
 

 

1979 - February   
I remember the first training night at the Somerset Primary School, when around 15 players 
turned up, I was 23 and there were only three older than me, the rest were under 20 but 
virtually all, like me, were past students of the primary school. Our first committee meeting was 
at the Pub and somehow I got elected President and Oscar was elected as Secretary.   

We shared the Wynyard High 
School soccer ground for our home 
games that first year, what a mess, 
only toilets to get changed in, if they 
were unlocked, and you had to park 
100 metres from the ground so 
spectators stood in the open. The 
ground held water like nothing else 
I have played on, and we played on 
some rubbish pitches in the early 
days! So on a wet day the northern 
wing was totally under water up to 
15 metres wide. The most 
memorable game was our last that 
season; we had gone through 
undefeated all year and met Burnie 

in the first round of the Knock out Cup, at home on a wet day. 
We dominated the game but Burnie got one lucky break to score and win 1-0. A typical cup 
result, but a valuable lesson to the lads that everyone is beatable.   
The Cardigan Street location was being used by the hockey association so the club made a 
successful approach to the council to change one of the hockey grounds for soccer use. We 
then found some goals in the council depot and carted them over and fitted them to give us a 
new ground for our second season. The original pitch was some 40 metres to the East of the 
old pitches location with a row of large popular trees running along the Western edge. A 
premiership and the Burnie Cup in our first year was a promising start for the club. 
 
There were, as there always is, people who will be remembered more than others, Barry 
Cottrell was the first coach, and in some ways a father figure to most of the younger ones, he 
came down from a successful soccer career in Launceston to Burnie Spartans were he 
became disillusioned and set out to begin a new club with different ideals to those at Burnie. 
He made a few appearances when we were short and the smooth silky soccer skills were very 
evident. His job as a Tech teacher in the motor mechanics' workshop gave him great 
leadership skills and he was highly respected by all that he coached.  
His biggest challenge was coaching his sons, especially Chris, who was a solid and hard nut 
on the field. Chris knew no fear, could head a ball with the best and throw in over halfway 
across the pitch. He is still the only player I would back out of a tackle against. The one time at 
training I didn't, I woke up some 10 minutes later!  
 



 

 

Joachim Prehn was our keeper, I rate him in the top 5 I have played with or against, like all 
keepers he tended to run off at the mouth which cost him a lot of yellows, but there were not 
many finer at shot stopping.  
Without doubt his greatest asset was his passion, without him the club would have folded, 
especially in the early years when we were pretty desperate at times for numbers. Many  a 
Saturday Jaochi's Kombi would spit out 6 or 7 players who he had dragged out from their beds 
so we had enough for the 2 teams. Our success with having junior teams was largely his 
doing. 
 
Who can forget Pop Prehn. Jaochim's dad who must have been in his 60's and spoke a type of 
pigeon English/German that no one could understand. Hans Svede was another players father 
who as the head of the Roelf Vos Delicatessen, he provided us with much of our kiosk supplies 
but as his name suggests had a strong Swedish accent and was understandable only until he 
got excited. 
 
Peter Osborne, a local lad was one of our wingers in the first two years and wouldn't play 
anywhere else, Pete was hard pressed to be kept happy.  
Our local plumber big Rod Byrne was our centre back, mainly due to his height and size, Rod 
played the game hard but fair and would fire up only if someone fouled him, then look out. 
 
 

1980 
The club enter 2 teams as the North West League expanded to two divisions and an Under 18 
side in the new NW competition. We got new strips, so gave Wynyard back there spare one 

we had borrowed for our first year.  
Playing home matches at Somerset 
meant we could run a kiosk. We 
started out using Jaochimôs Kombi 
van then we borrowed Jack Brownôs 
12 foot tent and each Saturday put it 
up on the North West corner and 
cooked savs etc on a portable 
barbeque. The ladies did a 
remarkable job to run it, especially 
on nasty days of which we had 
many. Of course on wet days we had 
to drag the wet tent up to hang in the 
change rooms to dry. We then got 
donated an old site shed from 

plumbers after they had installed the Somerset to Wynyard water line in 1980, we fitted it up 
with power and a sink and stove, the ladies were dry at last. 



 

 

Training in winter was down at Langley Park as they had 2 
light poles, it was some time before we could afford lights 
at home. We had a great year on the park with the Div 1 
senior and the Under 18 premierships and Burnie Cup 
glory again. 
 
 

1981 
The North West league was a brutal place to be playing soccer, scores were huge and tackling 
was fierce, the slide tackle with both sets of studs up was the most popular as you could clean 
up both player and ball without getting hurt yourself. There many careers ended over these 3 
to 4 years with serious leg injuries.  

The pitches didnôt help either, we played on the Stanley Footy ground against Circular Head, 
once on the Zeehan Rugby ground against Rosebery, an all weather cinder pitch, when the 
Rosebery pitch was unplayable and we played on the Rosebery pitch a few times when it was 
nothing but 6 inches of mud! We had traveled down through the snow so we may as well play! 



 

 

Rosebery became West Coast and moved to the Waratah footy oval, a pitch that sloped 
sideways about 5 metres and length ways about the same. Only cold showers so everyone 
raced up to the pub to stand around the fire pot and get warm. I recall one game when it 
snowed the whole game and three of our senior members huddled around a home made 
cigarette at half time trying to get warm, or maybe trying to block out the cold! Good thing there 
was no drug testing back in those days! 
We spent many working bees trying to make the sheds as good as possible with new seats 
and cleaning up the showers, the plaster ceiling made a difference as did a heater! 
 
 
Due to our success we were nick named the ñGreen Machineò and one of the young lads drew 
up a picture of a green machine 3 wheel bike that the kids were riding, as a large wall logo in 
the change rooms. I much prefer the ñSharksò. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
  
 
 


