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PART ONE

Told by Raja Bahrin



‘What has she done with my children?

1 was sitting at my desk in Terengganu staring at a notice server.

One minute previously I'd glanced at my watch when Sharifah,
my secretary, told me there was someone to see me. It was ten min-
utes past two. | put down the report we'd just delivered to the State
Government and looked up.

‘Raja Bahrin?’ A man in his early 30s stood before me.

“Yes. Please, sit down,’ [ said, gesturing towards the single chair.
It was covered with papers and hooks. T stood up: 'T'm sorry, let me

clear them.'

“There's no need, please, he said quictly. There was something
firm in his voice that made me stop. We stood and faced each other.
'l have something to deliver to you from the court,” He held out a
large envelope. I hadn't noticed he'd been carrying anything.

I reached aver the desk and ok it from him. “The court? Which
court? What is this?' Lasked. I frowned. Something awlul was about
to happen, 1 could feel it.

You'd better read it yourself, Raja Bahrin. Please sign here to
confirm you've received it.' He held outa piece of paper and a pen,
and pointed to a place.

I sat down, signed the paper, handed it back o him, and slowly
started to open the envelope. He was still standing. Sharifah, from
the next room, had noticed, and brought him a chair. He remained
standing. 1 took from the envelope a typewritten piece of paper
headed with the words ‘Family Court Act’, and ‘Family Court of
Australia at Melbourne'. I Tooked at the words hut couldn't under-
stand what was going on. Other words were at the top of the page:
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In the marviage of Raja Kamarul Bahrin Shah Ibni Raja Ahmad
Baharuddin Shah (husband) (shoum on marriage certificate as Raja
Kamarul Bahrin) and Yasmin Binti Abdwllah Raja Bakrin (shown on
marriage certificate as Yasmin) before the Honowrable My Justice
Treyvaud the 28th day of November 1985,

For some reason [ looked at the calendar. Toda
5. Why did this picce of paper say 28 November? |

was 12 De-

cember 1¢
couldn’t comprehend what was suddenly occurring in my olfice. |
looked up at the notice server, He was turning to leave.

‘Please, one moment,” | said.

I read the next part of the paper.

This ex-parte Application coming before this Court AND UPON
HEARING Mr. Ackman for the wife

IT'IS ORDERED

(1) That until further order the wife have the sole guardianship
and custody of the children of the marviage ...

1 didn’t read any further.

‘What has she done with my children?’ 1 said, astonished. |
could hardly breathe. | felt hot bands grip my forehead. My head
started to spin and for a moment | thought | was going to he sick.

T'm sorty. I must go. Goodbye, Raja Bahrin,' | heard,

I couldn't think. I was afraid that any moment | would Jose
control completely and weep. I desperately wanted to do just that,

but I couldn't, I seemed to be locked in place. 1 just sat there not
knowing what to do, with the picce of paper in my hands resting on
my lap. | was numb

1 heard Sharifah's voice. 'Raja? Raja? What's wrong?

Twaved her away. Thad to sit and try and think. My wife Yasmin,
or Jacqueline as she preferred to be called, was in Australia, at an
unknown location in Melbourne, with my two kids, | hadn't been
able to contact her for days. She'd rung my mother's house on |
December and left a message she was going to stay in Australia longer
than the planned two-week visit, We'd all been waiting for her re-
turn in Kuala Lumpur: my mother, mysell, my aunts and uncles and
Sousins, Everyone was very excited that the children would soon be
Teturning, after their holiday to see their sick grandmother.
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The first of December? 1 looked at the piece of paper again. It
said '28th day of November'. That meant my wife went to court in
Melbourne, Australia, on 28 November to get custody of our chil-
dren, with no mention of this to me, and rang my family in Malaysia
on | December and said nothing. Twelve days later the court hands
me a piece of paper to tell me she has stolen my children with their
blessing! And in those twelve days nota word from her. I had been
calling and calling during those twelve days, but no one in Melbourne
knew where she was. I'd rung her grandmother, who was supposec
to be dying but sounded fine on the telephone, to look for her and
the kids.

‘Hallo? Irene? It's Bahrin.'

‘Bahrin! How are you?'

T am well, but | need to find Jacqueline. Is she there?’

‘Oh no, Bahrin. I don't know where she’s staying. She didn't
tell. She's staying with friends.

“You must know," [ insisted

‘She didn't tell. She comes here every day but she won't tell

me where she's staying.’

That conversation had made me even more suspicious.
Jacqueline had called my mother in Malaysia a few days before |
December and said she was staying at her grandmother's flat, but
the second time she'd rung she hadn't said where she was. And the
Jast call had just been a message taken by a maid at a cousin’s place
which was strange in itself seeing Jacqueline had my numbers in
Kuala Lumpur and my mother's number.

Fveryone was starting to get worried then, even those aunties
who had supported Jacqueline's trip back to Australia alone with
the kids. Jacqueline and 1 had been having difficulties in our mar-
riage and [ was afraid that her taste for high drama, coupled with her
Australian background, might lead to her refusing to return to Ma-
Jaysia from her trip to see her grandmother, It seemed that my worst
fears were going to come true.

I tried ringing Richard Waller, a doctor in Melbourne with

whom both Jacqueline and T were acquainted.
‘Richard?" It's Raja Bahrin,' I said.
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‘Raja! Hallo! How are you? Long time no hear. What are you
up to?’ he replied.

‘Not too bad, Richard. But I have a bit of a problem you might
be able to help me with. I can't scem to locate Jacqueline, Sh
visiting her grandmother in Melbourne. You haven't seen her, have

B

ou?’
’ 'Oh yes. She rang the other day, but only briefly, Sounded well
What's up?'

‘Did she say where she was staying, Richard?’

‘No, Raja, she didn’t. What's the matter?’

‘Everything's fine, there’s just a bit of a problem with loca-
tions. | have to go now.'

‘Oh, all right, Raja. Speak to you again.’

“Yes. We must. Goodbye.'

He was my last chance. T couldn’t think of anyone clse. Why
hadn't Jacqueline told anyone where she was staying? Why hadn't
she rung? What was she up to? Perhaps she was just playing a game
to worry me? Perhaps she just wanted a break, an extra few weeks?
But why not tell me where she was staying? [ was getting very fright-
ened

I had waited for two days in Kuala Lumpur, waiting for an-
other call from Jacqueline to tell me the new flight details, waiting
for any news at all. What was going on? What was she doirig with
mykids? It was as if an enormous weight was resting on me, pushing
me into the earth. | had trouble breathing, Kuala Lumpur didn't
help. The air was thick with traffic fumes and humidity. | longed to
be back home in Terengganu

As L sat in my office with the court papers in my hands T re-
membered all the details of the last few weeks Adding to the pres-
e were the demands of my fledgling business: my architectural
m had just made a major presentation to the State Government
Terengganu, which was why 1 hadn't heen able to accompany

eline to Australia like I had in the past. Our firm had been
dinted to draw up a master plan for the Terengganu State Sports
lex. It was an enormous task. The site itself spread over 267
5. The work had been exhausting, It was the first major project
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we were bidding on since starting my own private practice and it
meant a commitment, should we be successtul, of many years, In
the midst of all of this, my wife abducts my children to another
country!

My cousins and aunties, when we were waiting in Kuala
ying, ‘Itll be all right,

Lumpur, were trying to be helpful and kind, s
Bahrin. She'll be back soon. She'll ring."

But T could tell from the tone of their voices that even they
were not so confident of Jacqueline any more. I'd suspected that she
might try something like this, but I'd allowed myself to he pres-

sured, by my own family, into permitting Jacqueline to take the kids
to Australia without me. My own family had ganged up against me
to support her! After all, her ‘dying grandmother’ story worked like
a charm to manipulate all the soft-hearted ladies. And now we were
all reaping the benelits.

1'd been in anguish waiting in Kuala Lumpur. [ hadn't known
what to do. Even if | had gone to Australia to look for her what
could have been done? T didn't know where to look. If 1 did go, and
hy some lucky chance I should find her and the children, what would
1 do then? Demand they be arrested by the Australian police? Was
that possible? Jacqueline was an Australian, despite applying con-
stantly for permanent residency in Malaysia. Should [ take a Malaysian
lawyer with me?

| was a quict and conservative architect with a deep respect for
the law, no matter what country did the regulating, 1 was brought
up to respect the State and its institutions and to honour my parents
and elders. In Australia, | was educated at Geelong Grammar and
the University of Melhourne, and never caused any trouble. Despite
being a Muslim, | even willingly attended chapel at grammar schaol
s0 45 not to offend the rules. | thought it broadened my understand-
ing of Christianity and encouraged religious tolerance. After seven
years in Australia I felt 1 had a good understanding of the Australjan
people. Their fair-mindedness and sense of decency in particular al
ways impressed me so | couldn't really imagine pulling off some
wild stunt to get my children back. Thoughts like that would flick
through my mind, mixed in with great black clouds of loneliness
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and despair. | was helpless w do anything other than wait to hear
from Jacqueline. | had waited in Kuala Lumpur for two days and
then decided to go to Singapore to see Norilah, my second wife,

From Norilah's flat in Singapore I called back two or three
times a day to ask my mother, *Have you heard from Jacqueline?
Any news?’ .

She would always reply, sadly and quietly, ‘No, Bahrin. Noth-
ing. No one has heard anything.’

Even Norilah, my kind and sober wife who had supported me
unquestioningly through all my previous difficulties with Jacqueline,
couldn’t calm me. I'm not an easily agitated sort of person. I don't
jump up and down at the first sign of a crisis, | internalise it. So I was
‘very, very quiet. | would sit with Norilah and think of the events
that had led to this situation, trying to understand what had gone
wrong, trying to make sense of it all,

y

.

-
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I'd first met Jacqueline in early 1980 when I was studying at Mel-
She was

bourne University, The intense and bubbling Jacqueline.
graceful and bright. | was 25 and she 17. We were both at a function
for Malaysian and Indonesian students held at Monash University.
She was helping serve the food and drink. | walked over to get some-
thing to eat and saw her across the table from me.

"Hallo," she said. ‘What would you like?'

1 just looked at her. She was attractive, with large eyes and
long, dark hair. | said something and she served me some food. |
can't remember what it was; 1 had suddenly ceased to be at all inter-
ested in it. We exchanged a few more words about the weather, the
number of peaple at the party, the food - just small, insignificant
things. Another person came to the table and she left me to serve
them. | went back to my friends, | didn’t see her again for a couple
of months. Architecture is a very intensive and demanding course. |
bumped into her again at another ‘do” and were hoth very pleased to
see each other. From then on we started secing each other for Tunch
occasionally, She was quite involved with the Malaysian and Indo-
nesian students and was very interested in people and things Asian.
She performed the Balinese classical dance, which had been a hobby
for many vears, She even worked as a receptionist cum stenographer
at the Melbourne office of Malaysian Airline Systems. As I got to
know her 1 found out some of the possible reasons for her interest.

Her father was a Malaysian from the Ipoh area whose family
had all moved to Singapore. He had married an Australian girl, in
Australia, but when their child, Jacqueline, was only very little, he
had returned to Singapore for some reasons that | never quite un?
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derstood, and the mother and daughter remained in Australia, Even-
tually they were divorced. It seemed Jacqueline’s mother. Helen,
was quite traumatised by the whole situation and became ill. While
she was in care she met her next husband, Barry. T understood from
sn'ta very happy one for her, and it was

Jacqueline that the home wa
something to do with Barry and her mum;, I suppose that would
make sense. [t must have heen difficult for Jacqueline to understand
why her father had seemingly abandoned her, and if her mum was
still very angry, which she certainly was because she had forbidden
Jacqueline from having anything to do with him, that would all com-
pound into a resentment of her step-father. She only saw her father
once, and that was when he was on his deathbed. Her mother had
finally allowed her to go and see him in Singapore where he lay
dying. It had been an emotional reunion for her, and her mother
who also finally visited him. Gifts she was given then she continued
to cherish for years,

I'm not a psychologist, but I've thought ahout these things
overthe years as ['ve tried to understand Jacqueline. I still can't fully
understand the depths of her anguish, even now, that would bring
forth such hysteria, revengefulness and vindictiveness that I'd been
PriVy to in our married life and in our separation. When she was
young anything like that was submerged beneath a joie de vivre, an
enthusiasm for life, She was quite popular, probably also hecause
she was so pretty, but underneath there was something brewing. T
| WishThad been wise enough then to see it and been able to circum-
| vent the situations that led to the disasters of our separation. But
‘What is gone is gone, and any love | had for Jacqueline had also
ippeared many years ago, the result of her tantrums and public

2 All so dramatic, with a dreadful result.
I 'had looked at Norilah, across the room from me in Singa-
Her mum, who lived with her, had gone to bed and the two of
ere alone. Her apartment was carefully decorated, filling the
asense of calm and peace. She was reading a book. | had
spaper on my lap, but wasn't reading it. 1 had looked at
iland felt an enormous sense of relicf that she was there, then
ooded with grief, Where were my children? And then anger
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at Jacqueline welled up. How could she take the kids away from
their life here?

