 

no nude bathing from dusk and from dawn 

 

• no dogs off leash, no horse-riding,  

• no trail bikes, or loud amplification 

• no rubbish, no plastics, just indigenous plantings  

• no undisclosed bankrupts and no rogue accountants 

• no hen’s parties, stag nights, exuberant celebrations 

• no loners, no boners, no renters just owners. 

• no inner suburbans, no emos, no goths  

• no tattoos, no drugs, no vampires with dreadlocks 

• no splitting bills, no dish off the menu 

 

No offence intended; we just don't like you. 

 

There’s a beach down the road, drive right on through 

and no correspondence will be entered in too.  
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Off-the-Grid is produced on the traditional lands of the Bunurong people. We acknowledge 

their connection to To receive copies contact frenchislandotg@gmail.com. 

To stop receiving Off-the-Grid click  Unsubscribe. 
Visit our blog page to see previous editions. 

Sponsored by French Island Cottage. 
Editor - Alan Pentland 
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