
A Decent Obsession __________ _ 

Roger Holden 

Of Background and Boats 

Marion and Roger I !olden have been members 
of the RSAYS since the mid-1970s. They have 
owned five boats since taking up sailing in 1970 

- four of them on the Squadron register as 
Marionettes. Their first 'gone foreign' was in 
Didgeridoo, a ridiculously small 21-footer which 
took them from England to France and Belgium 
in 1971 with two babies aboard. These days, 
their cruising has become more genteel and 
concentrated on the Pacific and South East Asia, 

. with good friends and good wine replacing 
ii those much earlier sailing companions, dirty 

nappies and milk supplements. They fly home 
each Christmas to share the season with their 
son and daughter and three grandchildren, and 
to catch up with Squadron friends. They intend 
spending this year in Thailand, and depending 
on security and war considerations, will 

Marionette 
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Marion and Roger Holden 

probably bead up through the Red Sea and into 
the Med in 2004. Mnrio11e/le TV is a 49-fOot 
Taswell, designed by the U K  naval architect Bill 
Dixon for fast push-button offshore cruising, 
where the desire for reasonably secure red wine 
slurping fits comfortably with pace and space 
requirements under sail and motor. 

Email address is vrn2459@sailrnail.com. 

Author's Note 

What we have to say 111nkes no chronological or 
sequential sense. Very deliberately. There will be no 
wave-by-wave descriplio11s of lraznrdous passnge­
mnking out into tlie Pacific or into south east Asia, 
110 fact-laden logs displaying navigational tri111nphs 
(wit/1 modest mea culpas thrown in for earnest 
balance), no solemn advice for Ille desk-bound Walter 
Mittys who yearn to follow in 011r wake. 

Those who race round the cans would probably not be 
interested anyway, and those whose notion of 
cruising involves fuming 011 111otors w/Jen the wind 
falls light wo11ld probably be offended by 011r 
peda11 try. The real reason, tlzo11g/J, is that for 11s 
sailing is a very private obsession, so what we /Jave 
tried to do is to find some common groundswell, to 
introduce you to tlrose wonderful people wlw have 
ensured tlzat 011r crnisi11g life goes on with 
undiminished zeal after years of fun afloat and 
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1994 

1995 

1996 

Marionette l1I Adelaide-Sydney-Brisbane-Lizard lsland-Townsville 

Townsville-Gove-Darwin-Arnbon-Banda Island-Darwin-Port Douglas 

Port Douglas-Brisbane-Townsville (Roger to Solomons as crew on another 
vessel) 

1997-

1998- Marionelle 1 V 
1999-

2000-

2001-

2002-

Townsville-13risbane-Gizo (Solomons, three months)-Louisades-Cairns­
Southport 

Southport-Lizard Island-Brisbane-Lord Howe Island-Opua (NZ) 

Opua-Minerva Rccf-Tonga-Fiji-Vanua tu-Chesterfield Reef-Brisbane 

Brisbane-New Caledonia-Vanuatu-New Caledonia-Brisbane 

Southport-Cairns-Govc-Darwin-Bali-Kalimantan-Singapore-Langkawi 
(Malaysia) 

Passage-making gives way to genteel cruising Langawi, Phuket and 
surrounding islands 

perhaps lhroug/1 t/1e111, lirlp yo11 tu get tu k1 1ow 11s 
better too. 

January, 2003 

if there is nny sense at nil to be made of this, it is I/wt 
mixt11re of curiosity and adve11ture, that 
juxtaposition of joy and sadness in travel, that feeds 
the passion of life at sea. if sailing is our private 
obsession, t/1e11 it is the people we meet who fuel our 
more public addiction. 

The message is, as eve1� unmistakable, quite 
unambiguous; it really is time to return to the boat. 

We have been home now for a month, and the 
prolonged beckoning heat shimmering across 
the sea and into our lounge at North Haven has 
combined with the pre-Christmas excesses to 

DISPLAYS OF 

COME & TRY SAILING 
ON 

(Weather permitting) 

SEMINARS 
Best to pre-book 

8341 8600 

Saturday 3rd and Sunday 4th May 2003 
10am to 6pm 

• Deep Keel Yachts & Trailer Sailers 
• Power Boats 

• Spar & Rigging Supplies 

• General Chandlery 

• Electronic Equipment 

• Latest in Wet Weather Gear & Sailing Accessories 

• Marine Engines etc. 