Things had been difficult between us for some time, but I had
never considered divorce, because of the kids. Children need a
mother, and they need a father. Why didn't she have the same re-
spect for my rale as 1 had for hers? Just because we weren't getting
on wasn't a licence to destroy the children's lives. Surely the chil-
dren were the most important and their well-being had to be con-
sidered above all lse? She had ripped them away from their father,
their grandmother, and all their aunties and uncles and cousins. Iddin
was three and he knew what was going on. Shahirah was only a few
months old, but what right did Jacqueline have to take either of
them from their home? T couldn’t stop asking mys f such ques-
tions. I couldn’t make myself understand what was happening. | had
looked at Norilah again and tried to calm my thoughts. She knew
what 1'd been through with Jacqueline. We had talked and under
stood cach other. Norilah had heen married before, and had a son
When | met her she had been divorced for three years, and | was ir
the midst of rancour and strife with Jacqueline. She had given me ar
ear when there was no one to turn to.

I had thought of the first time we had met, on the flight from
Kuala Lumpur to Kuala Terengganu, as she was struggling up the
aisle of the Fokker Friendship with a huge bag. As | had remem
bered that image 1 smiled: such a narrow aisle and such a huge bag
I'd helped her with it, then sat with her and talked. We were two 0
only four on the flight and in that emptiness we had begun ou
friendship. It's interesting how people meet, how they are attractes
to each other by commonalities. Norilah and | seemed suited be
cause of the way we dealt with things quietly, within oursclves. Ag
can make one realise that such things are more important than othe

things that might seem, superficially, to be commonalities,

My thoughts, as [ sat with Norilah, had returned to Jacquelin
Her interest in things Asian when we were courting obviously e3
tended to me, and it concerned me even then, despite being smitte
with her. She was young, with a vivid imagination often expressé
in a passion for magazines dealing with Prince Charles and Lady D
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Before we married I wanted her to be quite sure she knew what she
was getting herself into with me. | may be of royal blood but I cer-
tainly don't live in a palace, and Kuala Tercngganu is a quiet lirtle
place on the cast coast, far from the bright lights of Kuala Lumpur
and Penang. There are no nightclubs, no bars, no theatres; just com-
- merce, a little it of tourism, and mosques, [U's a conservative State
- religiously, but not at all fanatical. That conservatism didn't worry
~ her because she claimed she was already a Muslim when we met, |
was introduced to her as Yasmin, which was her Muslim name, She
, refused to answer to Jacqueline at any of the Malaysian student func-
; tions.
f "Yasmin," I had said to her one day when she'd been asking me
- questions about Malaysia — the jungles, the palaces, the customs —
{ and becoming visibly ted at the prospect of living there, “Yasmin,
¢ ifyou are keen on settling in Malaysia, don't take my word for it.
- What [ say about Malaysia could be misinterpreted by you. It's bet-
. terif you sec it for yourself, espec ially Terengganu,'

‘Oh sure, Bahrin! Let's go! I'd love to 2o and see Terengganu!
I'm sure it'll be lovely,’
~ Her eyes were brimful of excitement and life. It was hard to
¥ and quench them with the calm reality of my knowledge, and
ot at all sure I could've, or even really wanted to. I suppose |
charmed and entranced by her energy and life. Why would [
‘wanted to dampen that vigour, even though it later turned out
dangerous fantasy? Why not let it live and come to its own
ions? She was a free person, with 4 mind of her own, And if
Went to Terengganu and decided it wasn't for her? Could I re-
ik my life? Could | live with her in Australia? Could I leave my
and responsibilities? | was an only child, and my responsibil-
S to my mother, She and my father had separated many years
hild I'had to look after her. She had cared for
fmy life and it was my duty to care for her when Iwas of age
mpossible to consider her living in Australia. She is very retir-
hardly leaves her home. She won't fly except under great
and has never heen to another country, except to Mecea. She
en go to Indonesia, and Western countries frighten her. But

& e
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o seemed so keen to move to Malaysia all those worrie

Jacquelin
cessary. Even so, she had to see for herself what |

had seemed unnes

would be like,
‘I can't imagine living in Kuala Lumpur, cither, | said to he

‘It’s too big, and too busy. My mother couldn't live there. You
better come and see Terengganu.”

‘Bahrin, | know I'll love it. | want to have a homely enviror
ment. A quict life doesn't bother me It's what T want.’

And who could not fail to believe those words? Isn't it wh
everybody wants, to have their home confirmed by their wife-to-l
as the only place in which to dwell, and their life as the only life?
only it had been all true, and not turned into a grim fairy tale.



at X
lbe 1 remembered, as I sat in my office thinking of all this, that | had

 1f looked at Norilah again that night in Singapore a week ago, and said,
‘I'm going back to Terengganu tomorrow. There is nothing more 1
cando in Kuala Lumpur. There's still work to complete on the pres-
entation, some tidying up to do. [ may as well wait for news at the

~ She nodded, and came over and put her hand on my arm.
'It's OK, Bahrin. Do what you have to do.

The next day I returned to Terengganu. It's a short flight, and
quicker than driving the castern highway through Kuantan,
is full of lorries, but I wished 1 had taken the road: it might
e di 1 me from my thoughts. All T had to do was rchash
g that had happened, and speculate about the future. But
g of the future scemed so unrewarding that T usually fell into
plating the past.

looked up from my desk and saw that it was 3 pm. T had been
thinking of the past, trying to make sense of things, for 45
! 1 hadn't even noticed the time. [Us amazing how quickly
es. Jacqueline had only lived with me in Terengganu for a
That time had passed quickly, but also very painfully as
e slowly deteriorated. She first arrived in Malaysia on 24
T 1980,

Yasmin Ee Lian Ong," | had said, smiling, as | held out my
er.

had just walked through Customs at Subang Airport. Ong
t-herssurmm« and Ee Lian from her mother. Even though
" was on her passport she insisted on being called ‘Yasmin'.
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Our multiplicity of names was a joke between us,

After an overnight stay at a relative’s, we had driven back v
Terengganu via Kuantan, to show her the countryside. | had though
it would help her to know what Malaysia was like and further dispe
any illusions. It took about nine hours because we stopped along thy
way to eat, and do a hit of sightseeing. It had been thrilling fo
Jacqueline, She'd loved the thick greens of the jungle lining the road
interspersed with people’s houses and shops. It's unlike anything i
Australia.

She had become very excited, despite her fatigue after the lon
trip, as we drove into Kuala Terengganu. It was late in the evening
<o there wasn't much activity, Terengganu's commercial area con
sists of two- or three-storey shop-houses, just like most other place
in Malaysia. It certainly doesn't look a very wealthy place compare
to parts of Australia. | suppose it might have scemed romantic t
someone from Melbourne: exotic Asia, just like in the travel bre

chures.

‘What's behind there?' Jacqueline asked, pointing to a lon
wall parallel to the road.

‘My uncle’s place,” I said. ‘The Sultan’s palace.

‘Oh! Is that where you live, Bahrin? Really?’

‘No. My mum's place is a bit further along, up the other en
I'll take you to see my relatives later on if they're not too busy. It
quite fancy inside the palace, at least the room where the cerem
nies take place. There are some nice decorations, Here's my mum
place: down this lane’

We turned into the little lane and drove the fifty metres ton
mum’s,

‘Oh! What a big house," she said.

“That's my other uncle’s place,’ | replied. She was looking
the house on the other side of the lane.

"Where's your place, then? Is this it? Is this your house?’ St
sounded a little disappointed, as we turned into the yard.

“Yes, This one's where [ live, My mum lives next door.” The
were two small concrete houses, single-storey, surrounded by son
grass, a few little plants, and two medium-sized trees, We drove in’
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ancle’s place, next door to mum'’s across the alley. Jacqueline
to stay at his place, which was the proper thing to do as we were
arried.
The next day I'took her to meet my mum, My mother is a very
person, and [ knew she was wary of meeting Jacqueline. She
to be cordial that first mecting. She took her inside and made
er tea. My mother didn't ask Jacqueline any questions. She didn't
to because Jacqueline did all the talking without any prompt-
I could see it was difficult for my mother, who is very conserva-
e Jacqueline's ‘over-anxious’ approach made my mother nery-
Jacqueline was trying very hard to make a good impression, but
bably had the opposite effect on my mum. But in the long run
aid off, as they became very supportive of one another. After we
married my mother accepted Jacqueline’s behaviour almost
etely, even hecoming something of an apologist for her at times,
ly because of her great love for the grandchildren.
- When Jacqueline ran off with the children, all that my mum
done for her counted for nothing. Even when my mother was
well from missing her only grandchildren, Jacqueline still refused
w the kids to speak to her.
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The office phone rang and dragged me out of my reverie and back to
the present. [t was my partner.

‘Raja? Ahmad wants a revision of the secondary plan. By
Wednesday.’

Ahmad was our liaison at the government.

‘OK. Fine. I'll get on to it,’ | said.

You OK? You don't sound too good.

‘Oh no, I'm OK," I replied. 1 had no wish to burden anyone
else with my problems. | liked my partner but we didn't discus:
personal matters, or even socialise. We had developed a tacit agree
ment to be business partners and only that. In a small town there’
ot much social life, especially in one as family-oriented as Kual,
Terengganu, but we didn't feel the need to be in and out of ¢acl
other's houses, because we worked together a lot. So we never reall
developed a relationship based on persanal matters. It just wasn'’
appropriate; | don't have any really close friendships in town. T hay

spent most of my important high school and university years out o
Kuala Terengganu, and most of my friends were working in Kual
Lumpur. I suppose | felt embarrassed to talk to my elder relations. |
wasn't really done: That meant there was no one 1 could talk to i
Terengganu about what had huppened, about how 1 felt.

1 looked at the papers in front of me. I had better read ther
through carefully. These were legal documents, the judgements ¢
an ex-parte hearing from the Australian Family Court. | re-read thi
first paragraph: my wile had sole custody of my two children. Wave
of sadness and despair washed through me. And anger. An Austra
ian court had just granted her custody of my two Malaysian bort
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and-bred, Malaysian passport-holding children! What right had they
to do that? But what was number two? [ looked down and read:
(2) That wntil further order the kusband is hereby restrained from
removing the said children out of the State of Victoria and out of the
Commonwealth of Australia
So [ couldn't simply go and get them. I read on. What other
horrors awaited me? Numbers three and four said | couldn't apply
for passports for my children, and had to hand in any | had in my
possession. Number five, at the bottom of the page, said:
) That the Manager of the Australian New Zealand Savings Bank
Limited [and gave the address of my branch in Melbourne] do all things
Y. mecessary forthwith ...
I began to panic. | turned the page.

