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Dedication

The detours in this journey have often led to “portals of discovery”.
This journey has been made worthwhile by a great collection of

fellow travellers and I thank them for their patience, understanding and,
most of all, their friendship  This book is dedicated to each of them.

Many of these friends have become leaders in their fields and have
managed to fully integrate their ethics throughout their business, per-
sonal and family lives.

I hope they don’t mind me giving them a mention as I skip through
so many Heroic Misadventures.

____________________________________

Transferring one’s thoughts to paper
is like standing naked and alone.

Not a comfortable feeling
allowing others to enter your zone.

I’ve been asked to commit them to paper
including my failures and sins.

I’d rather they fill this slim volume
than top-up some local trash bins.

So here we go my friends and I
with prejudices cast aside.

Open up these private doors
Welcome—to you—come inside ...
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Also from Ron Manners:

So I Headed West—W.G. Manners.  Ballarat to Broken Hill, to Kanowna,
to Kalgoorlie.  “When miners were heroes” 1863–1924.

Kanowna’s Barrowman—James Balzano.  The early history of Kalgo-
orlie Goldrushes—(with George Compton).

Never A Dull Moment.  Kalgoorlie’s golden years through to the seven-
ties, including life in the World War I trenches—(with Charles &
Nancy Manners).

All available through:
www.mannwest.com

No pessimist ever discovered the secret of the stars or sailed an
uncharted land, or opened a new doorway for the human spirit.

Helen Keller (1880–1968)

Success is the ability to go from one failure to another with no loss
of enthusiasm.

Sir Winston Churchill (1874–1965)

Many of life’s failures are people who did not realize how close they
were to success when they gave up.

Thomas A. Edison (1847–1892)
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Foreword

Entertaining all the way .........
In his book, economist William Easterly contrasts “planners” with
“searchers.”  Each planner has Big Plans — a  detailed blueprint for
achieving in one fell swoop fundamental, large-scale, magnificent change
through top-down direction.  In contrast, each searcher wisely realizes
that Big Plans are hopeless (and fraught with danger).  A searcher might
desire fundamental, large-scale change as sincerely as any planner does,
but the searcher is practical; he judges courses of action not by how fine
they sound to romantic ears but rather by their practicability.

Ron Manners is a searcher.  He aims to achieve that which is within
his reach.

Having been exposed to what he sees as the obvious benefits of
individual liberty and personal responsibility, he is keen to share these
ideas with others, on a non-intrusive basis.  He has had some good eco-
nomic teachers, some of the best, but he knows that no Grand Plan will
overcome the present inertia so that he achieves his goal step by step, by
talking to friends and acquaintances and writing lots of stuff that pops
out all over the place.

Ron also possesses two other qualities of the searcher.
First, the searcher understands how to formulate achievable goals

so that, once achieved, each one serves as a stepping stone toward the
ultimate goal.  We might call this “the searcher’s vision”.  Anyone can
easily envision his own version of the good society.  But many people
let their vision of the ultimate goal turn them into planners longing for a
Powerful Authority to implement and enforce the vision.

Superimposed over these qualities, Ron has lived, and is still living,
a remarkable life and to many of us who meet him at economic confer-
ences around the world, this book will come as something of a surprise,
but consistent with his application of principles, and equally important
to all of the above, this book is entertaining all the way.

Donald J Boudreaux
Prof. of Economics at George Mason University in Fairfax, Virginia, USA
President of the Foundation for Economic Education (Inc.), 1997-2001
Author of Globalization (Greenwood Press, 2007)
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The Cover Photo

Photo taken of the author by Gavin L. Bunning on July 11 2000 during
a visit to Lake Eyre, inland South Australia.

Lake Eyre National Park covers an area of 8,430 square kilome-
tres.  It has filled, or had water in it, a number of times in the twentieth
century, including 1956, 1971, 1974, 1976, 1989 and 1997.  The most
extensive flooding occurred in 1974 when the lake filled to capacity
with up to 34 cubic kilometres of water.

The main river systems which feed Lake Eyre include the inland
river systems of the Diamantina/Warburton, the Thomson/Barcoo and
Cooper, the Georgina/Eyre Creek, the Peake, Neales, Macumba and
Hamilton Rivers.

It is a remarkable river system that runs inland, rather than discharg-
ing to an ocean.

Widespread rains had fallen across the outback during February and
April 2000.  These rains brought about a prolific resurgence of activity
and breeding of bird, animal, aquatic and plant life in the South Austral-
ian outback.  These rains covered extensive areas of outback Australia
and flooded a number of inland rivers.  Lake Eyre had increased to
approximately 75 per cent coverage at the time the photo was taken.
Water from the Warburton River was still flowing into the lake.

For more information on Lake Eyre and its access from Australia’s
Outback Highway, click on the 11.2MB file at .....

 http://www.mannkal.org/downloads/submissions/sub20000701.pdf
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Introduction

 This book, Heroic Misadventures, after a very brief step backwards in
time, moves quickly into the era covering 1970 through to 2009, an era
in which I am an enthusiastic participant.

I’m not sure if I took this journey or the journey took me.  It’s all
about change and the response to change.

Life is all about choices and discovery, and discovery is often about
making mistakes.

‘Change is the essence of life. Be willing to surrender what you are
for what you could become.’ —Anon

Samuel Crothers put it well when he said:
Try as hard as we may for perfection, the net result of our la-
bours is an amazing variety of imperfectness.  We are surprised
at our own versatility in being able to fail in so many different
ways.

On reflection, having a few failures under the belt is never terminal;
it simply prepares us for subsequent successes.

Throughout this book, I mention from time to time what I should
have learnt from each experience.

Sometimes I feel that I’ve attended so many of “life’s lessons” that
I wonder what significant future challenges I’ve now prepared myself
for.

Feeling fortunate to have been a participant in the past 40 tumultu-
ous years, I’m now optimistic about the future.

Meanwhile, please enjoy these Heroic Misadventures.  This book is
simply a collection of self contained adventures (sample them in which-
ever order you choose, some you will enjoy more than others, depend-
ing on your interests), as we skip through the changing attitudes, poli-
tics and culture of the past 40 years, with our eyes firmly fixed on the
future.

Ron Manners
November 2009
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Heroic Misadventures is the fourth book in this “series”.
The first, So I Headed West(1) covered the Manners’ 1853 transition

from Scotland to the Eureka stockade, and then the Ballarat, Broken
Hill, Kanowna and Kalgoorlie sequence which gave the book its title.
It concluded with the death of my grandfather, W.G. Manners, in 1924.

The second book, Kanowna’s Barrowman—James Balzano(2)

brought to life the wheelbarrow travels of this old friend of my father,
Chas Manners.  My colleague George Compton and I felt that Balzano’s
original chronicles of the early Goldfields “diggings” were worth shar-
ing with subsequent generations of Australians.

The third, Never A Dull Moment(3), combined my mother’s “Life on
the Leases” stories of outback hardships, and my father’s meticulous
diary of his World War I experiences in the trenches of the Western
Front, with the book concluding with my own collection of word pic-
tures, events and characters through to the late 1960s,  just before the
significant iron ore, nickel and alumina discoveries dramatically changed
the dynamics, the people, the politics and our way of life in Western
Australia.

ENDNOTES:

1. Book details on page 391

2. Book details on page 389

3. Book details on page 388
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Australia: Four Decades – Full Circle
Travelling along with me on the journey outlined in this book, was this
great country we call Australia.

As this book developed, it became clear to me that human action by
Australians, in response to good and bad political policies, has created
an interesting case study.

Australia entered the 1970s with a sense of adventure, fresh from a
resource boom, nickel and iron ore, with a sense of exuberance.  Our
spirits were completely flattened in the 70s as we were firstly
Whitlamized(1) and subsequently Fraserized,(2) so looking back on the
70s I regard it as a lost decade.(3)

Surprisingly we were rescued by the Hawke(4) / Keating(4) / Howard(4)

eras when policies meticulously devised by a small and ignored group
within the Fraser Government, called the ‘Dries’(5) were picked up by
the newly elected Hawke Government. We then saw a remarkable re-
surgence of the nation as a result of deregulatory reforms being enacted.

These gains are possibly being squandered as we reach the end of
the first decade of Century 21. (This theme covered in later chapters.)