• Trailer Sailers 

• Etchells 

• Typical Cruiser/Racer Keel Boats 

• J24's 
p.s. bring a change of clothes! 

• Introduction to Dinghy Sailing 
• Cruising Gulf Waters for Beginners 

Boat & Personal Safety Equipment 

Visit our website at www.squadron.asn.au 
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overpower the senses and the waistline. It is all 
so lmsettling. And then she announces that the 
lawn needs serious attention, the paths are a 
disgrace, and a tree must be cut back, because 
(wait for it) it is blocking her view to the sea 
from sitti1.1g positions in the spa and on the loo! 

Yes indeed, the message is quite unambiguous. 
We really must get back to the boat. Fast! 

This will be our tenth year on the run from 
earth-bound mundanity, almost a decade of 
very close living and loving aboard. Tf you add 
that to 35 years of marriage, it is little wonder 
unspoken messages can be so clear. 

* * * 

Niuatoputapu is right at the top of the Tonga 
chain, an overnighter from western Samoa, and 
an island as idyllic as any in the Pacific can be. 
Stunning clear waters inside a lazy breaking 
coral reef, a volcano backdrop to the north, Three 
or so villages tuck along the northern coast, 
omnipresent chw-ches of differing persuasions 
vying for the loyalties and glorious singing 

With John and his family, Hunga, Tonga, 1999. 
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voices of the villagers. As elsewhere in these so­
called backwaters of the world, young American 
Peace Corps workers offer their civilising 
services with an evangelical zealotry that would 
make the missionaries of old so very proud. Such 
is the paradox - if you're lucky enough to be 
born in paradise, there's no shortage of people 
willing to come along and save you from it. 

Anyway, a wonderful place, as I have said . . .  but 
all was not right, and a consultation with tea 
leaves and chicken entrails confirmed it was 
time for emergency action. 'How about,' I said 
tentatively, 'we give Samoa a miss, and head for 
the bright lights of Fiji instead?' 

'How far?' said she (listlessly). 

'About 550 miles into Sa vu Savu . . .  with these 
reinforced trades, we'll be there in a hurry.' 

'Oh, is that all?' said she (much brighter now). 
'A good idea let's go .... no more than three days, 
and we'll be in, won't we .. . '  

S o  we did, and we were. 
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lt really is amazing what a calming effect a 
civilising haircut, some judicious hair colouring, 
and great dollops of pampering in a beauty 
parlour can have on a woman after weeks away 
from it all. 

Get it right when the messages come, and they'll 
sail with you forever! 

* * * 

Among the many islands of the Vava'u group of 
Tonga is Hunga, where through a small gap in 
the cliffs, one can fi1.1d protected anchorage in a 
small bay. It's not one of those coral fringed 
destinations that one normally associates witl1 
the Pacific, but richly deep green hills fringed 
with palms and small fishing villages attest to a 
contented tropical lifestyle. There are no resorts 
here, thanks be to those who still manage to say 
no to such out of place abominations, but the 
churches have managed to maintain a firm grip. 
And when the hymns of the singing Wesleyans 
take on the hymns of the singing Catholics and 
the singing Mormons in fierce Sunday 
worshipful competition., the stwming music 

reverberates like no other place on earth. 
Individually the voices sound almost discordant 
and harsh: together in choir, they blend with a 
neck-tingling harmony and volume that is truly 
inspiring. You look for amplifiers, and they 
aren't there. You look for mass choirs, and there 
aren't any - just 20 women, men and children 
at the most, bellowing their hearts and faith to 
Heaven. Astonishing. An hour of this, and you 
can almost forgive the missionaries for 
everything. 