< totransfer and pay 1o the wife all monies standing to the credit
of the husband in an account of the said Bank ... That by way of urgent
lump sum maintenance the wife apply for the use and benefit for herself
e and the said children: (a) all interest hereafter earned by the said ac-
s count; (b) one-half of the monies this day standing in the said account,
= or the sum of twenty thousand dollars [Australian] ($AUS20,000),
which ever is the greater .... That until further order the wife retain the
2 balance of the monies currently in the said account ...
h Istopped reading and put my head in my hands. That account
V| had $AUS47,000 (RM94,000) in it, from the sale of my townhouse
"t in Carlton, a gift from my grandfather, | had been advised to leave it
d | in the bank because if I took it ot of Australia it would've attracted
of L alot of tax. Occasionally I would transfer small sums when we needed
la it but mainly we used it for trips to Australia to visit Jacqueline's
It] relations. It was nearly all the money I had in the world. It was strictly
i my personal account, with money in it from well hefore 1 met
Jacqueline.
mi g It had nothing to do with our marriage. My grandfather had
{1 left me money in his will, and I'd bought the townhouse with it
When ['was a student. The Australian Family Court had ordered half
of that money be given to Jacqueline and later gave her the entire
il balance! Was this right? I couldn’t believe it. What sort of country's
n f)udmary would order such a thing without even attempting to con-
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tact me? They managed to serve me the judgement, so 1 wasn't ex-
actly lostin the wilds of darkest Malaysia. Perhaps it was | who was
dealing with a backward colonial state? It didn't sound like the Aus-
tralia | remembered from my student days. That Australia w
and prepared to fight for justice. So which Australia was this? This
must be the Australia of the Family Court. This Australia mustn't he
very civilised.

[ sat with my head in my hands trying to think what this meant.
Jacqueline had fought hard to get the children to Australia without
me this trip, and this was why: she'd planned it. Everything started
to fall into place. She'd carefully orchestrated the whole thing; This
wasn't a spur of the moment decision, the reaction of a spurned
woman. This was a methodical plan. Now it made sense, why she'd
lobbied all my relatives so cleverly.

The presentation T was just completing had been looming &
month and a half ago. | wanted to postpone the trip back to Aus-
tralia until after the presentation, but Jacqueline wouldn'thear ofit.

"I want to go back to Australia now, Bahrin. I miss Australia. [

want to see my mother and grandmother,' she had said.

“Why can’t we wait a couple more weeks?' | asked. 'l can finish
the presentation and come with you. T want to see Australia again,
o0,

‘No. I don’t want to wait."

She was very insistent, This had been building for some time,
even before | met Norilah. She had indulged in awtul behaviour
over the years, which worsen when she discovered | had married
Norilah. But this time she was calmer, though things still weren't
good between us. | was afraid of what might happen, even then. |
didn’t want her to go without me. She went to all my female rela-
tives, who had been very supportive of her, and continued to sup-
port her. She went ta my mother, and my aunties, and enlisted their
aid. | was being cruel. I wouldn't allow her to return. Tut, tut, tut,
what a wicked Bahrin.

And then came the story that her grandmother was very ill,
that she'd had a serious stroke. My mother and aunties were very
sympathetic now, They might be in the same situation themselves,
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hoping for a favourite daughter to return to them on their death
bed. I hecame a villain in the eyes of my family, cruelly
the doting daughter and grandchild from fulfilling her filial obliga-
tions. Jacqueline had learnt quite a bit about what is important in
Malaysia and was applying it.

‘OK, OK," I said to my auntie who had come to plead on

Jacqueline's behalf. “Let her go back without me, if vou want to,
What about she goes first with Shahirah and T follow soon with
Iddin?*
" Ithought that was fair enough. Shahirah was only a few months
old. Who would like to travel unescorted with a three-year old child
and an infant on an international flight if they could choose some-
thing easier? Jacqueline would. OFf course she wanted to take both
kids, because she was planning to abduct them. She refused my sug-
gestion, threw another tantrum, and went the rounds of the neigh-
‘bourhood.

‘Bahrin’s not allowing me to go!' she said to another auntie.
“What sort of man is he, keeping me locked up like this?

The sort of man who is afraid of his wife ahducting his chil-
dren. But [ didn’t know how she would do it. | hadn't heard of the
Family Court then.

‘Bahrin? Can I come and talk with you? It was my auntie’s

 restraining

Voice. [ was in my room, still on my prayer mat. Afternoon prayer
had just finished.

'OK. Come in.'

She gave a very convincing presentation with a thousand and
one reasons why | should let Jacqueline go back to Australia with
‘both kids. Jacqueline had promised all the aunties and my mother
that she would behave herself and the kids would come back to
Malaysi
- ‘Bahrin, | gusrantee you Jacqueline will come back with the
Kids," my auntie said.

I'was exhausted. Years of Jacqueline’s unhappiness had worn
‘Me down. | had mountains of work ahead of me. Now my own
ily was supporting her,

What could | do? I'stood up, walked to the bureau, opened the

as usual
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drawer and took out the kids' passports. Perhaps that was the great-
est mistake in my life.

‘OK,’ [ said, handing them to her, ‘You guarantee that they
come back.'

And so Jacqueling, 1ddin and Shah left for Australia on 13
November 1985, with a return ticket, The night before their depar-
ture Iddin — he and 1 were very close - cried most of the night. That
further raised my anxiety. Perhaps he sensed something, picked up
feelings from his mother? But T am a man of my word and | had to
honour my agreement, no matter how reluctantly. Iddin and I were
sleeping together. He wouldn't sleep with Jacqueline or by himself.
He just wanted to be with me, weeping. It was awful, that weeping.
1 cuddled him, but that didn't help either. Eventually T took him to
the car and we went for a long drive through the night. He finally
settled down and we went hack home to bed. We were very close to
each other, and he was a very keen soccer enthusiast as well!

Three and a half weeks later | am informed that Jacqueline has
decided to stay in Australia and has sole custody of my children.

.



There was a deluge occurring outside, 1 stood up, pushing the papers
to one side. T needed time to think.  went to the window and looked
out for a minute. Then I turned and went downstairs to get some
fresh air. [ stood on the footpath and looked at the rain pouring
down, my stomach in knots, my eyes as wet as the sky. Istill couldn’t
really believe it: my wife had abducted my children! | turned, and
climbed the stairs. Bits of paper blew past me, pushed up by the
warm wind. The stains on the concrete walls seemed dirtier than
usual, and the sound of my footsteps on the stairs echoed up the
stairwell, reinforcing my sense of loneliness and despair. By the time
[ got to the second floor [ was even more depressed. [ leaned against
the door to the office rooms, with my two hands and my head pressed
against the wood. | took a few deep breaths and went inside.

Now that my head had cleared a little I realised one important
thing: this was now a legal matter. Jacqueline had decided to make
our marriage difficulties a matter for the court. I went to the phone
and rang my uncle, who also lives in Terengganu — a lawyer — and
told him what had just happened to my kids, and my money being
removed from the account

‘How can she do such a thing? How is it possible without me
even being asked my side? What sort of law is this? | asked my uncle,

‘I'm unfamiliar with Australian Family Law,” he replied, ‘but |
understand there has been a lot of dissension about its rulings, espe-
cially from fathers. Friends have referred to rulings that seemed pe-
culiarly harsh for a non-criminal case, In particular, the law in Aus-
tralia favours the mother in custody matters, not the father, as is the
case in Malaysia. So your absence could be seen as a statement of
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the obvious. Also Jacqueline could be seen almost as a refugee, flee-
ing from a tyrannous situation, if she presented herself in that light.
The Australians do not always see our culture favourably, to put it
mildly

‘But what about the kids? How can the court just ignore me?’

‘As | said, Bahrin, Family Law is geared towards supporting
the mother, as [ understand it, Jacqueline is still an Australian citi-
zen, isn't she?” he replied.

“Yes, but the children aren't, They're on Malaysian passports.”

“That's strange. Under the Hague Convention children should
be returned to their country of origin, he replied.

“What's the Hague Convention?' I didn't know what he was
talking about.

‘An international agreement about how to deal with child ab-

duction from one country to another. Australia is a signatory, but
not Malaysia. Under the convention signatory countries are required
to return abducted children to their original country's jurisdiction.
It should be a matter of course.”

‘But why didn't they do that immediately? Why this ex-parte
judgement?’

‘I'm not sure, Bahrin; | don't know Australian law well enough.!

‘And is it normal for a court to take money out just like that,
without a hearing?' | asked.

‘Bahrin, I've never heard of such a thing, It's not common law;’
he replied.

He was educated in England at Lincoln's Inn and is very expe-
rienced. He told me to stay calm and he'd make enquiries, He soon
rang back and told me that he'd asked a few friends who had associ-
ates in Australia,

‘It's strange, Bahrin. The news is that even lawyers in Australia
say it's odd.'

“What? Not ta return the kids immediately?’

‘Well, yes, but also to remove your money. They say it must be
a special case.

“What kind of special case? What's going on?" [ wasn't feeling
comforted by this new information.
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‘Iound out a little more about the Hague Convention rulings.
Jtseems that children are automatically returned to their country of
origin unless,” he paused for a few seconds and coughed lightly, *un-
less the applicant can prove that the child will be at risk "

~ Atrisk? Lrepeated. started to feel ill again.

‘Yes. It's possible that Jacqueline may have suggested to the
that Tddin and Shah were in danger of some kind of sycho-
gical or physical harm. However,' he quickly went on, ‘it's prob-
ably a case of the judge deciding to err on the side of caution, s
e a further hearing?'

I had read the papers tharoughly while I was waiting for his
“There's something here about 29 January, in Melbourne. ”...
f the wife's said applications ..."

“That's when you can put your case, Bahrin,'

I rang off and sat thinking. Again. My life was thinking about
he past and the future. There seemed to be no present that wasn't a
of speculation.

- The next six weeks | tried to work, 1 tried to find Jacqueline
nd the kids, I tried not to think of what might happen. | was deeply
pcked at how easy it had been for her. What could 1 do about it
ing at all. 1 could only go through the processes available to me
ave my children returned. I had some comfort in the thought
under the Hague Convention I was in the right, that once the
was aware of the situation the children would be returned to
d to the country of their birth. Under Malaysian law custody
e children falls to the father unless the mother can prove it
d be otherwise. Tt is the opposite of Australian law. But it wasn't
tody or control that | wanted. | just wanted my kids to be back
tere they belonged. Even if they lived around the corner with
it mother, or even in Kuala Lumpur and they lived with me on
ol holidays. As long as they were back in the country where
¥ grew up, where all their friends and relations were, and in the
gion that hoth their parents followed.

Thad no success in finding Jacqueline. She didn't even ry to
in touch with me, or let the children talk to their father. | wor-
bout Iddin. He and | were very close and I knew he would be
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wondering where Abah was, even though he was only three. But 1
supposed it would be easy for Jacqueline to keep him entertained,
especially with plenty of money! The only thing I could do was pre-
pare my case. | contacted lawyers in Melbourne and briefed them
over the phone.

“Look, Raja, my lawyer Ting Chan said, ‘your defence is sim-
ple. You go strictly by your Tocal law. You were married to Jacqueline
in Malaysia, in Terengganu, as Muslims. It was a Muslim marriage,
not a civil marriage. You are governed by Muslim marriage law, There-
fore, under the terms of the Hague Convention the children, prod-
uets of that marriage and raised under Muslim law of Malaysia, must
be returned to that jurisdiction. Itis & simple matter. We'll just fight
on jurisdiction. Don’t even go for a full hearing. You don't need to
argue whether you're a better father or she’s a better mother. You
don't need to do that at all. Just fight on jurisdiction and have the
case referred to Malaysia. It's not the responsibility of an Australian
court to decide on the fate of Malaysian children. Better still, to
equip yourself to face the court here, go to your local Muslim court,

in Terengganu, and ask for a custody order for the children. 1 don't
doubt you'll be granted it. Your wife took those children on the
pretext of a visit to a sick grandmother, promising to return, with a
return ticket, She has no legal right to keep two Malaysian children
in Australia and claim Australian jurisdiction.’

S6 1 went to the Syariah court as advised and complained, and
was granted the order. However, I couldn’t serve it because I didn’t
know where she was in Australia.
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- Idida lot of thinking during those six weeks while | waited to go to
Australia for the hearing, rehashing our marriage, going over and
over the past trying to see where it went wrong and why what hap-
‘pened happened. One day I was in the office and Sharifah was talk-

ing to someone on the phone about their wedding plans, and | re-

~membered our weddings. Jacqueline and 1 had two. The first was
the religious ceremony, conducted at home when 1 was still study-
ing, at the beginning of my final vear of architecture. There were

only about ten people, and it was held at my mum’s. There was a

compulsory religious part, conducted by a local imam, where we

went through the vows, and then a meal in the evening. It wasn't
very long, | remember, or a great social occasion. It had meaning as
areligious event.