Australia may change, for better or for worse, from time to time, we
understand this, but many Australians are now looking on with alarm as
future generations are being plundered and burdened with debt.

The ‘Dries’ were inspired by a remarkable individual called
C.R. “Bert” Kelly.(6)

Where is the modern day group of ‘Dries’ who are developing poli-
cies that may be found useful by future governments?  Politicians will
again grasp the concept that a productive population with incentives to
produce, can really stimulate the economy in a far more sustainable
fashion than loading more layers of debt and tax onto an increasingly
cynical band of Australian voters and taxpayers.

Who can they look to for leadership?
_____________________________________

1. Gough Whitlam, Prime Minister, December 5, 1972–November 11, 1975.

2. Malcolm Fraser, Prime Minister, November 11, 1975–March 11, 1983.

3. The ASX All Ordinaries Index was 408 in June, 1970 and at 410, virtually the same, in 1979.

4. Bob Hawke, PM, March 11, 1983–December 20, 1991; Paul Keating, PM, December 20, 1991–

March 11, 1996; John Howard, PM, March 11, 1996–December 3, 2007.

5. John Hyde’s book ‘Dry’: In Defence of Economic Freedom http://www.mannkal.org/bookshop.php

6. Refer Bert Kelly, Appendix www.heroicmisadventures.com

ENDNOTES:
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The Author, 2004 - photo, courtesy of W.A. Business News, when they
invited me to speak to an audience of 570 at Perth’s Hyatt Regency on
October 6, 2004.  The following chapter is based on those comments.
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The Adventure Begins
Although I have been chairman of several very public companies, my
private corporate entitites—Mannwest Group and the Mannkal Eco-
nomic Education Foundation — are very private, so talking about my-
self at any length is a little uncomfortable for me.

Any modest success that I’ve been fortunate to enjoy has come
about through my contacts with a remarkable bunch of people who
have travelled with me on so many journeys.

Even more important have been the ideas that have influenced
me, and I hope I can illustrate how highly I value the input and support
of those people and their ideas.

Let’s start at the very beginning!
My first business venture was as a ten-year-old paper boy, selling

the Daily News, after school each day.
Like so many Kalgoorlie kids, I was desperate to gain my finan-

cial independence and have a bit of fun too.
I shall offer only three memories of this career:
The first was, going home late one bleak winter’s night, some lit-

tle old lady, feeling sorry for me, invited me in and fed me.
She probably picked me as a homeless orphan. Easy to do, as no-

body in Kalgoorlie had any money in those days and we all looked
like orphans.

Unremarkable, but I can still remember having difficulty eating
my second meal when I eventually got home.

The second, on another occasion, was when some guy approached
me and asked me where the brothels were.

I had no idea of what a brothel was (remember I was only ten), so
he started gesticulating with his hands and fingers, making like a pup-
pet show.
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“Oh”, I said, “you mean the ‘knockers’—first turn to your left and
four blocks down, you can’t miss them.”

The third incident was when I was again approached by a seedy
looking guy in front of the Mount Lyall Hotel.

He asked me if I would come down the back lane with him for a
while.

“Well,” I said, “You’ll have to buy all my newspapers.” (I had a
great armful of Daily News.)

To my surprise he said, “yes”. Then he gave me all this money and
he took all my newspapers.

Well, I looked at him and he looked at me and that’s when I started
running. (Down the back lane of course, because that was “the deal”.)

About one block later, I could still hear him huffing and puffing
behind me, so I took a look over my shoulder and you know what?  He
still had all those newspapers in his arms so I knew that I would even-
tually out-run him!

I’ve often wondered what he ever did with all those newspapers.
My next venture was selling “crystal sets”.
For those of you who don’t know what a crystal set is, back in

those (pre-transistor) days kids used to make a very rudimentary radio
consisting of a germanium crystal with a fine steel wire, that we called
a ‘cat’s whisker’, connected by copper wires to a variable condenser,
which enabled you to tune into the various radio stations.

There was no battery in these things, but you could listen to the
radio through a set of headphones.

They didn’t cost much to make but you could mount all the bits
and pieces on a nice polished aluminium base and sell them for £5.

So without my parents’ knowledge, I stuck a sign up beside the
front gate saying “chrystal sets for sale”. (Spelt C-H-R-Y-S-T-A-L.)
Ten minutes later my first customer knocked on the door. A lady asked
my mother if she could speak to the person selling crystal sets. I went
to receive my first order and she said to me, “Young man, you don’t
know how to spell crystal, that should be C-R-Y-S-T-A-L.”

I soon graduated to ‘one valve’ radio sets. These were complete
with a battery and a small speaker. Again, that market didn’t take long
to fill.
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I had a go at playing the trumpet and used to practise vigorously.
One day, a guy knocked on the door with a £5 note in his hand. He

explained that he was trying to sell his house next door and that if I
promised not to play for a month, he’d give me the £5.

That was much better than making crystal sets!
Perhaps it was all this musical inspiration that led me, several years

later, to bring to Kalgoorlie the City’s very first juke box.
This great mechanical monster played 80 of those 45 rpm discs

with the big hole in the centre. The Everly Brothers were at their peak
in 1959, and the young teens only wanted to hear the Everly Brothers
and, in particular, their song “All I Have to Do is Dream”.

That’s when I stumbled across what I can now identify as the Bill
Gates Business Model.

I couldn’t understand what was going on for a while because I was
clearing more money out of that juke box than there were hours in the
day to play that number of records.

Then it clicked. When you walk into the Peter Pan Milk Bar and
put your shilling in to play that particular Everly Brothers’ track, you
go over and have yourself a drink in the corner, then somebody else
comes along and sticks their shilling in (they might choose the same
record as you). Then somebody else comes in …. Same again, and
they go for the Everly Brothers again. Eventually, when the track comes
up, everybody in the room is happy because they’ve had their shil-
ling’s worth. But irrespective of how many people have put their shil-
ling in, it only plays once.

I call that the Bill Gates model because, when he sells software
over the Internet, he starts with one in stock, sells a lot through the day
and  ends up with one in stock, after thousands of stock turns per day.
It beats the hell out of the old conventional model where you only turn
your stock over four or five times a year.

The Long Business Journey
Life’s business journey is all about pointers and deciding on those you
absorb for future use.

In this way my life has been delightfully messy because although I
may not have always gone where I intended to go, I’m certainly end-
ing up where I intended to be.
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In telling this story it’s important that I nominate the person who
influenced me the most, so I’ll tell you about a fellow called Leonard
E. Read.

Then we can follow on with several incidents from some very un-
structured business training, leading into the Australian Nickel boom
of the late ’60s and early ’70s and how that changed so much, so quickly.

If this coverage is too brief to do full justice to these interesting
years, there are more details in later chapters.

There, we deal with how things got really messy, and then how
they are now getting back on track.

Take me to your leader
In my personal view, “leaders” are people who influence others to the
point of making a change in their life or behaviour patterns.

 It’s a useful experiment, sorting through the people for inclusion
in that category. There are literally hundreds of people from whom I
have learnt something, but very few who have actually modified or
shaped my behaviour or thinking.

So few in fact, that I could count them on my fingers. It goes be-
yond the natural influence of one’s parents, to whom I’m eternally
grateful, or one’s environment or events.

Perhaps the one person who influenced me the most was Leonard
E. Read.(1)

Through my involvement with Read, many years later, I became a
representative for the Foundation for Economic Education in Australia
which, in turn, led to the establishment of my own Mannkal Economic
Education Foundation (www.mannkal.org).

One day, in 1982, Leonard “sprang it on me” to give a lunchtime
talk to a group of his associates in New York, to explain how I first
became involved with his Foundation in 1952.

To me it seemed simple enough, but they were fascinated to hear
how a 16-year-old, working after school in his father’s mining engi-
neering supply business, used to open big pine cases of Timken roller-
bearings that we imported from Canton, Ohio, USA.

The packing in the boxes included coloured comic-strips (our Aus-
tralian comic-strips in the ’50s were all black-and-white) together with



9

Leonard E. Read in his
Foundation for Eco-
nomic Education
(FEE) office, explains
some of the finer points
of the free market to his
Australian colleague,
Ron Manners, New
York, 1982.