John came to our boat in a small fishing canoe, 
and invited us to church. When the service was 
over, h e  invited us to lunch, and in the custom 
of Tonga, stood aside from us with his family 
while we dined alone. That which was left was 
their Sunday dinner. Then we spent hours 
talking on worldly matters, we played with 
the children, we joked and laughed. We 
became at  one with this warm and welcoming 
family. Then, bearing small gifts, we were 
escorted down the hill to our dinghy. Please, 
would we come again for one last meal before 
leaving Tonga? 

DAYSTAR SOLAR 
Authorised dealer for Kyocera solar panels, 

Unisolar triple junction and flexible solar panels 

Wind Generators 
AirX marine wind generators 

Batteries 
AGM (absorbed gladd matt) and Gell cells 
Solar Controllers and lnvertors 
Various types available 

Tropical Ice Boxes 

62 litre tropical ice box 

5 only for only $1 99.00 (cash only) 

Other sizes available to order 

Solar Panels 
60 watt Kyocera $559.00 ea 

35 watt Kyocera $369.00 ea 

42 watt Unisolar $479.00 ea 

21 watt Unisolar $289.00 ea 

1 1  watt Unisolar flexible $285.00 ea 
Other sizes available to suit most applications 

Tropical Ice Boxes 

For where you need to keep food and 

drinks colder longer. 

• Made of tough food grade polyethylene 

• Easy to clean 

• Safety orange in colour 

• Sizes from 37 litre to 160 litre 

Unit 3 24 Byre Ave Somerton Park - ph: 8295 3882 
Open Friday 1 O - 4 Saturday 9 - 1 2.30 
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And so it was decided that we would return the 
ten miles from Neiafu on the following Monday 
if the weather permitted. Monday came - a 
wet, blustery south-easterly day of misery. The 
conditions were not so bad as to preclude some 
effort on our part, but it was unpleasant, so we 
stayed put. We knew, of course, they would 
understand. 

Three days later, we returned to Hunga, with 
small gifts of our own for the family. There was 
no one to meet us at the water's edge. There were 
no welcoming calls as we trudged up the lull to 
the family home. We were met at the door by 
John and his family, civilly, sadly, awkwardly. It 
transpired that on that previous Monday, they 
had prepared a feast for us, John had waited on 
the hill top for signs of our arrival through the 
narrow passage, joyful and proud anticipation 
giving way to increasing despondency and loss 
of face in front of his family, in front of his village. 

We had not come, we had betrayed a friendship. 
lt could never be the same again. Explanations 
were lame and w1convincing. We shook hands, 
we said awkward goodbyes with tears all round. 

Don't blame the fresh trade winds, the squally 
rain. 13lame those who never made the effort 
because they never understood the true sweet 
simple obligations of a freely-given friendship, 
Pacific-style. 

* * * 

We met her, climbing the hill into town at Nieafu, 
a forlorn weathered figure, hair stained grey by 
the years and by the constant harsh daily facials 
from sun and sea. At the age of 70-plus, she had 
just Jost her Oyster 40, had our Trish. Sunk 
somewhere between the Cooks and Tonga after 
hitting who knows what in the early evening. 

Forlorn, yes, but spirited still, and reli.sl"ling a little 
in the tale of a stormy night in a liferaft while 
heavily reefed yachts bore down for rescue. 

Trish is delightfully eccentric, a Porn whose blue 
water sailing and ocean racing credentials hold 
up with the best. We saw her several times over 
the next week or two as she sorted out life and a 
new berth to New Zealand, and we marvelled at 
her growing resolution and optimism. 

Later we learned that she had bought a new 
boat in Auckland, and the following year had 
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headed back to Tonga, and then on to the Lau 
group in eastern Fiji, where she piled the vessel 
on a reef while accompanying another vessel 
tlu-ough a poorly charted pass, and Jost the lot 
once more. 

Last year, we met again, this time in Phuket 
when she sailed in with her new boat Entheos, 
bought in New Zealand and voyaged to South 
East Asia via Australia and l3ali. Wlule Marion 
flew to London to see her parents, l helped Trish 
take Entheos down to Langkawi in Malaysia for 
a much needed refit before tackling the Red Sea 
in 2003. Alas, her lovely new sails from Phuket 
were untried and the main jammed constantly 
while trying to reef; coral build-up on the 
bottom kept maximum speed down to four 
knots; in violent thunderstorms huge volumes 
of seawater poured below because frozen 
latches stopped ports from closing; the ancient 
heat exchanger sprayed water all over the 
engine electrics like mid-summer sprinklers on 
the parched banks of the Torrens. 