The second wedding, the ceremonial one, was held about a

Year later when we'd returned, | thought, for good from Australia. |

d graduated, sold the townhouse in Carlton that I'd bought with

oney my granddad had left me, packed everything and come home

With Jacqueline. It was quite a big'do’,ina way, though by Malaysian

standards it was modest. I'm not a showy person. Tt was 'big’ in so

much as VIPs attended, hecause of my status as a member of the

Toyal family, The Sultan, my uncle, came and so did the Crown Prince,

the Chief Minister and local politicians. But it was still held at our

Bwn house, not at a big hotel. The ceremony is more traditional than

iy a legacy of Malaysia's Hindu past. We dressed up like a prince

8d princess from the past, sat on a little dais adomed with decora-
lons, and people threw rice. I think of itas a lot of hoo-ha, icing on
fie cake. Jacqueline’s mother and grandmother came over for that
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one and stayed for two or three weeks. Perhaps all the novelty ol
such an affair fired the fantasy of marrying an exotic prince? [ was
afraid then of what might happen when the novelty started to wear
off The suspicion had been compounded by Jacqueline’s passion for
anything written about the wedding of Charles and Di which, un-
fortunately, was about the same time as ours.

‘Oh! Here's the latest Lady Di!’ she'd s
en's magazine at me,

She was quite escited at being 2 Malaysian princess, even
though 1 told her many times that ‘royalty’ in my case wasn't any-
thing like what she read of the British royal family in the women's
glossies. Besides, Jacqueline wasn't going to be a ‘real’ princess any-
way, not according to custom or law, and 1 didn't even have any
special duties, let alone privileges. Such things are reserved for the
first family’, the Sultan’s own children and siblings. My mother is
the Sultan's sister, but she keeps a very low profile. | told Jacqueline
that there are nine sultans in Malaysia, taking it in turns 1o be the
‘king' of the entire cauntry and that over the generations these sul-
tans have produced many thousands of princes and princesses. Some:
oceupy high corporate positions, while more than two-thirds lead a
very ordinary life. It's not uncommon to find someone with the royal
name of ‘raja’ or ‘tengku’ sweeping the floors of a restaurant or work-
ing as a labourer on a construction site. Being ‘royal' in Malaysia isn't

a passport to the high life. A good education and qualifications are;
hich was why my parents and late grandfa-

, waving some wom-

much more important, w
ther were particular about my education.

“The first two years of our marriage had been fine. Jacquelin
was enthusiastically learning the adat from my mother: all the do’s
and don'ts of Malaysian culture, The imant who had instructed m!
when 1 was a boy used to come two or three times a week to have
regular religious instruction sessions with my mother and Jacquelin
who was very keen to participate. She knew a fair bit about Islam
it was, but before we were married we'd had a proper conversio
ceremony, just to make sure that she understood all the basics. I
wasn't strictly necessary because <he claimed she was already a M
lim, but she wanted to do it anyway. | think it was a form of publi
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profession of faith for her, to let her new family know that she was
sserious and committed to Islam.
. My mum was very supportive of Jacqueline, always assisting
whenever she could, whether it be around the house o swering
questions about Malay life or about Islam. She really tried to make
Jacqueline feel part of things. She could have iustignored facqueline,
and let her fumble about on her own, but she chose instead to be
dnd and helpful. On the surface then, everything seemed smooth.

“Your mum's really good, Bahrin. She's teaching me so muth,
be lost without her,’ she said to me once

‘She’s been very goad to me all my life. She is a good person,”
plied. No one has a bad word 1o say about my mother, and she
ulfils her role superbly,
L It was time for midday prayers, so | said to Sharifah as I left,
soon. I'm off to the mosque.” It was starting to rain again so |
e. [ got out of the car and looked about me at the ordinary men
women quictly entering: shopkeepers, taxi-drivers, government
cials, labourers. A burst of laughter from the roadway behind
de me tumn around. 1 saw a whirl of bright orange and yellow
wers, reds and greens and blues, white teeth, spinning wheels and
ing arms. Two women, squeezed into a tiny beca, and dressed in
sual brightly-coloured clothes (one was wearing all pink), were
attempting to open their umbrellas which were covered in huge
and orange flower prints. A gust of wind took hold of the
lies and threatened to drag them, and the women, from the cab,
ir jilbals were flying up into the midst of the fracas as well. It
colour and movement. The rider stopped, got off the bike,
boked with amusement at the two of them, who were wres.
with their difficult charges with great gusto and much laughter,
A man on the curb yelled out, 'Tt's 4

beca, not an aeroplane!’

0. Another woman stepped out of a shop niext to me and
t€d to one of the pair - the one in pink —who must have been
fiend, 'Emi! Be careful! The flowers will end up in the river!"
ne within earshot laughed. The road they were on ended a
ndred yards further on at the river ferry jetty.
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That even made me laugh, and I went into the mosque slightly
cheered. These working women were Muslims, and mothers. Razak,
the proprictor of the cafe where 1 often stopped for lunch, had three
kids. Sharifah, my secretary, had two. Islam is very supportive of
women, not repressive, as is so often claimed by some people in

Western countries.

| came out of the mosque after praying for Allah to Jook after
my children, wherever they were. I thought about the khutbah de-
livered by the imant last Friday. He used a story to illustrate a point
he was making, I remembered the story well, as | had heard it often
from my father and mother when 1 was growing up.

Muhammad was asked by a man, ‘Between my father and my
mother, whom should 1 honour more, or respect more?’

The Prophet replied, "Your mother.

The man asked another question. ‘After my mother, who is the
next person [ should respect?’

“Your mother,' said Muhammad.

So the man asked once more. ‘And after her?’

“Your mother,’ replied Muhammad, making the point that
motherhood is held in great esteem.

The true teaching of Islam does not reflect the sensationalist
view that women are repressed and nothing but sex slaves, Women
are honoured, ¢ jally in Malaysian culture. Perhaps in other parts
of the Islamic world women are not treated with proper respect, but
that is certainly not the case in Malaysia. Motherhood is considered
the greatest task that a person can undertake, but that doesn't mean
that women are forbidden to take other work, as everyone in Malay-
sia knows. Preferably a mother is home during the child's first few
years, but if she wants to take a part-time job, so be it. Our society
would collapse without the essential contribution of women to the

economy. Women permeate every strata of work, from the highest
to the lowest.

It started raining again, heavily, so I ran, jumping across a gut-
ter and ducking underneath an awning. | stood looking out at the
downpour, thinking about motherhood, and the last few years with
articular scenes played themselves out again in my head.

Jacqueline.
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Tremembered John and Susan, expats from Sydney. Jacqueline
ecome good friends with Sue, who lived close by, and they
[ to spend a lot of time together. John was an architect working
haanother firm here, so we had a lotin common, too. They were
od friends. When 1'd come home from work or from soccer (1
yself, and manage a youth team) Jacqueline was usually at
, Some days we'd have Australian-style barbecues with them.

helicopter companies, but they all moved south when the
ry relocated to Kerteh. Unfortunately, John and Sue had to
to Australia as Sue had become quite ill. Suddenly Jacqueline
d herself ‘alone’, at least without Australians nearby, | think the
nce of Australians helped her 1o feel as if she was still con-
with Australia, but once they left she started to behave more
ore erratically, showing much more aggression. It marked the
ing of the downturn in our relationship. Some of those scenes
mbered only too well,
‘Bahrin! What sort of place is thi
It was Jacqueline's voice. I'd just come in from soccer and was
off my shoes at the doorstep. The tone in her voice had be-
ie increasingly familiar: intense irritation.
Yes, Jacqueline? What's the matter?’
‘This country, Bahrin! | went to the market today to get some
nt Australian Parmesan cheese,’ she said, her voice coming from
ront room. | heard a book or magazine hitting the floor, then,
ey didn't have any. Not in the whole market. Not a single
Parmesan. [ wanted it for spaghetti, Bahrin.'
TIwalked up the steps and straight into the dining/lounge room.
alked out of the room where she'd been reading Iddin must
n with his grandmother. I couldn't see or hear him.
f we were in Melbourne now we could just go out to an Ital-
aurant. We could eat any sort of food we wanted. I'm sick of
ant some pasta, Bahrin, [ wish we were back in Melbourne,'
ice was rising.
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‘Jacqueline,” I said, and opened my hands, | was very upset by
her anger. What could [ do about it? 1 felt ineffectual to make her
happy. ‘But we're not in Melhourne, We're in Terengganu.”

T know we're in bloody Terengganu,' she said, staring at me,
anger in her eyes. | walked into the kitchen to get a drink of water
and to try and diffuse the situation. She followed me, saying, 'l
couldn't get the Woman's Day cither. It's still not in. It's now two
and a half weeks late, Bahrin. How come it takes so long to come
from Kuala Lumpur? Can't you get it flown in, or something? In
Australia 1 wouldn't have to wait this long!"

“Yes, Jacqueline. I'm sorry, but [ can't get it here any sooner. Il
pick up the latest copy next week when 1 go to KL.'

“That's still too late, Bahrin. I'm sick of it. ['m sick of you,' she
yelled, and stormed out of the house.

Scenes like that were becoming more and more frequent. They
broke my heart. I'd bring her copies of the Australian women's glossy
magazines 1o pacify her, and Australian cheese when I could find it.
What could 1 do? 1 kept asking myself that question over and over.
What could I do? Jacqueline was unhappy, and angry at being un-
happy. She was unhappy with her life, the decisions she'd made. 1
thought 1 could make it all right for her. But nothing seemed to
satisfy her. And taking out her anger on me wasn't enough, She would
extend it to others. | remembered a very painful scene from early in
our marriage, in carly 1982,

‘Lunch'll be ready soon, Bahrin,’ said Jacqueline. ‘Where's your
father?"

My dad, who had divorced from my mother when [ was 17,
had returned to Terengganu to attend my cousin's wedding. He was
staying across the lane at my uncle’s, Tt was about 1 pm and 1'd just
returned from the office.

'l go and get him, [ said, and walked over to uncle's, 1'm not
a power-walker but it didn't take me any longer than a minute. Da
was just finishing his shower. The wedding had gone on until well
past midnight, and Dad had stayed talking to his old friends, many!
of whom he hadn't seen in years. He'd risen late. So I sat in th
lounge room with my cousins, my uncle and my auntie and chatte
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e [ waited for him to get dressed. About 1.20 pm we heard a
otion coming from the kitchen. | turned and saw Jacqueline
ng up the steps from the kitchen into the room.

"Why aren’t you coming! What are you two bastards doing?’
vyelled. Everyone was startled and turned to look at her. They
In't know what was happening,

“Yasmin. Dad overslept. We're just coming now,’ I said.

- She ignored what I said and pointed at my father. He'd come
ut of his room when he heard all the noise, dressed only in his

‘I'm cooking for you and you're lazing about in here! You're as
as each other! Nobody gives a shit about me! I'm just some sort
ve! Lunch is getting cold! Do you understand! Lunch’s getting
You turn up and upset everything! Who do you think you

My father was deeply shocked. He is a very patient man. He'd
raised his voice at her. He didn't know where to look as she
ed at him. [ was very upset and embarrassed.

“Yasmin! Calm down! 1t'll be all right, I said to her.

“Yes. Father will be along soon,’ said my auntie.

Jacqueline shouted at her as well. No one could do anything to
her, She turned around and marched out of the room. 1 didn't
what to say to everyone. There was a deathly silence in the
. Dad went back into his room and quickly dressed. He came
nd apologised to everyone, and to me! As if it was his fault! |
d out of the house with my dad following. At my house the
was on the table. When we entered, Jacqueline was waiting,
'There it is! | hope you choke!" she screamed again.

Then she went and locked herself in her room. We sat down at
able and ate. My dad didn't say anything about what had hap-
d. It was the most uncomfortable meal | had ever had with my

Lsaid, 'I'm sorry, Dad. I don't know what to say”’

'It's alright, Bahrin. I'm alright. Be patient. It was my fault.
rher time to settle in," he replied.

But he didn't scem very happy. He left quite soon, without
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eating much, and went back to my uncle’s. Parents are held in great
respect in Malaysia. Screaming abuse at a parent is unheard of My
stomach was churning as | sat at the dining table. Jacqueline ap-
peared from her room, walked past me, and went out to the car. She
didn’t say a thing. She drove off 1 had some things to do in town, s0
1 drove in, half-expecting to bump into Jacqueline. 1 had no idea
where she'd gone. She always was free to go where ever she liked.
She was good friends with Shirley, who was the wife of the manager
of the Primula Hotel, so she might've gone to talk with her, or maybe
even around the corner to her friends John and Sue. I spent about an
hour doing my errands, then came back. Jacqueline's car was in the
driveway and she was in the kitchen supervising the preparation for
the evening meal.