FEE’s monthly magazine
‘The Freeman’ has al-
ways had a wide circle of
readers
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crumpled literature from the Foundation for Economic Education.
Timken had been a supporter of the Foundation and I can still remem-
ber the circulation list affixed to the front of the papers bearing all
their senior staff’s initials and then directing its way down to the pack-
ing department.

This crumpled wisdom covered topics such as business ethics, the
moral foundations for capitalism, the concepts of limited government
and increased individual responsibility.

(As an aside I should say that I enjoyed the message so much that
I used some of it several years later when I was the Editor of the Kal-
goorlie School of Mines magazine, and did that bring the house down!
Kalgoorlie was pretty much a union-based town in those days and
wasn’t quite ready for this kind of wisdom.)

But back to my teenage education: I felt this Foundation was on
the right track, but I needed a little more information so that I could
defend myself and these views. So I wrote to them explaining I was
having a bit of trouble.  They responded with helpful material and a
regular copy of their monthly magazine The Freeman.

Several times over the following years I wrote material and sub-
mitted it for publication in their Freeman magazine.

They never published anything of mine, but one day I received a
letter from their President, Leonard E. Read, explaining why.

He politely explained that I might have been a little too pushy and,
in his own quiet words, “You only have a licence to change yourself,
not others. All you can do is to bring an idea to the threshold of some-
one’s consciousness, and then it is up to them to accept it or reject that
idea after due consideration. If they then accept that idea, it will be
with them for life”.

On another occasion he explained, again in his own words:
“As one acquires an awareness of how little one knows, humility re-
places arrogance; this tends to improve a person’s nature and sense of
humor.”

Not earth-shattering stuff, but I got the message. I have never for-
gotten his quiet reasoning and it has certainly modified my own ap-
proach.
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It has also helped my strike rate for having articles published all
over the globe, even at Buckingham Palace.(2)

So what did Leonard do to make him a “leader” for me?
He simply took the time to write me a letter.
As it has been said, the great dividing line between success and

failure can be expressed in five words: “I did not have time”. But in
Read’s case he did take the time, and this is probably why I now reply
to far more letters than I really need to.

Read’s colleagues enjoyed my story of “opening up old boxes”
and they were encouraged that their material, after doing the rounds of
all the executives at that great manufacturing enterprise, then being
reduced to “packing”, could later be recycled on the other side of the
world. It proved to them that their ‘ideas had consequences’. More
consequences for me I suspect, than for them.

In this investigation of what type of leaders I admire, high on the
list are those who have managed to fully integrate their ethics through-
out their business, personal and family lives.

Living by a double standard only brings people undone, as we
have witnessed with the crop of failed politicians and businessmen of
recent times.

Becoming an Electrical Engineer
I was actually keen to do geology at the Kalgoorlie School of Mines as
my mother had studied geology there (I found out later that she was
the school’s first female geology student). Like most Kalgoorlie homes,
ours was littered with rocks.  People were always bringing in samples
and explaining how they had discovered the next Golden Mile.

However, the Director of the School of Mines talked me out of
geology because the view at that time was there was not much of a
future for mining.

He was nearly correct for the next decade.
You need to realise that in the late ’50s, in our part of the world,

there was no iron-ore or nickel mining and gold mining was stuck
with a government-fixed price of US$35 per ounce which was throt-
tling the industry to death. So I became an electrical engineer.(4)
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At least that was useful, as our family business, W.G. Manners &
Co., was busy converting all the steam driven winders to electricity.
Same headframe and mechanical drums, but replacing the steam com-
ponents with electric, complete with some quite sophisticated (for the
time), over-speed and over-wind protective controls.

By the time we converted all these, the mine operators started clos-
ing them down, one by one, and many were shipped off overseas, as
Kalgoorlie was then suffering advanced “death-rattles”.

That was about the time my father had a serious heart attack which
put him out of action for many years.

Formal Business Training
The State Manager of Noyes Brothers-Crompton Parkinson (electri-
cal engineers) was in Kalgoorlie on the day my father had this heart
attack and, alongside Dad’s hospital bed, Syd Webster said, “Charlie,
you have no-one to run your business, your boy hasn’t got a clue, so if
you hire a professional manager, we will take Ron off your hands for a
year and give him back to you with at least a fighting chance”.

That was to prove an interesting year in Perth, Melbourne and
Sydney. Their idea of formal business training was for me to do all the
senior departmental heads’ jobs while  they took turns having holi-
days.

What a year! I became an instant expert on Industrial Lighting,
Master-Key Systems, Commercial Cooking Equipment, electric mo-
tors, conrols and switchgear, non-ferrous metals and bulk material
handling equipment.  Looking back, now 50 years later, I feel that this
was one of the luckiest breaks I ever had in my life, to have a whole
year doing the jobs of all those Department Heads.

All was going smoothly until, one day, I was called into Mr
Webster’s office where he announced that he was sending me on a
diplomatic mission for the company, and that it was important I present
myself positively and overcome my natural tendency to be shy. So that
I would look the part and not disgrace the firm, he insisted I take a trip
into the city and “get a hat”.

At age 18 I had never been a “hat person” but, feeling a great deal
was expected of me, I made the purchase and received instructions
from the “gentlemen’s outfitters” on just how to wear a hat and when
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to take it off, and importantly the part it plays in making a statement
that you are, in fact, on a very important mission(3).

 With hat in hand I presented myself back at Mr Webster’s office,
where he briefed me on this new challenge.

He said that the firm had been fortunate in being appointed State
Distributors for a new product made by Lee-Acme, and there was a
great need for this item in every one of Perth’s important buildings.

This was to bring me in contact with every big company in Perth’s
Central Business District. He explained that, in years to come, I would
remember how I played a major part in solving their problems.

I could see he had a technical file which he was about to present to
me.  He certainly had a wonderful way of preparing my appetite for
the challenge.

He then outlined the plan of attack. I was to go to the Head Office
of each of the companies he had listed and ask to see the head girl.

For the first time I “smelt a rat”.
“What is the product we are selling?” I asked.
He replied, “They are Lee-Acme Sanitary Incinerators”. (Later I

found out that in the “trade” they were given a far more colourful
name, which in print must remain unmentioned).

Now, please bear in mind this was in the days before disposable
plastic bags and that, without proper disposal facilities, ladies were
prone to dispose of their unmentionables by flushing them down the
toilet, which in turn created huge plumbing problems, huge plumbing
bills and general pandemonium.

Well, on receiving this news, I just about shrank through the floor,
but I did have the presence of mind to ask him, “Why the hat?”.

He explained that if I got too embarrassed, I could just pull the hat
down over my face.

Well, the best bit of advice I could give anyone who is shy, with a
tendency to stutter and totally lacking in self-confidence, would be to
get a job selling Lee-Acme Sanitary Incinerators.

I ended up in more ladies toilets in Perth than I care to remember.
I measured up for and supervised the installation of more of these

units than the company ever thought possible.
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There was a huge demand for them, and most of them managed to
pay for themselves, through reduced plumbing costs, within the first
week.(4)

I  later learned that the firm had been sitting on this agency for
three years and no-one would get involved with it. In that sense I was
set up, albeit in a rather good-natured way.

Strangely enough, Syd Webster and I remained very good friends,
and some 35 years later he again visited Kalgoorlie as a shareholder of
a public mining company of which I was Chairman. So in a way he
was still my employer. Again, another lasting friendship.

Booms & Busts
Now, let’s cover the fifty years between my year of “formal business
training” and today, with a series of word pictures.
• We skip through some dismal years of business survival in West-

ern Australia from about 1960, including some monumental po-
litical bungling called the “credit squeeze”(5) that closed down thou-
sands of Australian companies. That’s when I started my hobby of
collecting examples of “perverse consequences” or “how govern-
ment always achieves the opposite of their stated intent”.

• During these years, our family company survived and then re-
sponded enthusiastically to the new opportunities that flowed to
the region when Western Mining Corporation’s (WMC’s) nickel
discovery at Kambalda marked the end of what you could call “a
long bleak drought”.