Weary, washed out and a little downhearted, 
Trish drifted us engineless into the fairway to 
Rebak marina at four in the morning. There to 
low us in were our friends from Akwaaba, the 
very people who rescued Trish in the Pacific 
three years before. 

The following day, after clearing customs and 
immigration, we sat at an internet cafc. 

'Roger;' she said, 'Is Roger spelt with d in it? Tell 
me, how many years have you been sailing? 
How many sea miles do you think you've 
covered in the past few years? Would it be fair to 
describe your sailing experience as well above 
average?' 

Trish,' I asked, 'Why do you need to know these 
things?' 

'Oh, because of my age and all the troubles, my 
insurance company won't let me leave port now 
unless I have an experienced crew, and wltil 
they have given approval. I 'm sending them an 
e-mail to let them know we're off to Langkawi.' 

'Hang on,' r said. 'We're already in Langkawi.' 

'Oh yes, so we arc,' was all she said. And 
laughed and laughed as only Trish can laugh 
when the spirits arc on the rise once more. 
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* * * 

Time has dimmed most of our memories of Mr 
Dat. We can no longer conjure up images of the 
physical (other than that he was stocky and 
unusually tall for an lndonesian) but the nature 
of the man still shines through. 

A prominent businessman and community 
leade1� he was our guide in Ambon in '95, a 
wonderful ambassador for his island, who 
dedicated his day to our curiosity. He drove us 
everywhere; he took us to his village to meet his 
fami ly; and he felt for us as we trembled in the 
uncaru1y, chilling atmosphere of the Australian 
war cemetery overlooking the harbour. 

And he told us proudly how he - an lndonesian 

Christian - joined with his fellow worshippers 
to help the Muslims build their mosques, and 
how the Muslims in turn helped Christians 
renovate their churches, Jt was, he said, an island 
where religious differences actually inspired an 
exotic social mix of tranquility and hope. 

Within three years, Ambonese were dying in 
their hundreds as Christians burned mosques 

SPECIALS: 

and Muslims torched churches. The violence 
and slaughter continue to this day through the 
provinces of Moluku. 

Has Mr Dat survived all this? We hope so, but 
we doubt it. Reasoning optimists in clean white 
shirts and ties who appeal for peace and hope 
are usually the first to go. 

Anyway, if the men of hatred haven't killed him 
by now, the despair most surely has. 

* * * 

Sanook is the word for it in Thailand, a 
somewhat nebulous Buddhist endeavour to 
give and recei ve pleasure in whatever you do. Jf 
you have fun, even the most mundane of tasks 
becomes rewnrding and worthwhile. 

At the south-western end of Koh Muk (Koh 
means island) is a delightful bay with a very 
rud imentary, makeshift '.local restaurant' 
clinging to the side of a low cliff. No sides, no 
electricity. Just three courses: chicken, squid 
and/ or vegetables, laced with chilli and bedded 
on rice. 

Anti Fou l i ng That WORKS ! !  
Jotun 4Lt from Only $89. 

Wattyl HA120 long l ife tin free 4Lt $135. 

HOUSE PAINT 

� 
� 

15Lt Exterior Acrylic $69 
10Lt cei l ing paint $39 

(tell  your friends) 

cnr. West Lakes Bvd & Philips Crescent, HENDON 
Telephone 834 7 7171 www.paintsupplies.com.au 

Mention your membership for extra special prices 
SA Agents for POR-15 Anti-Corrosive Coatings 
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A five-kilo gas bottle with mantle provides the 
light, su spended from a rusty crossbeam nail. It 
really is idyll ic, with Marionette IV snug at 
anchor across the darkened bay. 

There are just three of us: Marion , Roger and the 
wiry cook, who is dressed in only shorts and a 
smile that makes up for our total lack of Thai 
and his total lack of Engl ish. 