My father was returning to Kuala Lumpur the next day. |
wanted to see him as much as | could because he visited Terenggantt
only rarely, and T often wasn't able to catch up with him when 1
went to Kuala Lumpur because I was too busy with work.

“Yasmin, will you come and see my father before he goes?" |
asked her.

She didn't even look at me.

She just said, ‘No.'

I thought she might've liked to make use of the opportunity to
make amends, or even just to say goodbye. But no, she didn't, she
preferred to stay by herself.

‘OK, that's fine. But | want to see him, This is the last chance
1'll get to see him for a long time.)

‘Go, Bahrin, she said, turning her back on me;

So 1 went across to my uncle's, Everyone was watching the
television news, | sat down next to my dad after greeting everyone.

After about five minutes of the usual television news death
and destruction Jacqueline burst into the room with her own brand.

Her eyes were filled with fury.

‘I can't believe it! You bloody men are all the same! | can’t
believe the ingratitude of this father of yours, Bahrin! I'm not some
sort of slave for you, you know! And you'd rather see him than me!
You come over here and spend all your time with him while I'm left
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“alone in the house! You're a selfish bastard!

She was standing in the doorway screaming. It was hard to
a lot of what she was saying. It didn't really matter because it
abuse, and directed mainly at my father again. [ copped a fair bit
it, but most of it was for him, It was awful. | couldn't believe it
happening again, and even worse this time. She came right into
room and stood over us and kept on screaming at him. She even
d poking at us,

My uncle stood up and came over, *Yasmin! Please! Calm down!”
She didn't pay any attention. Then my auntic came and tried
calm her. I stood up as well because she was starting to get quite
nchy. She was out of control and | was very worried she'd really
it someone. As soon as 1 was standing she turned on me. | was

, whom [ call Ayah Chik, put himself between us, while my
Diana was holding me, and aunt Zainah had hold of Jacqueline.
sort of behaviour had never been experienced before by any-
in the room. Our family didn't behave that way. 1 don’t think
one in Malaysia behaved like that, but if they do they confine it
ir own house, not to innocent people, 1 couldn’t understand
imosity towards my father. He hardly even knew Jacqueline.
*d only met her once before we were married and hadn't spoken
tich at all. Maybe it was because she felt jealous because my father
here and her mother and grandmother were back in Australia?
aybe it was a deep legacy of her father's abandonment? The
ations may be interesting, but the reality was awful. She even-
stormed out of the room and silence fell. The only sound was
television news playing some war scenes. Gunshots were going
the room. It was a strange coincidence, sadly apt. T felt deeply
frassed, and very sad for my father.

0 days later, after my father had returned to Kuala Lumpur,
ed a phone call at work. My dad had collapsed on the golf
with angina. He'd never had a heart problem before, and
since. He had been a very regular and fit golf captain at the
Subang Golf Club for quite a few years. | immediately rushed
a Lumpur to see him. He was in the Cardiac Intensive Care
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nit at Assunta Hospital for three days. ‘When I arrived he was very
weak and pale, but pleased to sce me. 1 was very upset, and instead
of me consoling him, he consoled me.

‘Please don't worry about me, Bahrin, he said, even though he
was very weak

‘Dad. It's my fault. I'm sure what Yasmin did has triggered this

“Bahrin, be happy. And be patient. In Islam, we draw strength
from being patient. You know that. Remember it. Our belief in God
is not complete if we are not patient. Let her settle down. She's
young, Give her time to adjust,” he said, still with the oxygen fix-
tures attached to his nostrils.

Here was my father, after one of the worst experiences of his
life, consaling me, telling m¢ everything would be all right. 1 am his
only son. His only daughter-in-law gave him the most disgraceful
insult of attacking him in public; twice in one day!

If these outbursts were a sign of homesickness, what could |
do? 1 was already helping her as much as 1 could. She rang home
regularly and talked with her mother and grandmother, but those
Melbourne even more,

calls only seemed to make Jacqueline
and run up huge phone bills as well. We returned to Melbourne
every year for a couple of weeks so that she could see her family. T
thoroughly enjoyed those visits, too It was nostalgic to return to
Parkville and Melhourne University, and just walk and drive around.
| grew very fond of Melbourne over the years [ lived there, and it
was a thrill to return to my ‘old stomping ground'.

[ suggested to Jacqueline later, “Well, we go back to Australia
every year. If need be, we can go back twice a year, or even three
times. But we'll have to wait until business picks up a bit’

T'd just started my own practice at that time, and it takes a
while for a business to stabilise. | spent the first two years working at
the Public Works Department after we returned from Australia, in
arder to fulfil my obligations to the government before 1 could qualify
to practise on my own We weren't making much money, but we
were happy enaugh, or so 1 thought. Jacqueline’s outhursts were
very unsettling, but 1 just kept waiting, patiently hoping that she
would adjust. | was as loving and kind as | could be,
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Iddin was born in 1983, in a little clinic just around the corner
my office, the same one in which Shah was born two years
- Twasn 't exactly overworked at the Department, so T had plenty
e to spend with Jacqueline. It was a straight 8 to4 job, and the
kends were free, so we did family things, took little outings and
like. Jacqueline would visit her expat friends during the day,
her taking Iddin with her or leaving him with the maid. She was
wrtunate to have some help around the house. We did have to 'keep
p sppearances’ because of our closeness to the royal family, which
pas actually more of a burden than an advantage on my Public Works
ry of RM1,600 (SAUSB0O0) a month. Jacqueline was free to come
. §° as she pleased, and had a car which she could drive about
er she wanted.
She was very fond of dressing up in traditional Malay garb,
¢h'more than anyone else did. | don't mean purdah with a chador,
en a jilbah: she never dressed like that at all. She didn't even
scarf. She preferred the Malay traditional costume. She was
alay than the Malays when it came to costume! She would
a lot of flattering comments whenever she went out. She
as someone who liked the limelight, and she sought it how-
she could, even in sleepy Kuala Terengganu. It was a very easy
her, because she had my mum to help her, and the maid,
of whom loved to look after 1ddin so Jacqueline could go out,
fad a book for an hour or so. She loved reading Australian novels,
her outward adjustment (perhaps even ‘over-adjustment’)
life, she still kept in close contact with her Australian rovts,
she seemed to be living in two fantasy worlds: one in Malay
and one in Australian novels and magazines. But it wasn't
h, this easy life filled with fantasy. Being a princess wasn‘tall it
cked up to be. It was a fairly ordinary life in a fairly ordinary
in Malaysia, very unlike the picture she painted in her sensa-
She was never a prin-

always overcome sensible judge-
, many Australians who read the hook believed her warped




These thoughts had flashed by while I was standing waiting for the
rain to stop. As | waited | remembered another incident that had
occurred not far from where | stood.

My mother had made a rare trip to Kuala Lumpur and had
returned by air, an even rarer occurrence. L had escorted her, as | had
1o go to KL on business. I called Jacqueline the night before we flew
back to Terengganu to tell her not to meet us at the airport. It would
be early in the morning and [ddin was small. T suggested that it would
be better for Jacqueline to stay with Iddin, and she'd agreed.

“If we can’t get a ride from friends, we'll catch a cab,' T replied.

When we arrived at the Kuala Terengganu airport I met
Hamzah, the driver from the Public Works Department who had
just dropped off his boss. He knew me from my Public Works days
and offered to take my mother and me home. We weren't far from
our house, almost in town, when a car behind us honked its horn
and flashed its lights. I was in the back with my mum and turned
around to see what the commotion was about. It was Jacqueline, in
my car,

“You'd better pull over. It's Jacqueline. There must be some-
thing wrong, | said.

1 was afraid that something had happened to lddin. The nanny
was sitting in the back but I couldn’t see Iddin. It was about 8 am,
peaple were going to work and the road was pretty busy. Eventually
my friend parked the car on the side of the road. 1 jumped out and
walked back towards Jacqueline, who'd pulled up behind us, She
flung the door open and jumped out.

“What are you doing in this car? | was going to surprisc you! |
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going to pick you up! But you weren't there!” she yelled,
Tcouldn't believe my ears. The nanny was still sitting in the car
g frightened and holding Iddin, who was crying I started to
ink that Jacqueline might truly be . 1 just couldn't under-
ind what she was screaming about. She'd decided to surprise us by
ating us at the airport even though we'd agreed she wasn't going
o come becausc of Iddin and when she can't find us at the airport
e tracks us down and abuses us!
Jacqueline! Calm down, Getin the car and I'll drive you home,
queline!’
~ She kept on reaming the same things. A bit of a crowd had
d on the footpath to watch, and cars were slowing down to
I was mortified. It was the busiest time of the day and hun-
Is of people saw and heard her. Finally she got back into the car
Ldrove her home. Her behaviour was completely unacceptable.
laysia such things just don't happen. That's not because Ma-
is an Islamic state. Buddhists, Hindus, Muslims, Chinese,
:nobody behaves like that. Not even in Western countries is
haviour condoned. If there are differences to settle they're
privately, behind closed doors, between the parties concerned.
vite the neighbourhood to watch? There were other sensa-
ncidents before that: screaming at me and insisting [ wore my
elt, for example, but that was certainly the most spectacular.
e has always been good at getting attention.
ith all these nerve-wrecking and humiliating public displays
trum, I didn't know if I was married to a mature woman or an
ure child. I doubt I could have kept my sanity if | had not met
ent wife, Norilah,
By the time | reached the office the rain had stopped. | went
the drawing board and redrew the section I'd been working
Lleft.
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About ten days before the 29 January hearing | flew to Melbourne
to meet with the lawyers and finalise details. The plane arrived about
§ am, and | went straight to my hotel, The Victoria, in Little Colling
Street in the heart of the city. The morning air was cold, the sky
cloudless, Even the weather seemed unusual.

The next day was hot and dry, with a blustery north wind
whipping dust and papers along the city streets, 1'd never been there
at that time of the year; I'd always returned to Malaysia for the Uni-
versity break and the Melhourne 1 knew was wet and cold. That
climatic difference highlighted the sense of unreality and disease
that was permeating my life. Even familiar Melbourne had donned
an opposite guise.

T arrived at the lawyer’s office tower for our 9 o'clock meeting
and went straight up to their floor. Twas shown into Chan's office.

“Pleased to see you, Raja. Please sit down, he said.

1 hadn't met this man before, only spoken on the telephone.
He was middle-aged, and dressed in a white shirt with a brightly-
coloured tie above his grey trousers. His grey suit jacket hung on 2
rack at the side of the room. A floor-to-ceiling window behind him:
revealed a roof-top Melbourne dotted with construction cranes, We
talked for a couple of minutes about my flight and the weather, and’
then about some of the issues likely to be raised in the hearing.

“What | still can't understand is why the children weren't sent
straight back to Malaysia by the first judge? Isn't that the law?’ 1
said.

‘Raia, I'd heen waiting until you arrived to show you these:
They might help you to understand.”

42




He picked up a few papers from the side of his desk and held
out to me. [ took the papers from him. His tone suggested
weren't in my favour.

' He stood, and said, T'll get you a cup of coffee while you read
‘Water will be fine, thanks, Chan," 1 replicd.

Tglanced past him out the window. An enormous orange crane
s moving a large blue container at eye-level, about one hundred
from'me. Other cranes poked at the sky all around. | counted
There were thirteen in total. I'm not usually superstitious -
forbids such things —but I couldn't help connecting the number
anes with the date Tacqueline left for Australia: unlucky 13

' The heading on the cover page of the document he'd given me
“Transcript of Proceedings. Family Court of Australia’. | turned

MR ACKMAN: If your Honowr pleases,  appear on behalf of the
nt wife. This is an ex-parte application, your Honour, and clearly
there will be no appearance on behalf of the husband.