• The nickel boom started slowly at first, but WMC were able to get
the Kambalda mine operating from drilling to mining in nine
months.  More specifically, Sir Arvi Parbo(6) told me recently that
the first drill hole was sunk on January 28, 1966 and about 19
months later they had the grand opening on September 15, 1967
when they had completed the milling concentrating facilities. Not
only had they built the township by then, but they had already
been producing nickel concentrates for three months.
This is a tribute not only to the company, but to the lack of

beauracratic impediments at that time.
Today, with the acceptance of the bizarre notion that everyone else

has more control over a mining property than the mining title owner, it



15

could take up to five years to get the operation up and running, if it
ever got up at all.

By 1969 the Nickel boom(7) was in full swing. The intense explo-
ration around the Kalgoorlie region involved over 350 Australian and
international companies.

There were more geologists in Kalgoorlie than in any other city in
the world (strangely enough, the second highest concentration of ge-
ologists was in New York City).

Our own family company’s staff increased from four to 48, and of
course we moved into much larger, brand new premises—as everyone
did—thinking that this “boom” would go on forever.

I was flying around the world, signing up new agencies for the
latest and greatest mining equipment.  We were sending mechanics to
be trained in Sweden, etc—and that’s about when everything stopped
dead.

WMC had got up and running, mainly because they had moved
quickly and, more importantly, because they raised the money through
share issues.

Poseidon, the second-largest nickel mining company, failed mainly
because although they got up and running, they did so on borrowed
money.

Of the 350 companies that were actually seeking nickel around
Kalgoorlie, quite a few actually found nickel, but how many actually
made a profit from mining nickel?

Two! WMC and Metals Exploration.
Retrenchments were common-place around Kalgoorlie as compa-

nies departed almost on a weekly basis.
Our family company was over-staffed and was similarly affected.

Eventually we moved out of our brand new building and then oper-
ated from our home for quite a few years—but we did survive through
all this.

The Tax Man Cometh
During all this activity I was also an active prospector, and a problem
emerged when many such bona fide prospectors(8) received  income
tax assessments that seemed like a bad dream.
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The lovely lads at the tax department assessed me on some vendor
shares in a company called Westralian Nickel, assessed at the price of
$8.50 per share, which they were on June 30, the previous year. The
only problem was I couldn’t sell them as they were escrowed Vendor
Shares (which I subsequently sold for 15 cents each).

A fat file of correspondence developed between me and the Tax
Department.  They were actually charging me 10 per cent interest on
this fictitious “big number” which they debited against my account.

I busied myself by writing them poems and letters,(9) ridiculing
their calculations.

All I got back was a letter saying they had decided to increase the
interest rate from 10 per cent to 20 per cent.

Of course, I told them that this was irrelevant because 20 per cent
of nothing is still zero.

But when you can’t reason with people, it’s best to just walk away.
So that’s what I did.

Our business was actually running well, with good people that I
could communicate with from a distance, and our Esperance farm had
good management.(10)  So, for the next seven years or so, I was pretty
much on the run, involved in a series of what I’d call Heroic
Misadventures such as:

• Looking for nickel in Indonesia.
• Running a hotel in Bali.(11)

• The South Pacific RockCruise(12)___ organizing a “Rock Cruise”,
a 1,600-berth ocean liner to tour the South Pacific with a bunch of
Australian rock bands (Renée Geyer, Skyhooks, AC/DC, etc.).  This
venture may have succeeded had it not been for the combination of a
Postal Union strike, an Airline Union strike and the NSW Coal Min-
ing Union strike.

• Working through the Chambers of Commerce.   Through this
work, many of Western Australia’s archaic and oppressive transport
laws were repealed.(13)

• Joining a start-up group of 10 individuals to form our own po-
litical party in Australia. We may not have been politically successful,
but we influenced a lot of important outcomes.(14)

• A Merchant Banking Career.(15) Working for a rapidly expand-
ing merchant bank by the name of Nugan Hand. This was an exciting
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adventure. It was like a huge “laundry”. Please understand that Aus-
tralia was in such a political mess in the 1970s and Prime Minister
Gough Whitlam’s policies were driving businessmen out of Australia.
It was common to see a sign on office walls saying:

 “Will the last businessman leaving Australia,
please turn off  the lights.”

As these business people were leaving, they needed to take some
of their own money with them, so these draconian government poli-
cies gave birth to a flourishing “money laundering” business.  This
worked well for a time until the boss, Frank Nugan, was murdered on
Australia Day in1980.(16)

Time to Come Home
Well, after a few years of this high adventure, it was time to come
home.  So, I wrote a polite letter to the Taxation Department explain-
ing that their “big squeeze” had extracted no blood and suggested that
if they tore up my tax file I would re-join the persecuted and oppressed
band of Aussie taxpayers.

They quickly agreed, and I’ve been a very reluctant tax-slave ever
since.

ODE (OWED?) TO THOSE LOVELY
FELLOWS OF THE TAX DEPARTMENT
Their little souls wish you to be unhappy.

It aggravates them to have you,
Vigorous, efficient and free!
They like to feel that fate,

Is disciplining you.
It gives their egos wings,

If yours are clipped.
You can ruin your life in an hour,

By listening to their puerile opinions.
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Rehabilitating Ron
There were two reasons why I decided to rejoin conventional society.
The first was my four children said that they were embarrassed at school
when all the other children were able to answer the question of what
their father did. (The Rotary Club allocated me the profession/classi-
fication of “wandering minstrel”.)

The second was that there were signs of a stirring in the gold
industry after so many years of paralysis, and I felt I should be part of
this stirring.

Our family company had soldiered on bravely during all my
“misadventures”.

Since we had Volvo (trained in Sweden) mechanics for the big
Kiruna underground diesel trucks, we were approached by Volvo Truck
and Volvo Car to see if we would handle their products. So for seven
years we were also Volvo distributors, until the Liberal State Govern-
ment put us out of that business. Why? Because we wouldn’t join the
“protection racket” they were operating, called the Motor Vehicle Deal-
ers Licensing Board.(17)

The Minister for so-called Consumer Protection, Ray O’Connor,
took us to court for being the State’s leading independent unlicensed
car dealer.

We asked the well-known Labor lawyer, Julian Grill, to defend us,
and he had me explain to the magistrate how proud I was of not
requiring government protection against competition and how we were
successful because of continuing support from our clients. The
magistrate asked if there were any victims, i.e., disadvantaged clients.

When it was clear that the answer was ‘no’, he threw the case out.
Interestingly enough, a few years later, our persecutor and

subsequent State Premier, Ray O’Connor, had a few problems of his
own.

Having cleared the deck of this minor irritation, we expanded our
family companies into the gold prospecting business.  This led to a
series of joint-ventures with major companies, where they earned
interests in our mining properties by following up our first-pass
prospecting work and continuing with exploration.

This also led to a series of public company board appointments for
me.



19



20

Reflective Notes @ Oct. 2009
     Further harassment continued
in the State Government’s at-
tempts to have me pay their “pro-
tection money” (to protect me
from competition).
     Shortly after ultimately being
“put out of this business” I re-
ceived a phone call from the
same State Government inviting
me to become a director of their
“Small Business Advisory Serv-
ice Limited. ..... See Appendix
.....
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Well, I was thoroughly enjoying this renewed interest in gold and
building up a few mining assets when, one day in 1982, Keith Parry(18)

(a former School of Mines student with me who later became a Direc-
tor of Western Mining Corp (WMC) and Chairman of Central Norse-
man Gold Corp.) walked into my office in Brookman Street, Kalgoor-
lie, with a book in his hand and said, “Ron, I owe you a book, so please
have this one. Do you mind me telling you why I am giving you this
book?”

Naturally I was curious, so I let Keith continue to explain how he
had been worrying about the way I had been developing exploration
properties over the years and joint-venturing them out to the larger
companies.

In the long-run, he explained, that approach was not good value as
larger companies were very inefficient with any early-stage explora-
tion. He said to me, “You will get more ‘bang for your buck’ if you do
the exploration yourself.”

“This book,” he continued, “will hopefully stimulate you to gather
a key team of people around you and float a company to take care of
the exploration yourselves.”

“The mining equipment supply company that you have been run-
ning for so long has got something that some of the larger companies
lack—you guys will go beyond the call of normal duty to keep our
WMC operations going. I have watched the way you ‘borrow’ compo-
nents off some of your new drill jumbos and other mining equipment
to keep our equipment running, because you are aware that downtime
costs us around $250,000 per hour. The larger companies we deal with
often spend all their time seeking permission from head office before
they make any move at all.”