Sanook! Fresh and fiery chillis h i t  the wok, 
spreading plll1gent cooking aromas lo attack 
the nose and throat wi t h  p,lin .irn.I p leasure, 
Sanook! Laugh t i l l  il hurls, words wi l l  on ly get 
in the way. 

Until . . .  un l'il l'lw ).\i1� hotlk'. d rops from the nail 
nnd c rn slws ln lht• concrcl'c floor, missing 
Marion by llw mcrcsl· whisker and p lu nging the 
place into shocking hl.1ckness. 

Sanook! Oul come the c;indles, oul come lhe 
meals, on goes lhc l.iughtPr again. 

ll is lime lo say goodnight. We pay for the meal, 
and head for the dinghy. The night has cost us$3 
between us for the meal, a beer and a belly full 
of laughs. That's sanook for you! 

* * * 

There is a wonderful moment in the film My Big 
Fat Greek Weddi11g when Greek mother tel ls 
Creek daughter i n  words to the effect: 'Look, 
men may be the head of the house, but never 
forget women are the neck. Whenever they 
neelt to, they can tum the head in any direction 
they want.' 

Melva, Solomons, 1997. 

It's so true, of course, For Greek read 'Italian,' 
'Jewish,' 'Australian,' 'Solomon lslands.' Yes, 
even up there in such a remote location as the 
Solomons, as so clearly exemplified by Melva 
the Matriarch o.f Marovo Lagoon. 

And so it came to pass that Chief Luten Hila 
Walts of Mbili Village, Mbili Pass, was despatched 
regularly by Melva aboard Marionette Tll's dinghy 

New Vessels on the Squadron Register 

Boogie & Blues Ross Ogilvie 

Bootlegger Brian Munden 

Farr Out Peter McNamara 

Goonadaloo John McDonald 

Jackel Dtmcan Mcl-Iale 

Kookaburra Nigel & Jaime Johnson 

Play Mate John Mate 
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I I \ 1 
to seek out regular pl entiful supplies of bananas 
so that she could make huge quantities of 
freshly baked banana cake to ensure that said 
chief's sweet tooth (nay, sickly tooth would be 
more accurate) could be satisfied. Marion's 
recipe and lessons for the cooking thereof had 
been presented to a gathering of the village 
ladies, and voted overwhelmingly as the 
ultimate weapon in maintaining control over 
their menfolk. From those lessons onwards, any 
signs of d issent from the men could easily be 
quelled (a) by the addition or subtraction of 
sugar to the recipe, or (b), in extreme cases, the 
threat of withdrawal of supply entirely. 

Melva , incidentally was big. Luten wasn't 
actual ly a small man - it's just that alongside 
her, he looked it. She was huge, a lovely, 
enormous bulk of goodwill and laughter with 
eyes that dominated from th e blackness of her 
face. Luten was chief, the head of the household, 
but in matters of control there could be no doubt 
that neck could turn that head whenever it  
wanted! Marion's banana cake just made the job 
so much easier, that's all. 

* * * 
Finding bananas for Melva often meant long 
dinghy journeys across the gigantic lagoon 
complex of islands and reefs ,  with Chief Luten 
as nav igator in the bow As long as you 
understood that when Luten pointed, it meant 
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danger in that direction and not 'Go that way,' 
progress became reasonably straightforward 
and certainly a lot safer. 

Once this gentle quiet man stopped us in the 
middle of nowhere on a reef several hundred 
metres from the nearest small island, where two 
Solomon Islanders in shorts alone were working 
in waist-deep water alongside a wooden dugout 
canoe. On their heads were masks and snorkels, 
their tools for tending small clams they were 
growing for the U.S. aquarium market. 

'You are from. Australia?' one asked, with a 
tru ly welcoming smile from a face fringed from 
the crown to the unshaven chin in crinkle-cut 
sal t and pepper stubble. 'I have been to 
Australia. I once spent twelve months fru it­
picking near a p lace called Mildura. Do you 
know it?' 

We told this man of quiet dign ity of the 
wonderful manner in which we had been 
welcomed to his country, and, half in 
trepidation, asked if Australia had been as kind 
to him? 