HIS HONOUR: In its own way that was as vcam[nlm(s an ap-
ttion as the behaviour of the

MR ACKMAN: Yes, your Honour. Your Honouris having a good
1. This one I do ot think will trowble your Honowr greatly cither
HIS HONOUR: Yes. Getting rid of all my spleen and venom.
MR ACKMAN: Your Honour, might I seek leave to file an amended
ication ...

HIS HONOUR: Yes.

MR ACKMAN: ... a supplementary affidavit in support of that
ation, and supplementary minutes of proposed orders in accord-
with rules, your Honour?

HIS HONOUR: What is the name? Bahrin, is it?

MR ACKMAN; Yes, Your Honour. I might just indicate .. |
our might note on the file that although in fact the registry acce
rriage certificate which is a Muslim marriage certificate without
ppropriate document for translation, 1 would believe there would
notation on vour Honour's file that it does not comply with the
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nules, and my nstructing solicitor will give the appropriate undertaking
that in due course ..

HIS HONOUR: Well, T have got something here all in English.

MR ACKMAN: Yes, your Honour. We have a translation, your
Homowr, but it is ... the translation is not in accordeance with the rules in
that it has not been properly identified by way of affidavit, your Honour.

HIS HONOUR: [ see, ves. Yes, all right, OK. They were married
in the state of Terenggan, wherever that might be. 1 da not know.

MR ACKMAN: It is in Malaysia, your Honour.

HIS HONOUR: Malaysia, is it?

MR ACKMAN: Yes, vour Honour. If I might .. the original ap-
plication is out of the wife dated 27 November 1985, and there is an
affidavit in support of that application dated the same date, together
with the affidavit that 1 have filed before your Honour today. Does your
Honour wish me to take you to those, or ...

HIS HONOQUR: I think | can read them. And your client is the
attractive young lady sitting next to you, is she?

MR ACKMAN: Two attractive young ladies sitting next to me,
your Honowr: Yow would have to distinguish which one of whon you speak.

HIS HONOUR: Well, nearer to you is what I meant.

MR ACKMAN: Yes, your Honour.

HIS HONOUR: Yes, all right. Well, look, 1will read the papers.

MR ACKMAN: Mrs Webb does not look Malaysian, 1 would:
have to say, your Honour.

HIS HONOUR: I did not think Mrs ... came under the descrip-
tion of being called Yasmin.

MR ACKMAN: As your Honour will see, my client ...

HIS HONOUR: Is that fifteen Christian names?

MR ACKMAN: Yes, vour Honouwr: Your Honour, my client's hus
band ...

HIS HONOUR: Not Christian names, given names.

MR ACKMAN: Given names, your Honour. My client’s hus-
band is a member of the Malaysian Royal Family ...

HIS HONOUR: Is he?

MR ACKMAN: And as your Honour will see, they are presum
ably ...
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S HONOUR: Rajas, ves.

ACKMAN: Yes. He is a son of ... nephew of a Sultan of
a, and the son is in fact the next in line in the event, and will
the titles and inheritances and titles of the father upon the
s dea h, your Honour:

HONOUR: I suppose under those circumstances they must
lot of Christian names.

AR ACKMAN: That is right, your Honour.

1S HONOUR: Your client would be a member of the Malaysian
acy in her own right, I take it, will she?

R ACKMAN: I am not sure about that, your Honour. 1 do not
that to be the case although she no doubt deserves 1o be, your
but I think it is only by dent of marriage.

HONOUR: Yes, This transcript will be fascinating if ir is
up. Showld | give your client all the money in the bank ac-

ACKMAN: Well, yes, vour Honour, in my view your Honour
nd if your Honour has any reservations about some portion of
Honour might order that ...
IS HONOUR: | was wondering what the size of the husband's
i5. If he is worth many millions I suppose he would not even miss
ve, but if he is not worth that and if he is just an architect in
ice it might be different.
ACKMAN: I am instructed that he is @ man of significant
hand that in fact the wife's jewellery alone, which is in fact not in
vy, would be worth considerably more than the amount that is
& country, your Honour, but of course she does not hold out too
of her husband returning it to her. your Honour Certainly
donour might decide that some portion of it should be retained by
Yand not disposed of

AR ACKMAN: As to the capital, whereas the interest could al-
used, but certainly 1 would ask that your Honour allow the
tion of the capital and all of the interest to be used by the wife.

IS HONOUR: Well, I would certainly allow her to use the in
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terest and some part of the capital. How much does she need?

MR ACKMAN: Well, vour Honour, the situation is that she has
arvived with two suitcases and no funds at all except for, I think, abour
$1000, and she is going to be applying for supporting parent’s pension
subject, of course, to your Honour granting relief that we seek. So it is?
simply a matter, your Honour, that the position is quite simply that if we
do not get the money we will be having to rely upon the government, and.
your Honour does not need me to tell you ...

HIS HONOQUR: Well, if I give you ... if you take twenty thou-
sand plus the interest for yourself, and hald the balance, that does not
any great harm 1o the system, does it?

MR ACKMAN: No, I do not believe so, your Honour. Perhaps i
yaur Honour order that the wife have transfer of the whole sum with th

entitlement to use the ...

I didn't read any more, Surely this was a farce,a comedy script?
Why was Chan, my lawyer, showing me this script? Was it to mal
me lose faith completely in the justice system? This was a so-call
learned judge presiding over matters of weight and seriousness:
fate of my two children. And deciding to award nearly all the mon
I had in the world to an abductor, all the while thinking | was somi
sort of super-rich prince, not an ordinary Public Works Departm
architect making RM1,600 (AUS$800) a month. 1 was so angry |
couldn’t speak. 1 had faith in the legal system of Australia; it is
similar to Malaysia's because of the British influence with its rep
tation for judicial even-handedness. Even though the Family Cor
had awarded sole custody 1o Jacqueline without me even being rej
resented, and the transcript read like a clown play, it didn't cross
mind to do anything other than pursue the matter through the cou
Child abduction was the province of my wife.

‘Wait till you see your wife's affidavit, Chan said. He to
another document from his desk and handed it acros

It was the most outrageous document, 1 was accused of
sorts of ridiculous actions, and Malaysian society especially
Terengganu was portrayed as something out of the Dark Ages:
of exploitation of women and violent repressive acts. 1 almost laught
except after reading the transcript of the ex-parte hearing T was
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afident of the judiciary's ability to see through lics

Chan and [ discussed the affidavit for a while, and then 1 said,
, I really want to see my kids. Can we arrange it?'

“That shouldn’t be too difficult. I'll get in touch with your
lawyers and see what can be arranged,” he replied. ‘11l be a
a to have a pre-hearing mecting anyway. Maybe it can all he
Lout of court, If we can get you and your wife together with a
there’s a possibility you can resolve things without every-
being involved.’

‘The meeting with Chan was over by 10.30 am, and | had noth-
t to do except wait to hear if he was able wo arrange for me to
in and Shah. | still had no way of getting in touch directly
Jacqueline: All communication had to go through the lawyers.
back to the hotel. The day was hotter and windier, adding
onfusion and irritability. In front of one of the big depart-
res’ front windows | stopped, and then went inside. I went
toy department and chose some toys for Iddin and Shahirah.
ays loved going shapping for new toys when we visited
. There wasn't the range in Kuala Terengganu. | went to the
fia and hatl lunch, then walked back to the hotel, only a cou-
sked at reception if there were any messages for me. There
from my office, with a few work things, so [ dealt with
‘my room. About 4 o'clock Chan rang and said he'd con-
queline’s lawyers and passed on my request. That was all
do for now. | just had to wait. The next few days consisted
, talking and waiting, 1'd walk up to Chan's office and talk
s, or walk around the city looking in windows, or go to the
or watch television in my room. Chan and his assistant,
Beattie, were very sympathetic and were not just doing
they were actually trying to console me at times, Mean-
ges were going back and forth between lawyers about
At first Jacqueline refused to see me, but obviously her
ised her it would look better if she had made an attempt.
as arranged to take place in the Family Court Counsel-
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| was very nervous. | wanted to see Iddin and Shah badly. It
had been almost two and a half months since 1 last saw them. |
o ved at the Counselling Room and sat in the waiting room untila
woman came into the room and looked at me.

‘Raja Bahrin?’ she asked. 1 nodded. ‘Please come in.’

1 followed her into a small room with four armchairs arranged
around a coffee table decorated with a small vase fitted with paper
flowers, and a sideboard with pamphlets on it near the door.

‘Please wait here.’

A few minutes later Iddin and Shahirah were brought in by
the same woman. Jacqueline was nowhere to be seen. When Iddin
saw me he ran over with his arms out. 1 grabbed him up in my arms
and gave him a great big hug. | missed him so much. 1 held out my
arm to take Shahirah, and then all three of us sat down in a chair. It
was s0 good to have my two kids in my arms again.

Jacqueline didn’t turn up- She must have heen in another room
and decided not to see me. The woman sat there the whole time,
She didn't say much, except one strange comment about it being ‘a
difficult situation for women in Muslim countries where men are
permitted to take more than one wife." | couldn’t believe my ears.
Was this a counsellor at work? At the end of the session (it onl
Jasted about half an hour), Jacqueline appeared at the door and tol
the kids they were going. She didn’t say anything to me at all. He
lawyer was with her, Ms Lillian Webb

Iddin started erying when he was told they were leaving, an
said, “Can Abah come home, too?’

She looked at him, then at me, and agreed, very reluctantl
The ridiculousness of the situation must have been starting to affe
aven her. Her lawyer didn't say anything other than, 111 ring y
later, and then left. We walked out of the building and into th

carpark. Iddin was very happy, jumping and skipping about and hol
ing my hand. 1 was relieved and hopeful that Jacqueline and | might
be able to talk it through without lawyers and courts. | didn't wa
to go through all of this, I was hapeful that something could b
worked out, Even if she wanted to stay in Australia maybe the ki
could come and live with me for the school holidays, Such thin
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ad passed through my mind. If she was so unhappy T wasn't going
force her to return if we could come to an agreement about the
We gotinto her car, a late model Honda Civic, and drove out to

house, which was near Monash University, her old stomping
yund. We didn’t say much to each other. | just talked to the kids
cuddled them.

At her place Jacqueline relaxed a little and hehaved in a much
intimidating fashion,

‘Cup of tea, Bahrin?' she asked.

* Yes, thanks, that'd be fine.'

She went off to make it. | couldn’t help noticing all the new
sipment, bought with the money from my account, all over the
There were new lounge suites, a dining table and chairs, tel-
and stereo. lddin took me to his room to show me his toys.
had plenty of new things, and the rest of the house was fur-
ed very adequately. I came back into the living room and played

in and Shah, Jacqueline came back with the tea and sat
She soltened a lot, and we began talking about small things:
ther, her mother and grandmother, those intimate details
't too confronting. And then the phone rang I gathered
conversation that it was her lawyer, Lillian Webb. | noticed
ueline became more and more agitated as she spoke.
e put the phone down and said, T want you to go now, Bahrin.
taxi.'
rang a cab, then sat without speaking until it arrived. |
g with the kids until it was time to go. I kissed them and
lout another word from Jacqueline.
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I was very down-hearted. I went straight back to the hotel, had a
shower, then walked around the city for a while, trying to cope with
what was happening. The next morning [ rang Chan and told him
what had happened. We decided that we would try and arrange a
counselling session again. We thought it might help. Jacqueline had.
softened when we were alone, so perhaps a session would promote:
more of that behaviour. However, she refused. 1 suppose her lawyer!
had advised her against it. [t took anather couple of days to get that
refusal,

In the meantime my lawyers had begun to hear of a fantasti
affidavit being prepared by Jacqueline and her lawyers. It was pur-
ported to contain accounts of princely high living, scandal after scans
dal, stoning to death in Terengganu for wearing a bikini! [t was ev
more wicked than the first one she had presented to the ex-parte
hearing This time 1 was really being painted as the Evil Prince. At
least we had wind of it and could prepare to fight it. 1 suppose tha
was a good thing, in a way.

A few days before the hearing the phone rang, It was abo
8.30 am, and 1'd just come back from breakfast downstairs. It was
Tacqueline: T was very surprised,

“How are you, Bahrin?' she asked in a very soft tone.

“Fine, Jacqueline, And you?'