“If you can apply that sort of fast decision-making to your explo-
ration, then you will succeed. WMC used to be like that, but we are
‘losing the plot’ the larger we get.”

The book Keith gave me, The Hunters by John Masters, is de-
scribed on the cover as “the intimate personal record of the building of
a uniquely successful Canadian oil exploration company … by the
President of Canadian Hunter Exploration.”
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The book was a real “ball grabber” of how Masters, his colleague
Jim Gray, and two geologists left the safety and expertise of a large
company to enter the realm of exploration. They became a company
without assets, but with lots of ideas.

Their ideas were good and they had a great bunch of friends to
help them over the corporate hurdles.

Keith Parry knew I would be sucked into the challenge and about
a month later, when he next saw me, he said, “Have you got that com-
pany together yet?”

I had  “Croesus Mining” registered as a company early the follow-
ing year.

There were many good reasons why we didn’t actually list for an-
other three years, but at least the wheels were set in motion.

I later thanked Keith for the book and explained how it had brought
a few threads together for me, and I clearly remember his answer,
“Ron, I would have to give you a whole library of books to repay you
for giving me that copy of Ayn Rand’s Atlas Shrugged.(19)

He continued, “Until I read that book, I could never really under-
stood why mining and other productive industries got such a hard time
from the very people who benefited most from them.”

“I used to think it was ignorance, but now I understand exactly
what is going through their minds.”

Now for those who have not read Atlas Shrugged, I would urge
you to put it as number one on your reading list.

It is like no other book you have ever read. It is a dramatic expla-
nation of the changing pattern of today’s society and events. Events,
for example, where we currently see the Australian Taxation Office
and unions taking priority over secured creditors, and dubious Native
Title Claimants taking priority over legally granted exploration rights,
and so on.

Atlas Shrugged also explains the heroic dimension of the creators
of this world, as opposed to the parasitical class, or those who simply
wish to re-distribute that which others create.  This book has been on
the best-seller list since 1947.

My sincerest regret was that Keith Parry could not attend the list-
ing party for Croesus on July 24, 1986, having died suddenly and un-
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expectedly just two months earlier. Nonetheless, Croesus Mining con-
tains a lot of the spirit generated by Keith Parry.

In the lead-up to listing Croesus Mining as a public company,(20) I
ended up back at the Kalgoorlie School of Mines to study a couple of
geology subjects which I thought might be useful. They said “not you
again”, and I’m always threatening to go back for what will be the
fourth time because the older I get, the more interested I become in
knowledge.

Fast Forward to “Now”
Some of these personal experiences from the past, or “misadventures”,
are covered in greater detail in the following chapters.

They may appear somewhat surreal when viewed from Australia’s
current climate of stability and prosperity.

If I have any sense of apprehension about Australia, as we gallop
into the 21st century, it is that there are so few who are asking ques-
tions, who simply accept what is dealt out to us by our political mas-
ters (who are in fact our servants).

We, as reflective individuals, have at least two courses of action:
we can retire from this political, economic social world into our pri-
vate occupations and private lives, or we can set out to try and change
the world for the better (or at least spend time on formulating some
views with this hope in mind). Anyone who fights for the future cer-
tainly enhances their perceptiveness of today’s texture.

We can remain engaged in this world, enjoying ourselves im-
mensely, as we observe the daily servings of human folly that are served
to us from the political capitals of the world.

To remain an individualist on this path we need an unquenchable
sense of self-confidence to avoid disillusionment and the fear of swim-
ming against the tide.

Having chosen to lead a fully engaged life, it puts me under con-
siderable pressure to operate our business profitably and thus afford to
indulge my “hobby” of “fighting for and investing in the future” and
“observing the human folly” flowing from governments when they
step beyond their few legitimate functions.
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The Private Occupation
Fortunately I enjoy running the private family company, Mannwest
Group Pty Ltd, which was initiated by my grandfather, W.G. Manners,
in 1895.

W.G. was the son of a Scottish ship’s carpenter who jumped ship
after falling in love with a passenger. Following her to Ballarat, he
became a prospector and later confronted the brutal bureaucrats at the
Eureka stockade Rebellion.

Subsequently, the family was somewhat ashamed of this event (con-
cerned at his brush with the authorities), but I’m rather proud of him
because the Eureka stockade Rebellion was Australia’s first tax re-
volt. Many of the prospectors were actually killed by the over zealous
“troopers” or were subsequently jailed.

Because of this family connection, I was invited to particpate in
the 150th celebration ceremonies of the Eureka stockade in December
2004.(21)

Our family business, inspired by this early Eureka involvement,
celebrated its own 110th anniversary in 2005.

What were we celebrating? Three things: over those 110 years we
“fed, clothed and educated” four generations of our family.

We employed and trained over 1,000 people and we always paid
our bills, so there were never any victims.

After so many years of riding booms and bust cycles(22) we have
managed to survive and be ready for the next round of excitement.

Investing in the Future
Compared with public companies, one of the great things about pri-
vate companies is that they are just that—private.

However, over the years we have “spawned” or “hived off” many
entities and organisations, one being the Mannkal Economic Educa-
tion Foundation.(23) The Mannkal Foundation is an emerging Free-Mar-
ket Think-Tank operating in Perth, Western Australia.

The Free-Market, Free-Enterprise, Capitalism sector is that phe-
nomenon which has brought to mankind unprecedented longevity, good
health, prosperity, liberty, opportunity and philanthropy.
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Individuals around the world benefit from this phenomenon in pro-
portion to the willingness of their nations to embrace it.

The poor and under-privileged will continue to suffer so long as
they are denied access to capitalism.

So? Nothing new in all that you say.
So why are Australians generally inadequate in defending our West-

ern Civilization which is “under attack”  from so many quarters?
The self-evident is usually the hardest thing to communicate, and

the Mannkal Foundation encourages more questions and more debate
by organizing events and sponsoring students for seminars and essay
contests.

Expansion is underway for these activities.

Observing Follies
Part of enjoying life and observing its follies, is “writing”.

Why should this be the case?
Albert Einstein once said, ‘You don’t solve problems with the same

kind of thinking that created them.’
Perhaps by writing about such problems we can formulate rules

that can be used later to solve other problems?
One of my favourite writers, Robert Heinlein, described writing in

another way:
‘Writing is not necessarily something to be ashamed of, but do it

in private and wash your hands afterwards.’
Writing is a rather lonely occupation as you sit into the early hours

of the morning staring at a blank piece of paper watching the beads of
creative blood as they are squeezed from your brain to become words.

The Separation
It is not easy to separate and balance these activities and conflicting
deadlines. Business tasks (where everyone else thinks they own you)
threaten to take over, especially if your colleagues have little interest
in any of your other “segments”.

Scoring a victory for one of your own segments often means get-
ting  in early each day to seize that little goal for yourself.
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Perhaps that is what Henry David Thoreau had in mind when he
said, “Seize the day!”

______________________________________

Endnotes
1. Further comment on Leonard E. Read—see Appendix www.heroicmisadventures.com

2. Further comment on“H.R.H. Prince Philip”—see Appendix www.heroicmisadventures.com

3. Of course this convention of dressing the part is really a load of rubbish. One of my favourite

philosophers, Henry David Thoreau once reflected on:

“How far men would retain their relative rank if they were divested of their clothes”. He even

distrusted any enterprise that required new clothes. But as long as it remains a convention, we

are stuck with it.).

4. With a developing interest in efficiency, hence the thesis “Vertical Burial” page 99.

5. More on that credit squeeze, refer page 121.

6. Further comment on Sir Arvi Parbo — refer page 333.

7. See later chapter.

8. Philosophy of prospecting—Truth, like gold, is to be obtained not by growth, but by washing

away from it all that is not gold.—Leo Tolstoy–1828–1910).

9. More details at www.heroicmisadventures.com

10. ”Forty Years of Farming” (The bureaucrats got me in the end) page 109.

11. Refer page 31.

12. Refer page 45.

13. Refer page 163.

14. Refer page 121.

15. Refer page 57.

16. Refer page 70.

17. Motor Vehicle Dealers Licensing Board

18. Further comment on Keith Parry—see Appendix www.heroicmisadventures.com

19. Atlas Shrugged - go to ‘Google’

20. For an overview of my 20 years with Croesus Mining see Mining with King Croesus on page

197.