'Oh yes!' he said beaming. 'Wherever I went, 
people opened their hearts to me. l c:ould not 
b elieve how wonderful people c:ould be.' 

Hunting for bananas cannot come more 
uplifting than that! 
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* * * 

'Hallelujah!' cries the preacher man . 
'Hallelujah!' cry the 20-odd swaying women as 
they go d eeper and deeper into a trance. 
Wailing, crying, hands wav ing to Heaven. Eyes 
loll, feet shuffle, the intensity is too much for 
some as they crumble into the white sand 
beneath the palm shelter. 

Two men control the show. No w<l il ing or loss of 
control from them . Drums nnd voices feed the 
frenzy, then slowing drums ,1ncl soothing men's 
voices bring the wonwn b.1ck to real ity again . 
The crying d ies, tlw wailing eases to tears. 

Yes, brcthrl'n, this is religion Fiji-style, beside 
the 131uc Lngoon i n  the central Yasawa Island 
group. 1.0111' Hon/ and Brooke Shields territory 
this, a dozen cinematic, palm-fringed clichCs 
for every frame no matter what direction 
you look. 

'We hope you enjoyed our service,' say our two 
pretty Fijian hosts, proselytising far from their 
home on the much larger Fiji island of Vanua 
I .evu. IJ,1rcly 19, they are the modern face of 
l'acific missionnry activity, dedicated and 
c.rnw�t youngi-.tcr:o wi th saving souls in mind, 
Oll i� J11t'it1dt>d. 

Marion n11d l/1e missionary girls, Fiji, 1999. 
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'Fasci nating, ' says Marion dip lomatically, 'An 
amazing service.' 

I have nothing to say. I walked out on to the 
beach in disgust long before the wailing reached 
its crescendo. 

Two beautifully spoken and intelligent girls. 
Why can't they see things for what they really 
arc? Why can't they see the hand of man where 
some feel their God's hand ought to be? 

* * * 

In the world of suits and ties, Chief Emile would 
command respect. Tall, dign ified ,  eloguent , 
mu ltilingual, he is a true visionary and leader of 
his people. 

Chief Emile does not wear suit and tie. He wears 
a penis sheath, and very little else. 

Jn his village on Malekula island, near an 
exquisite, tiny sand-surrounded satellite called 
Waya where Marionette IV is at anchor, Chief 
Emile is explaining why he is turning to pre­
missionary traditions and values to strengthen 
the structures of community life. And what a 
village it is: c:lean grass huts, tended palms, 
paths of glorious croton and bougainvillea. It is 
the Pacific village of true romantic: notions 
rather than the corrugated iron reality of most 
other places. 

The chief is the French by-prodLLct of duopoly, of 
the duys when London and Paris took control of 
their lands in a joint colonisation of the New 
I lebridcs ca l led n 'condominium'. He professes 
li ttle understa11ding of English but standing in 
the nnka111nl, or male ceremonial hut where the 
men meet to drink kava and determine the 
ways, he has little difficulty persuading us of his 
plans. He is not opposed to western influence. 
T Ie understands that he cannot tum back the 
floodtide of western change, but he does feel he 
can underpin community foundations so that 
qualities and traditions do not get washed away 
when it comes . 

The conversation gets around to male 
circumcision. Yes, he explains, boys of twelve 
are taken away from the influence of their direct 
family, and under the tutelage of an uncle and in 
the seclusion of the long-house, are taught the 
facts of life and are prepared for the 
responsibilities of manhood. This culminates in 
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circumcision, a practice that had been 
suppressed under the influence of missionaries. 

Alas, he explains, with so few boys in the village 
sometimes they have to combine intakes over a 
few years. 

'Oh,' says our ever inquisitive Marion as her 
scientific trai.ning moves curiosity into top gear, 
'Surely that means some boys will be quite old 
before they become initiated, producing 
potential conflicts of seniority?' 

'Yes,' says Chief Emile. 'It is inevitable. Sometimes 
boys are fifteen before they arc circumcised. 

'Oh,' says Marion again, 'Is fifteen the cut-off 
point then?' 

And then she and we realise what she has said. 

Three US Peace Corps workers who are with us 
stand po-faced in shock and self-righteous 
horror at this 'gaffe' in the sacred 11akarnal. 