‘Well, thanks. Bahrin, I've been thinking, you know, about
of this, and I wonder whether it might be bestif I do go back
Terengganu. | know it sounds a bit strange after all of this, but
think I've changed my mind. We could talk more easily when we g
home." She paused.
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I'was speechless, once again. Jacqueline never ceased to amaze
We were about to go to court, she'd been preparing an affidavit
of spectacular lies about me, she'd abducted my kids and al-
red me to see them only once in two and a haif months, and now
wanted to forgive and forget. And 1 was still willing to try. That
amazing, two, | suppose. But the tension of the last few days was
ming unbearable,

‘Well, Jacqueline, that sounds like a good idea. What do you
ose?’

‘Oh, Bahrin. We can stop the hearing We don't have to go
hrough with it. I'm sure we can work something out, aren't you? In
rengganu.’ Her voice was like a cat purring.

‘Sure. Let's sort this out properly. There's no point fighting in
urt, The children aren't going to benefit from this, Let’s solve it
icably There's too much tension here. The lawyers are sharpen-
ir knives.'

- You're right, Bahrin. I'm really sorry. I miss you and | miss
ganu,’ she said, almost weeping, She must have been having a
k during the night. 'Let’s get together soon and work it out,
2I'll ring you back later. Bye."

And she hung up. I sat down on the edge of the bed for about
e, wondering what to do. I felt elated. Maybe now we really
work things out. I rang Chan and told him what she'd said.
‘T'd watch myself if I were you, Raja,” Chan replied. 'T think it
‘be a ploy. They probably know by now that they've got a

e. That's what that scurrilous affidavit's about. They re go-
plead possible harm to the children if they're sent hack to
. If Jacqueline can get you off guard, maybe you'll call off

2.
spirits plummeted. Maybe he was right after all. Still, |
ait until Jacqueline rang again until I made any decision. If
had changed her mind we could all 2o home and have a
er chance of sorting things out.

S1




was Jacqueline

d this morning? Forget it, she

that night the phone rang: 1t
s all off, Bahrin. What 1 sai

said, almost sparling this ume:
‘Why, Jacqueline? Why have

Why can't we work it out without a
‘Just forget ity Bahsin. I'm going Y
| suppose it shouldn't have surp

Jacqueline: utterly impulsive: So we went to ¢

ur mind again?

you changed yo!
7 | pleaded.

1l these lawyers
o see you in court!!
rised me as it Was just like

ourt.

52



10

disheartened 1 was! And how determined! Jacqueline contin-
to play her up and down games, never remaining consistent,
now we were about to face the legal consequences: a court-
battle. I was as prepared as [ could be, but [ still felt unsure
hat I could win. Even though everything was in my favour, Jacqueline

s 50 vindictive, so good at bending the truth, and so able to smile
at judges, that [ wasn't confident of any easy win. The tran-

from the ex-parte judgement had shown how the judge was
ced.

‘On 29 January 1986 we appeared before Mr Justice Treyvaud,
 pre-trial list. | arrived at the Family Court building, about half
before the appointed time so that | could talk over the final
with my lawyers, The place felt restrained and anxious, as if
e feelings of the litigants had permeated the walls. Even the air
ange. All the anxiety and anger must have made its way into
onditioning as well. Chan was there when I arrived, and
 Geddes, the barrister who was going to appear on my behalf.
were standlnL talking in the foyer.
aja,’ said Chan, without smiling,
Bruce Geddes nodded. It was a sombre occasion. We knew
queline and her lawyers were likely to be quite scurrilous, so
d to prepare ourselves for the worst. We talked for a while as
le came and went in the foyer, and then sat in the courtroom.
aring began.
er the opening formalities Jacqueline's counsel, John
ich, immediately requested applications for custody and
ip be heard in Melbourne.
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My counsel, Mr Geddes, replied in full to her lawyer's applica-
tion. Part of what he said was, ... that in removing the children
from Malaysia permanently, as she clearly intended, upon the sub-
terfuge of a short family visit to Australia, to which the husband had
agreed and which he funded, the wife had abducted or "kidnapped”
the children, as that term is defined by the relevant authorities.” He
also told the judge that 1 was an architect in Kuala Terengganu and
that the children were Malaysian and that the children’s futures
should be decided in their homeland.

Urodovich argued that it should be determined if the Malaysian
court would provide a fair and impartial hearing. He said that the
welfare of the children was the paramount issue in the Family Law
Act 1975. 1 had applied for custody of 1ddin, in particular, because
it was his birthday on 15 February and 1 wanted him to be home in
Malaysia. Given his age, three, it made sense that he would have a
closer attachment to Terengganu and his relations and friends than
Shahirah, who was only three months old. But Urodovich said that
Iddin and Shah would be separated, with adverse effect, if | was
successful. The judge later said he found that argument unhelpful.

The judge then had a problem. He didn't know anything about
Malaysian law, culture or politics. He was very ignorant for alearned
judge, but tried to rectify his deficiency by questioning me. I am not
an expert on Malaysian law, which he soon discovered. 1 was in-
structed to find an expert on Malaysian law to tell the judge that we
were a civilised member of the British Commonwealth! How pa-
thetic. He was the learned judge, a citizen of a Commonwealth na-
tion, and [ had to furnish the information, at my expense. My coun-
try was guilty until proven innocent. The best we could come up
with was someone from the Malaysian Embassy, a counsellor. He
came to court and said as much as he knew. However, he wasn't to
be taken seriously because he wasn't a lawyer, according to Mr
Urodovich, The learned judge agreed. Accordingly, he decided to
adjourn the hearing until 5 February so 1 could find a proper author-

ity, to suit him.
I rang my uncle in Kuala Terengganu, wha recommended a Mf
Jsmail. | contacted him and arranged for him to fly to Melbourne for:
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hearing. | only had six days to organise it, and it wasn’t easy. [
d to pay his air ticket, hotel hill, and fee of RM 10,000 (SAUSS,000)
¢ two days, in order to enlighten the judge. He was suitably im-
essed by Mr Ismail, who spent a considerable amount of time fill.
the judge in on Malaysian history, from pre-war through Inde-
ndence to post-Independence. He explained the political struc-
of the Malay States, and the jurisdictions of the civil and Ts-
mic courts. All of this in order to satisfy the judge that Jacqueline
j1d get a fair hearing in Malaysia!

Mr Ismail also presented important cases and judgements in
sian courts where it was clear the welfare of the children was
importance. He also explained that even though [ was of
al blood 1 would be treated just like everyone else. Jacqueline's
vyer had tried to argue that the court would defer to my status!
 judge seemed fairly satisfied by Mr Ismail, and obviously felt
that Malaysia is a decent, civilised nation and that [ wasn't about

-amok in the street, Jacqueline's lawyer didn't even attempt to
amine him because he was obviously very experienced and
. Then Bruce Geddes quoted all the precedents for return-
dren to their home: a Jewish family case, Germans, Ameri-
world of cases. Nearly all of the cases of international child
ping heard in foreign courts result in the children being re-
d to their home.

s the judge later said, ‘It has been inspired by the need to
kid

pping and forum shopping. The temptation to remove
d across a border will be great if thereby a new hearing of the
y issue can he obtained.

his final judgement the judge had to agree.

wrote, ‘As earlier indicated, one submission made on be-
f the wife was that in deciding the jurisdictional issue, the
must regard the welfare of the children as the paramount con-
n and that, applying that consideration, the proper forum
istodial dispute is this court. Implicit in that submission is
iderlying premise that the laws and courts of this country, of
€, are so excellent and so superior to those of any other part
d, including the Federation of Malaysia, that injustice would
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inevitahly follow to these parties if forced to litigate the future of
their children, bred and born in Malaysia, according to the laws of
the husband's homeland, in which country the wife has until re-
cently wished to make her home. Such a presumption and premise
is arrant nonsense and an arrogant insult to peoples and courts whose
civilisation, culture and tradition are at the very least as old as, and
equal to, ours.’

On the final day of submission the judge couldn't turn any
other way, though he seemed to be trying hard do so. He had to
make the only decision that could be made; that the case be sent
back to Malaysia. However, he had to puta whole lot of conditions
on me in order for Jacqueline to return, despite agreeing that the
conditions presented by Jacqueline’s lawyer were ‘preposterous’ and
‘onerous’.

‘But, he said, ‘you, Raja Bahrin, must promise the court, and
give an undertaking on the Qur'an.’

So they brought out the Qur'an, and T had to swear on it. I'd
already told them we don’t swear on the Qur'an in Malaysia, but
that didn't seem to get through to him. T duly swore upon the Qur'an,

“Yes,' | agreed. T will have the Kadi Court remove the order
granting custody to me. T will only proceed in the civil court. 1 will
deposit $AUS10,000 (RM20,000) in an account for Jacqueline's le-
gal fees in Malaysia. 1 will provide ler with a car. 1 will provide her
with a flat in Kuala Lumpur.’

I agreed to all of these conditions because 1 wanted my kids
back. Tf that was the only way [ was going to get them, then so be it.
[ even had to agree to pay Jacqueline's legal fees, even though she
already had all that money from my Australian account, The judge
even permitted her to have the rest of it, legally. Even though he
granted the other half of the money to her at that hearing, she'd’
actually taken the whole lot out a few days after she was granted the
first half. And she'd spent it on important things for the kids, like:
three fridges (for herself, her mother and her grandmother. Perhaps
they were bought so Shah's baby food would always be properly.
chilled when she visited her grandma?). The judge had just tidied
up the legality of it for her, I suppose.
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Supposedly, one week after Inotified the court that | had com-
pleted all my undertakings Jacqueline was supposed to return to
ysia with the kids. She didn't. She applied for leave to appeal
on 17 February, and it was granted. The hearing was set for June,
yurmonths away. In the meantime, the kids were still with Jacqueline
d L had to return to Malaysia to work. So Iddin didn’t get to have
birthday with his grandma and his friends, but staved in Mel-
e. This was despite the judge making a bit of a song and dance
bout the importance of returning the kids immediately. I wished
-judges who later heard Jacqueline’s appeal could have seen it in
same light. Treyvaud even quoted from a judgement of Lord
e Buckley
“To take a child from his native land, to remove him to another
try where, maybe, his native tongue is not spoken, to divarce
from social customs and contacts to which he has been accus-
d, to interrupt his education in his native land and subject him
foreign system of education, are all acts ... which are likely to be
chologically disturbing to the child, particularly at a time when
iis family life is also disrupted. ... Anyone who has had experience
‘the exercise of this delicate jurisdiction knows what complica-
can result from a child developing roots in new soil, and what
cts this can occasion in the child’s own life. Such roots can
rapidly. An order that the child should be returned forthwith
he country from which he has been removed in the expectation
any dispute about his custody will be satisfactorily resolved in
ourts of that country may well be regarded as being in the hest
erests of the child.'
Ireturned to Malaysia, without my kids despite ‘winning' the
s, and considerably out of pocket. | needed to recover. And 1 had
of work to do that had been piling up while I was away. [t wasn't
ppy time. A lot is made of the attachment a mother has to her
) but hardly anything is said about a father's, My subsequent
have probably made it clear how much | care for them, and
W wrongly I thought I was treated by the Australian courts. T cer-
y went through an enormous amount in the court during the




s and

It was a marathon hearing that lasted for about nine da
moved from Melbourne to Adelaide and then to Canberra — three
different cities in three different States thousands of miles apart —
because the judges moved as part of a circuit. Because it wasn't able
to be completed in Melbourne we either had to move with the judges
1o Adelaide or wait another few months until they sat in Melbourne
again. It was more of a circus than a circuit. | knew that Jacqueline
and her lawyers would try every trick at the hearing because they
were on the back foot, It was their best chance to have the case stay
in Australia. There is no appeal outside the Family Court. Once they
make up their minds finally, that's it. It's a court held in camera,
supposedly to protect the delicate emotions of the litigants, and has
noappeal other than toitself. Ttisa dangerous form of justice that so
circumscribes itself. If they won the appeal, | had recourse to an-
other court of five judges, and that was it. I raised as much money as
I could. 1 sold my house in Kuala Lumpur that had also been left to
me by my grandfather, and borrowed some more. | had no doubts in
the ability of my lawyers, but we decided to engage a Queen’s Coun-
sel, Paul Guest, just to make sure.

Chan and Bruce had doubts about the appeal from the start.

T don't feel good about this, Raja. I really think they're up to
something,” Chan said.