21. Refer to page 265.

22. Refer page 281 ‘Do Booms Always End in Tears?’

23. Mannkal Economic Education Foundation, go to—www.mannkal.org
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The Rotary Club Gold Medallion 1977
(Ron’s rule for dealing with the bureaucracy)

Even the mention of Rotary Clubs  (see page18) brings back many
memories of my seven years’ involvement.

One of the projects for the Kalgoorlie Rotary Club in 1977 was to
produce a pure gold medallion to commemorate Paddy Hannan (one
of  the three prospectors credited with the discovery in 1893).

So what’s difficult about producing a commemorative medallion?
Well, after completing the initial artwork for both sides of the quar-

ter ounce medallion (approximately the size of a gold Sovereign), we
came upon the news that such medallions would attract a 27.5 percent
sales tax (which was the ruling rate of sales tax for medallions at that
time).

Everyone in the community knew the price of gold and there was
no way that anyone was about to pay a 27.5 per cent penalty over that
price.

Our project was ‘stalled’ until we discovered that sales tax was
only 2.5 per cent on spoons (tableware).  So without further ado, each
medallion was lightly glued to a cheap spoon and sold with an instruc-
tion sheet — ‘To remove the gold medallion from the spoon, hold
briefly over a flame and they will easily separate.’

Ron’s rule: ‘Ingenuity will beat the bureaucrats every time.’

“With spoon and without.”
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Have You Ever Been Shot,
Right Out of the Sky?

Skimming the sea,
lifting for land,

soaring the hills.

The wind is just right,
weather’s your slave,

work is a breeze.

Years of hard work
at last it seems

about to pay off.

Self Esteem,
ends joining together,

building up steam

Then BANG!
Shot out of the sky

crashing below.

Uncomfortable landing.
No broken bones.
Time will heal all.

What to do next?
I need a rethink.

Remain hidden right here.

Or fly higher next year?

RBM–1982



30
Page reproduced from “Michael Darby’s Newsletter”, May 2003
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Nickel and Hotels In Indonesia
(The Bali tourism adventure)

In May 2003, an invitation arrived in the mail to speak at an investment
conference on the topic “Entrepreneurial Opportunities for Australians”.

The very next piece of mail to arrive was “Michael Darby’s News-
letter” from Sydney, featuring a book review of my Never A Dull Mo-
ment.

However, the thing that caught my eye was the same-page article —
“Bali Hotel – Investment Project” (see facing page).

This snapped my memory back to 1975, during a time when I was
precluded from working in Australia due to the heavy-handed Tax De-
partment, which at the time believed that it owned me.  I didn’t believe
in slavery, so I left, and during my wanderings in Indonesia looking for
nickel, I sat next to an accountant on a plane and he mentioned an excit-
ing business opportunity of running a hotel in Bali; almost a dead-ringer
for the opportunity offered in this current advertisement.

Not bad, I thought!  A great lifestyle and close to Western Australia,
so I could still spend a lot of time back home and use what contacts I
had to promote the hotel to Australian travel agents.

They say that wisdom comes from learning from your own mis-
takes, and I only wish we could make things better by talking about
them.

It didn’t take me long to slip into the due-diligence process. I
arrived at the hotel in Bali with a Sydney solicitor to check out the title
and security while I looked at the figures and the suggested strategy for
expanding the hotel from 12 thatched units to 48.

I must say that, in 1975, Bali had a lot going for it and this made the
financial projections ooze with excitement.

The island was still enjoying the long-running publicity from the
old Bing Crosby/Bob Hope movie “The Road to Bali”.
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Coconut Grove - tropical paradise

Evening Paradise
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There were direct flights to Bali from airlines such as KLM in Eu-
rope and PanAm in USA.  This guaranteed full houses for most of the
Balinese tourist destinations.

The existing 12 cottages at the Coconut Grove Hotel were always
full and we thought that the existing restaurant, bar and staff could eas-
ily handle the additional 36 units.  It’s not often that you have an oppor-
tunity to quadruple your cash flow from existing infrastructure.

Building was cheap in Bali, using local builders and material, so
this also helped the feasibility study.

All this was without much Australian input, as there were then no
direct Australian flights to Bali, but they were planned and this would
certainly be a bonus.

The UK born proprietor, Mr Tony, was selling out and offered a
smooth transition before he left.  He was well-connected in Bali and
had developed a close relationship with the famous Australian artist,
Donald Friend (see page 34), who lived just up the road in another
thatched cottage.  Mr Tony introduced us to the local bank manager,
and he eagerly verified the trading figures that we had been given.  He
offered us every assistance in getting off to a good start.  Mr Tony’s
Sydney accountant (whom I had sat next to on the plane) was able to
supply us with all the figures we required and it didn’t take me long to
form a syndicate, set a takeover date and fill the role of new manager.

Mr Tony & Mr Ron
(standing) with landowners

Anom & Soerodjo.
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Australian artist Donald Friend had a long relationship with
Bali and, in particular, Sanur Beach.
First reading about Bali, when living in London in 1937, he
finally took up Balinese residency in 1966.

He then wrote of Sanur Beach ....

“On awakening I felt light and free and careless, as though at
last I had thrown off that skin which so chaffed me in Aus-
tralia.  It was a delight to sit in amongst the beautiful warm
brown people.”

Donald Friend’s book “The Cosmic Turtle” contained many
anecdotes about
Coconut Grove
Hotel, and follow-
ing his death in
1989 his ashes
were scattered
nearby, “back
among the people
he loved, in the
place where he
came nearest to
finding happi-
ness”.

Chef Ho.  The food
was nothing short
of scrumptious
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A brand new career — and a great beginning to a five-year night-
mare!

We had a few hiccups along the way.  Not long after we launched
into the extensive building project for the additional units, it was pointed
out that we had not paid the officials enough “pocket money” to con-
tinue with our building programme.  This involved protracted, seem-
ingly never-ending negotiations that bear a striking resemblance to Aus-
tralian mineral explorers’ experience with our Native Title Act.

PanAm and KLM were both suddenly banned from landing direct
flights into Bali as the central Indonesian government in Jakarta felt
that all tourist entry should be via Jakarta, with tourists then transfer-
ring to regional Garuda (Indonesian Government-owned) airline flights
to destinations such as Bali.  This is exactly what US and European
tourists did not want to do.

The bank manager then arrived, armed with his own solicitor, and
casually mentioned that the bank had a first mortgage over the property
and that interest was accruing at the rate of 48 per cent per annum.  It
appeared my Sydney solicitor had been incompetent in not having asked
the right questions and conducting the proper title searches.

After two loss-making seasons, we were rescued, just in time, by
Qantas running direct flights from Perth to Bali.  This enabled us to
participate in the packaged tour market and it became very much an
Aussie style destination with “one mob” flying out on Friday afternoon
and  “another mob” moving in, having arrived on the same plane.

Much later, when the units were completed to the point of being
operational, we had the delightful experience, from time to time, of an
occasional Indonesian General arriving to announce that “he had a group
of friends arriving and he would like six units set aside for him and his
friends, completely outfitted with appropriate female companions”.  They
had no consideration whatsoever for the firm bookings  we already held
from Qantas.  However, we always managed to relocate the firm book-
ings at other hotels, often with very mixed results.

Probably the worst feature was that Mr Tony decided not to leave,
despite his having sold out.    His quaint behavioural traits were becom-
ing a problem.  He had developed a partiality to small Balinese boys.
The Balinese boys were often brutalized and, unfortunately, were in
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such fear of Mr Tony that they declined my invitation to be interviewed
by the local police.

After about a year of exploring conventional methods of removing
Mr Tony, all to no avail, I decided to use a little “self-help”, often useful
when conventional methods fail.

This “self-help” was in the form of a large thug imported from Syd-
ney (we shall call him “Mr Marty”) who promised to explore all man-
ner of verbal threats before embarking on a “leg-breaking” exercise.

Mr Marty came with excellent credentials.  He was a prominent
Balmain Gangland figure who, for an agreed figure, guaranteed com-
plete satisfaction.

In my wisdom I decided not to be in Bali at that time, and you can
imagine my surprise when my deputy-manager relayed, by phone, the
astonishing news that Marty shared some of the strange characteristics
of Mr Tony, and that they had struck up a deep and affectionate physical
relationship and were seen by the pool-side holding hands.