Not so Chief Emile. He bursts out laugh ing, 
with absolute and genuine delight, which really 

indicates a pretty good feeling for nuances by 
one who professes little understanding of the 
English language, now doesn't it? 

* * * 
Lovely Butu, her husband Waya11 and their two 
young children arc Hindus, who live in the 
predominantly Muslim city of Singaradja on the 
northern beaches of Bali. 

We met Wayan in 2001 while swimming off the 
tourist strip of Lovinia. He was doing just what 
we i\ustralians love to do when the heat takes 
over: head to the beach with the children. He 
brought Butu to the boat next day to meet us, 
and then took us to their house for lunch. The 
house is filled with flowers, books and love. It is 
not unlike our memories of middle-class mid-
60s i\ustralian living - comfortable, spacious 
but not yet so cl inically overwhelmed by 
computers and electronic gadgetry that one 
tends to forget i ts nurturing purpose. 

Butu is elegantly beautiful, inhib ited a bit by the 
shyness that comes from lack of English in ow· 

• Maurice Drent Boating Services (SA) 
Y A C H T  A N D  
• Available 7 Days a Week 

• Professional Sales and Marketing 
• Colour Brochures for Eve1y Boat 

• No Restrictiye Exclusive Listings 
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• Advertising in Tracie-A-Boat 
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Roger wit Ii Wayan n11d Butu, Bali, 2001. 

company, but not so much that she cannot find 
lhl' tinw lo :-;l ip out and buy us a little gift to 
rl'mt·111lwr Lht•111 by. 

Wll1•11 WI' l'l ' l l l l'1H'd home i n  1'1tc November, 
'.2(]();21 lh1111• W1lH ii dL•cply movinf1, lt•llt•r from 
W11y1111, olN� 11111 1111 lwh1tlf nf tlw 1woplp or n,1 li for 
fori;lv1•1 11·�" 1 11 1 1 1 1  1 1� 1 1 1 1 t l  A uHl11ill1 1  lor llw 
11tnK1l l1·� 1111d iil'11111ll) 1 1 1  llw l<ut.1 hom\11111-1 

/\LlL1,1l ly, 1 111•11• w1•11• lwo ll'll1·r�. I lw l l iHl l1•nr 
Hj)Jlll'l'l'll t•IJi 1 1 1  l\'1lH 11h1lllllt 111l'li. 111111 IJ1l' Hl'n>11d 
NlOt'IC'd .111d l l 1 tlHl11•tl l i lt• 111•\l 1hw; t 1 1l'l1 both 
Wl'rt' j111Hlt•tl l l ll\1 ° 1 1 1 1 • 1  1 1 1 \VWll\ 

We wmt1· h111h, 111 1 1 1111 •l' , t1•Mt1 1 lnl\ him th,11 lhc 
1woplt• of /\11Ml1.1l111 did 11111 hl111111• llH' 1wopll' of 

Member Matters 

Susan Sifkus 

Bali, that they knew how much suffering and 
devastation bis island bad gone through as the 
result of those who are motivated by unreasoning 
hatred, that we all know how much the Balinese 
elevate the sanctity of life by deed and example. 

Words, just words! Trite ru1d unconvincing. 

You sec, Wayan is an anaesthetist at Singaradja 
I lospil.1 1 .  Whal word� of comfort can you send 
to .i in.in who l1'1s just spent countless, hopeless 
unpold hou rs sifting through the human 
wreckage of hale, nnd who then comes home 
t•xhnu:-;11.•d Lo wri te <t letter of forgiveness where 
Hie tears may wash away the ink, but can never 
wash away the anguish and the horror of it all? 

w 

Members, please note if your con I a cl dl'1,1ils (odd rcss, telephone, email or fax) change, could you 
please advise the RSAYS Office. I f  you wish olhcr Members to know of your updated contact 
details, they can be published in Sq11ntlro11 Q111111erly. 

Change of Email Address: Barry Allison - alliprod@senet.com.au 

Regarding Club Nights, could Members please book, by contacting Ted Sanderson on 
0419 856 301. 
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