Ever since that time I have always doubted my ability to judge peo-
ple, and now I always ask twice as many questions during interviews.

The “management
team” Budi, Ketut,
Prapto, Kraemer,
Ho (chef), Kadek
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Anyway, despite all this, we still managed to keep the hotel operat-
ing at a high level of occupancy. It was always difficult to calculate
profitability, as I suspected that, on many occasions, we were actually
feeding the whole village.(1)

Interestingly, we managed to halve the hotel’s food consumption,
simply by abandoning bulk purchasing and buying only on a daily basis.

The hotel generated its own electricity and we were mystified at
our power generation costs, until we found a buried power cable run-
ning off in the direction of the neighbouring village.

Although we only had 18 staff, we had to have more than 100 uni-
forms as they had a complex system of  job-sharing.  We only paid the
18 who were actually on the payroll.  They then shared jobs with others
who were currently unemployed, sometimes four or five people sharing
the one job.  This system worked reasonably well.  Although we only
paid one a salary, we still appeared to be feeding all the other stand-ins
and their direct and indirect families.

Perhaps My Darkest Day?
I can clearly remember what probably developed into being my worst
day on the job up there.

It was a 4 am start, on a day to promote the hotel to Jakarta travel
agents (approximately a 1.5 hour flight from Bali to Jakarta).  The early
start saw me leaving at dark on the back of a motor cycle (of course the
pre-booked taxi didn’t arrive), briefcase held firmly in my left hand and
an eight millimetre movie projector held firmly in my right (please re-
member we didn’t have video projectors at that time).  Somehow we
managed to negotiate all the potholes and stray dogs to arrive at the
airport on time.  I saw several travel agents in Jakarta and found there to
be little interest in Bali, as there were many better and more accessible
resorts closer to Jakarta, on the main island of Java.

By the end of the day I’d had enough and one of the travel agents,
Bali International Travel, suggested I should stay at their hotel called
Bali International Hotel.  The proprietor assured me it was “almost
completed”.

I’m always good for these half-price offers, especially as it was
already starting to rain that warm, humid Javanese rain.  So as the sun
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was setting, I headed off for the Bali International Hotel.  There I left
my bags in the foyer and rushed off to meet a geological colleague by
the name of Colin Bryant, as we were involved in several nickel explo-
ration joint ventures together.

Colin had told me that he was expected back in Jakarta from an
exploration trip and I was to meet him at a certain bar, some distance
from the Jakarta business district.  If he couldn’t make it, he promised
to leave a message with the bartender and give me some idea of where I
should go for an entertaining night, before flying back to Bali the next
morning.

It’s never easy finding a taxi in Jakarta when it’s raining, but one
managed to get me to the bar and, to my disappointment, Colin had left
a message with the barman.

A fairly cryptic message, all it said was that in his absence I should
make my way to the local cemetery and just have a good walk around
there.  His words were, “good fortune would come my way”.

The taxi driver had a bit of a chuckle as he dropped me off.  He
assured me that everything would be okay.

I was certainly not alone, as there was a lot of activity around  the
headstones.  In the dim light it didn’t take me long to realize that they
weren’t quite normal people.  There seemed to be a bizarre collection
of females and semi-females. Some with far too much makeup on, but
all intent on transacting some type of arrangement.

In short, I had been dropped off into a demi-world of transvestites
and specialists in odd behaviour and I apparently looked so startled that
I could have just about been one of them.  Anyway, as they started chas-
ing me, I started running as fast as I could.  As luck would have it, no
sign of any taxi and it was raining even heavier than before.  I seemed to
be running for about 45 minutes before I managed to get a taxi back to
the Bali International Hotel.

I can remember stepping out of the taxi and seeing a cigar vendor on
the footpath selling large wooden boxes of oversized Indonesian cigars.
Seeing as I hadn’t spent any money  that night, I thought at least I should
buy a box of cigars before collecting my bags and making my way up
the half-finished staircase to the room on the second floor.
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In Australia, I’m sure that building regulations would prevent occu-
pancy of any hotel without handrails on external stairways, but not so in
the mid–1970s Jakarta.  Halfway up the stairway, down came the heavy
rain and as I walked through a few puddles to the door of the hotel room
I was fascinated to see that the wooden louvres on the door had been
fitted on the wrong angle and were collecting rain instead of deflecting
it.

This explained the wet floor in the hotel room.  The wet floor did
not worry me too much for at least I was inside and out of the rain.
The room had two narrow beds, each covered with a single white
sheet. To my horror, crawling across one bed was the largest cockroach
you can imagine.  Quick as a flash I removed my boot and flattened
the cockroach.

Lifting the boot I found a large technicolor bulls-eye impressed on
the sheet. I must have stood on a fresh dog-turd coming up the steps.

I decided to sleep on the other bed; but not before taking a shower.
Surprisingly, no plumbing had yet been completed to the shower

recess, but within reach there was a hand-basin and a plastic bowl. It
was obvious that the only way to complete the ablution project was to
stand in the shower recess and repeatedly reach out for the refilled plas-
tic bowl.  Amazing what you can do when you have to.

Anyway, I then managed to happily climb into the one remaining
bed, even though I was perturbed that it only had a single sheet, and I
was lying on a raw, exposed mattress.

It took only a minute to realize that I wasn’t alone in the bed.  There
were thousands of “creepy-crawlies” all over me.  Well, this was about
the last straw.  I had put up with so much that day, I felt I should start
fighting back.

The last thing I can remember of that night was lighting up one of
those giant Indonesian cigars and blowing smoke under the sheet before
holding it tightly around my neck and repeating this with relentless de-
termination to exterminate every single remaining creepy-crawly.

My closing thought for the day was “tomorrow has just got to be
better than this”.

So where does all that get us?
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How did that bad investment end up?
Remembering something that John F. Kennedy once said, “An error

does not become a mistake until you refuse to correct it”, we struggled
on for a few years and through continued promotional efforts, a restruc-
tured bank debt and direct flights from several Australian capital cities,
we achieved profitable performance.  This enabled an Australian-based
syndicate, of which I was a member, to take over the hotel until, through
a different set of circumstances, the enterprise eventually collapsed.  Our
investment was completely written off.

Entrance to hotel - new temple gates

Many years later, when I re-
visited in 1999 in an attempt to
analyze the outcome, I found the
hotel completely without guests,
the pool empty as they couldn’t
even afford chlorine, and my
hoped-for discussion with the fa-
mous Mr Tony was not possible
as he had recently died of a “big
disease with a little name”.

Did I learn anything from this fatiguing and disastrous
investment?
I personally felt that despite the lessons learned (about all the things that
can go wrong with a perfectly sound project) the five years wasted were
simply a disruption to my overall progress.  So I was ready when, shortly
after that, I was again seated next to an accountant on a flight and he
explained how he had “an exciting South Pacific adventure that could
not fail because of these following reasons ……. etc. …..”

He was right, but only in that it was an exciting adventure, and I call
that “My Career in Tourism Part 2”, but that’s for the next chapter.

Be very wary of an investment proposal being offered by an ac-
countant or a solicitor.  Ask first what is in it for them!

Much later, I spent a considerable sum of money seeking legal ad-
vice on action I might take against the solicitor for not checking the



41

existence of the mortgage over the Coconut Grove Hotel.  After spend-
ing this money it was explained to me that solicitors don’t like acting
against each other any more than doctors like testifying against each
other.

The question I ask now is, “what sort of fool rushes from one bad
investment into another?”

What sort of fool writes off five years of his life on one investment
and then follows it up with a further couple of years in another?

I don’t quite know the answer — but you’ve now met him, and if I
can prevent you from writing off seven-or-so years of your own lives,
your time reading this has been well spent.

It was only later that I did any in-depth analysis, and then managed
to learn something from that sobering nightmare.

We are never deceived, we deceive ourselves.
The real trouble with this world of ours is not that it is an unreason-

able world, not even that it is a reasonable one.  Most of our investment
failures come from the fact that it is nearly reasonable, but not quite.

The philosopher G.K. Chesterton has said that life “ is not an illogi-
cality; yet it is a trap for logicians.  It looks just a little bit more math-
ematical and regular than it is; its exactitude is obvious, but its inexacti-
tude is hidden; its wildness lies in wait”.

In seeking reasonable investments we often follow “leaders”.
Ever since Plato, humankind has been seeking to determine the quali-

ties that leaders must possess.  None of us yet has a satisfactory answer,
but, as in love, it is the search that matters.

Leadership is not just hitting a ball further than someone else, or
running faster than the next guy.  It includes an intellectual component
that enables us to stand apart from the popularity polls, and work for an
ideal, a code of ethics or a new idea, no matter how small the prospect
of its early realization.

Learning Versus Influence
Looking back at our own lives at some point in the future, we will
realize that while we learn from many, perhaps thousands of people, we
are only permanently influenced by very few.  Perhaps you can count
them on the fingers of one hand.
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We, ourselves, when working amongst our own people, are con-
stantly mentoring them even if we don’t realize this.  We should think
more about our influence on others and let it develop our own character
to new heights.  If we do, we will be even more successful than the goals
we have set for ourselves.

Life is more than simply being a good citizen or a good boss, or a
good husband or simply being a person who never says or does, or thinks,
anything that is unusual.

Most of our schools are, unfortunately, run with a view to bringing
uniformity to the forefront.

H.L. Menken, wise writer, once described schools as:
A hopper into which children are heaved while they are still
young and tender, therein they are pressed into certain stand-
ard shapes and covered from head to heel with official rubber
stamps.

These people won’t do any harm, but nor will they achieve anything
great.

We have to get this leadership concept right, if we want to get where
we visualize ourselves and our future.

What is our own leadership style?
What are the leadership qualities that we need in our personal fields?
Strong moral character? Passion for a point of view?  If that’s it, we

will have to fully research this point of view, otherwise we will get
blown out of the water.

Is it a vision that we believe in?
Later, as our careers advance, we will all look back on who and

what made the difference for us.
Was it a major challenge, something that became a “stretch assign-

ment” like my Bali Hotel experience?  Something you get into easily
and have to fight like hell to get out of?

Or will it be a mentor, a single person who made a difference in our
lives?

_______________________________________

Endnote
1. I had a similar feeling 30 years later when mining gold at Norseman, Western Australia.
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A pessimist sees the difficulty in every opportunity;
an optimist sees the opportunity in every opportunity.

Winston Churchill

However beautiful the strategy,
you should occasionally look at the results.

Winston Churchill

He who learns but does not think, is lost!
He who thinks but does not learn is in great danger.

Confucius
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The Fabulous RockCruise
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South Seas - Rock’n’Roll
(An offer too good to refuse)

There I was, in September 1977, sitting on yet another plane.  The ac-
countant, seated alongside, mentioned to his colleague, just loud enough
so I could hear, “The RockCruise project is going really well, all ar-
rangements are well in hand and it can’t miss being a huge success.
There is still room for another investor, but they will have to be quick,
because there is so much interest.”

Of course I spoke up ….. “What is this big deal that sounds so good?”
He then explained. “It’s a cruise ship promotion called RockCruise

that I’m involved in back in Sydney.  The investors will get all their
capital back before the end of November, with the split-up of the very
substantial profits early next year.”

He offered to sit down with me when we arrived at our destination
and outline the whole venture, which he did.

He said that the group had chartered the SS Australis and would be
filling 1,200 berths from Sydney, and 400 from Auckland for the
RockCruise.  In total, there were to be 2,200 berths but 30 or 40 of
these would be given away for promotional purposes.

The total amount of ticket funds would be released on November
13, and the investors would get all of their capital back before the end
of November.

At that stage, there would already be a profit of $100,000.  On top
of all this, there would be additional areas of profit, and he listed items
such as alcohol sales, sponsorships from Levi Jeans and many others.

Profits were also promised from rock concerts arranged in each
South Pacific port, and in addition there would be the “banking ex-
change” (currency conversion of travellers’ cheques on board and when
passengers get onshore).
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Again, he stressed there would be a full capital refund to each inves-
tor on November 30, 1977 with the only thing beyond that point being
their profits.  These profits were to be calculated no later than March
30, 1978.

Many other assurances were given about the guaranteed profitabil-
ity, such as the fact that all Christmas cruises out of Sydney were fully
booked with long waiting lists, “and we can pick up all of these people
from the waiting lists”.

He also used wonderful, comforting phrases such as, “the venture is
already under way and can’t go wrong”, and, “the involvement of the
Chandris Shipping Line and Orbit Travel virtually guarantee this”.

Well friends, how could one resist an offer like this?
Of course a more detailed document that you could call a Prospec-

tus was subsequently supplied.  It even improved on these initial assur-
ances, together with the Investor Agreement, and included details of the
top-flight industry experts they had signed up to attend to all the logistical
arrangements.

The calculations now included the spectacular concert profits, indi-
cating a total return to the investors of 137.5 per cent over the five–
month period.  Not bad!

Now we were under way, the reports started flowing in and the
project just got better every week.

By November 14 we were advised, “Ticket sales are going really
well now, over 600, nearly 700, and we still have another month to top
up the ship.”

With ticket sales going like this they were already planning a
RockCruise II, to cater for the overflow with another cruise a month
later.

All these arrangements gave us comfort to release our funds.
By now additional sponsorship had come “on board”, in particular,

Coca Cola and Fabergé Babe.  The latter was to be the major sponsor,
with the cruise now being officially titled The Fabergé “Babe”
RockCruise.

The experts had also visited all the exotic South Sea destinations
and made arrangements for the concerts, with these ticket sales also
progressing well.
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Ship Cabin Plan
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In fact, everything looked so good that we had no hesitation in fully
victualling the ship in Port Said (none of these liners could  afford food
in Australia, so they collected provisions well ahead of arriving here)
and we paid all the bands so they couldn’t perform elsewhere over the
busy Christmas/New Year period.

I don’t think I’ve ever been involved in a project that was going so
well, without even a minor complication.

Just have a look at the promotional material.

“We’ve chartered the Chandris Liner SS Australis.
We’re putting Skyhooks, Dragon, Moonlight and Scandal! plus
special guest Renée Geyer Band on board.
And we’re taking-off on a fabulous 15 day RockCruise in the
South Pacific over Christmas and New Year.
You’re going to visit Auckland, then on to Suva where we are
staging the first ever South Pacific rock concert, next beauti-
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ful Lautoka and then Noumea for two days, a second concert,
then back to Sydney.
Bands will be playing for you on board every night and it’s not
going to cost you a cent.
And you’ll be buying yourself the most fantastic experience
you have ever had.
Live concerts every night.

• Breakfast, lunch and dinner, morning and afternoon
tea, and a lavish midnight supper.

• Cruising around the romantic South Pacific.
• Tropical rock concerts in Fiji and New Caledonia.
• Live disco featuring top television personalities and

radio DJ’s.
• Some of the world’s best duty-free shopping in
Suva.
• A non-stop film festival on board ship.
• Get a healthy tan.”
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“As you swing across the South Pacific you’ll be making new
friends, seeing fabulous places, having fun all the way, meet-
ing the groups and falling in love.
You’ll see Auckland and the lush New Zealand scenery.
Next you sail north to Suva, the shoppers’ paradise.  At Suva
we’ll put on the first ever South Pacific rock concert.  And for
you it’s going to be a free concert.  Followed by Lautoka.  Tropi-
cal beaches, palm trees and blue waters.  Then it will be smooth
sailing the Havannah Passage towards Noumea, at Noumea
we’ll be putting on another free concert for you.
Sunset, friends and laughter.

Soak up the sun.”
“Lucky Debbie”, from Parramatta,

then became the famous face of the
Fabulous Fabergé Babe RockCruise
competition and won a free cruise.

She was on all of Sydney’s talk-back
programmes for 24 hours.

All good news until just three days
later, on November 17, when just a glim-
mer of a problem emerged. Chandris
Lines requested an urgent meeting the
next day, where they insisted on us find-
ing a guarantor for $300,000, otherwise
they would cancel the cruise.

The ticket sales were not 700, they
were actually 450, and under further
questioning we discovered they were not
even fully paid, they were in fact “de-
posit paid”.

The next day, the gravity of the situ-
ation struck home and I was on the train
from Kalgoorlie to Perth and then the
flight from Perth to Sydney.  We then
stalled Chandris until we could get some
answers.
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