He was right. The first judge, Treyvaud, had no way to turn.
He had to grant me the case, even though he put a lot of conditions
on it, and made it difficult the whole way through. It seems it was
those conditions that lost the appeal, He had no right to place them!
upon me. They weren't enforceable in Malaysia anyway, so there
was no assurance that the case would be heard in a civil court. H
should have just ordered the return of the children, But he wante
1o make sure Jacqueline would be all right. I suppose he had his wal
later. It didn't help us to have two Jewish judges sitting before us
When Chan and the QC saw the line-up they almost groaned. Tw
Jews sitting in judgement on a Muslim family case where the wite
alleging all sorts of spectacular things about the wickedness of

Muslim prince. This was during the time when Muslims and Jews i
Israel were at each others' throats. We were up against the od
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the beginning. If the judges were really concerned with inter-
ional law and protecting the welfare of the children they could
ily have varied the conditions that were the cause of contention,
eline’s lawyers spent a lot of time ranting about the welfare of
hildren, and the judges chose to believe them, even though the
st judge had made it clear that the children should be returned to
ia in the interests of their welfare, Jacqueline was awarded
, and the children were permitted to stay with her in Aus-

After the appeal [ was completely exhausted and demoralised.
 given a copy of the transcript and the judgement, read it once,
put it away. It's a sickening pile of legalese. | don't even have it
more. I think I threw it away.
- Before I left Australia | asked Chan, 'What do you think? Can
eal, go to the five judges?’
'We could," he said, hesitantly,
knew him quite well by now. We'd been through a lot. ‘So.
itdo you think? What are my chances?'
ell, Raja, it's not that | wouldn’t want to represent you, so
me wrong. I'll fight for you in whatever court in this world
nt me to fight, but the point is, I don’t think you're going to
where.’
looked at him, feeling completely lost. He was telling me

s no hope and [ should just forget it.
dne of the other lawyers on my team butted in, choosing to

frank. 'You're not just fighting Jacqueline, you know. You're
en fighting her lawyers. You're fighting the judges, my friend,
® whole Family Court. They're all up against you because
the husband, the father, a Muslim and a billionaire prince.
10 other way | can explain what has happened and what is
happen. The case has been utterly appalling,

ing to you as a friend: keep your money. Save it, what-

have left. There's no point. You're not going o have a sin-
left if you go on. You wouldn't even he able to afford to
your kids by the time you go through another appeal. It
you hundreds of thousands more.’
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He looked at me and 1 looked at him. 1 was grateful for his
directness. They all knew | was struggling to pay the costs, which
had already amounted to about RM400,000 (SAUS200,000). I'd be
paying off loans for a long time to come. I think | was given the right
advice, despite the injustice of the whole situation. The reality of
the justice system is very different from justice itselfl

‘OK. 1 think you're right,’ I said. ‘I'm broke. I can't fight any
more. If the might of the Australian court decides that my kids are
to stay here, so be it. | can’t afford to fight them. I've run out of
steam and money. I'll just have to get used to visiting my kids as
much as possible.’

1 ended up owing those guys, who had become my friends
within weeks, a lot of money. [ was totally broke, emotionally shat-
tered and spiritually drained. Although we ‘lost’, Lowe a lot to Ting
Chan, Margaret Beattie, Bruce Geddes and Paul Guest. Without the
spirit with which they carried the fight so gallantly I would never
have regained my composure. It is true what they say, it is not a
matter of winning or losing, it's knowing how well you had pre-
pared and fought. The guys did their best possible but were up against.
all odds. The telling factor was blind prejudice. [am forever indebt
to Ting Chan, Margaret, Bruce and Paul. They were very fair Aussies!
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eturned to Terengganu and a life of depression. It was very hard to
normally again. The house was empty of the sound of children.
ing had changed completely. I tried to keep on with my work
tit was very difficult. [ kept thinking of the kids, wondering if
were all right. | had to continue with the project we had been
ing on when Jacqueline took the kids, and that wasn't casy. |
s gloomy and irritable,

Trang Jacqueline in August and told her I wanted to come and
@ the kids. She agreed, reluctantly.

- Just talk to my lawyer, Bahrin, she snapped, and rang off.
Ididn't like the sound of it. | was afraid she was going to make
difficult for me to see them. [ wrote to my lawyers, and asked
to send on a letter to Jacqueline’s lawyers, telling her that |
ded visiting the children in October. That was the agreement: [
d to give one month's notice in writing, | wanted everything done
operly.
 Icalled her the first week after [ seiit the letter.

‘Jacqueline, your lawyers should receive a letter from my law-

8 telling you | want to visit Iddin and Shah in October. Will you
there? Is that OK with you?'

‘Fine, fine. Yes, you can come then,” she replied.

Two wecks before I left, | called her again, She didn’t answer.
 again later. Still no answer. I tried again the next day, but with
- Finally, | got through at night, but someone else answered,

‘Where's Jacqueline? Where are Iddin and Shah?' | asked.
‘T'don’t know, they're no longer here,' he said.

61



‘Who are you?' 1 asked, Maybe this fellow was lacqueline’s
hoyfriend? 1 didn't care what she did with her life as long as it didn't
harm the kids.

He told me his name, and said, ‘I'm moving in. I'm renting this
place now.’

‘Oh. Did Jacqueline leave an addres

‘Sorry, mate, | don't even know this Jacqueline person. I got
this place through an agent.’

So how was | to look for my kids? Once again they were lost
somewhere in Australia, Jacqueline was becoming very good at steal-
ing my children away from me.

‘Chan, | said to my lawyer on the telephone, ‘Chan, she's
moved house and [ don't know where she is. | want you to find out

from her lawyers."

‘Of course, Raja. I'll ring you back later today.’

| spent the next few hours at work completely distracted, |
was in a meeting with clients and | could hardly pay attention. Even-
tually | had to excuse myself. | walked around outside for a whiley
trying to calm myself. Perhaps she'd taken them to another country?
She couldn't without their passports, Maybe she'd made new ones?
Anything was possible through the Family Court. 1 began to panic. I
rushed back to the office and rang Chan. l

‘Raja, he said, 'T was just about to ring you. I've just spoken t
Ms Webb. She informs me that she doesn't know the whereabou
of Jacqueline and the children.’

1 noticed that a fly was walking along my desl
pencil. I could hear my breathing, In, out, in, out.

Yes?' 1 heard the word come out and go down the phone @
Chan. “Yes? Did she have any idea at all where they might be?’

‘She thinks they went off on holiday."

‘Chan, they know that we served them one month's noticé:
I've booked my tickets and arranged my leave. So I'm coming,’

ust beside

said.

I decided to go to Melbourne even if no one knew wh
Jacqueline was or what she'd done with the kids. At least Twould
in the same country. If 1 was lucky T might bump into them in th
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When arrived Twent ta her lawyer's office, with my lawyer,
ith no luck.

We sat in Ms Lillian Webb's office. Ms Webb was not warm
me. Nor was she professionally distant. From the beginning
ed as if she had a personal motive in her behaviour. She had
e Jacqueline's best friend. I was later told that Lillian is Jew-
» Maybe I being a Muslim did not help her attitude towards me.
I don't know where she is," said Webb, shrugging her shoul-
5. 'She hasn't come hack.'

| pressed her. 'Come on, you must now where she is. Both of
were well aware [ was coming, T complied with the court’s in-
s to inform you one manth before. So, where is she and
are the kids?'

g out hvr rhin.
She was quite shrill. [ glanced at Chan. He was sitting calmly,
could tell by the laok in his eyes that he was as surprised as |
by this behaviour. It made me suspicious. Outside, in the lift, 1
Chan, 'What du you think? What game is she playing? Are

I don't know, Raja, but that behaviour was certainly strange.
d start proceedings through the court. Jacqueline has bro-
2 terms of the agreement.!

an | do? I'm already in Melbourne. I've spent a bit
oney getting here. I've got two weeks, so I'll stay as long as | can.
ee my kids sometime, Eventually 1'll track them down, or at
to make sure it doesn't happen again, through the court.’
still afraid she might have tried to leave Melbourne and
6 hiding, but when | thought more ahout it, 1 didn't think it
because her mother was here and her old friends. Besides,
fily Court was so helpful to her. We went back to the Family
d one of the judges who sat on the appeal, Justice Joske,
ny case. We got an urgent hearing within one or two days,
notice that the hearing was supposed to be heard in the
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Jacqueline's lawyer came, stood up and said, ‘Oh, Your Hon-
our, we just learmned that Jacqueline may he coming hack, cither this
evening or tomorrow.”

Joske didn’t even look at her. He reached out for some papers,
stood up, and said, 'OK, this hearing's adjourned until tomorrow or
the day after,’ the judge said. "You will be notified of the time."

My lawyer leapt to his feet. "Your Honour! Could we have an
order that the children be presented to the court to ensure their
well-being? My client is anxious to see them.’

“Yes, all right, sce the clerk,” he said, and left.

Two days later, after | had tried to get Jacqueline's new phone
number and address from her lawyers, without success, and daw-
dled around Melhourne trying to fill in time, we returned to court.

We all lined up in the waiting room, Chan and | on one side
and Jacqueline, Lillian and Shah and Iddin on the other. When Iddin
saw me he ran to me and gave me a big hug. | picked him up and |
Kissed him, T was so pleased to see him! Jacqueline kept a tight hold
on Shah. But when Shah saw me and 1ddin she started yelling out.}
Iddin wanted to stay with me, but Jacqueline told him to come and
sit with her. It was hearthreaking The hearing began.

‘Mrs Bahrin, said the judge, ‘your husband is concerned that
you did not honour the agreement, the order of this court, to pro-
vide access to the children as arranged in writing with one month's’
notice."

“Your Honour, we went away on holiday, to the country. I just:
forgot to tell Ms Webb where we were going. I'm sorry, Your Hon:
our. And I forgot that Bahrin was coming to visit. It has been quif
stressful, Your Honour, and we all needed a holiday. [t was the onls
time available so we just went."

*Oh well, you're supposed to let the father know," he replieds
smiling politely. ‘So next time, Jacqueline, make sure you don't for
get. You know the father has to know the whercabouts of the chil
dren, and where they go to'school. The father needs to know th
home address at all times.’

“Yes, your Honour,” she said, batting her eyes, She looked v
pretty. The judge liked that
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So I was able to sec my kids for three days, the first time for
onths and months. They seemed very seruffy

and not very well
queline must have been going out and having a'good
ne’ after her 'suppression’ as a mother in Terengganu. It must have
nsome holiday. After weeks in Australia searching for my kids,
had was three days! We went shopping, to Luna Park, to the
in the Gardens, and to the cinema. It was wonderful to be
(hem but sad, so sad, as I had so little time, and it was under
1 strange circumstances. Unfortunately, it seemed to begin a pat-
nthat was to continue for a very long time. Each time I wanted to
he children, 1 had to run the gauntlet.

The next time | could return to see Iddin and Shahirah was in
ary the following year, four months later. And it happened
1 served notice, through my lawyers and her lawyers, that |
:oming, and confirmed it on the telephone, but she wasn't there
en | arrived. | assumed it was just to irritate me. She knew that

vas required to turn up with the kids, by law, but she wouldn't,
to tire me, so I'd just give up. I was in a foreign land, fighting a
battle, without much support emotionally or financially. But
n't give up: they were my kids and I wanted to see them, to
relationship going with them.
Iwent back to court again and the judge had to make another
Yacqueline, you make sure, next time you move house you
m the father. The father has a right to know.’ There was no
reprimand or word of warning, just, ‘Oh, make sure you tell
time," in a half-joking, half-laughing manner. ‘Don’t do it
. Naughty, naughty.’

at visit | saw them for only three days, again, after waiting

in Melbourne, It was extremely frustrating, to wait for months,
| thousands of miles, to spend a lot of money doing so, to
increasingly excited at the thought of secing my kids and
all sorts of outings with them, only to have to wait on ten-
bks when [ arrived, wondering if T would be able to see them at
1 knowing that the delay was designed especially to make me
- These sorts of tactics by Jacqueline hecame increasingly
as the pattern of seeing the kids became established.
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After the appeal and my February visit, Jacqueline called my mothen
a few times in Terengganu and she spoke to me once or twice. One;
of those times she asked for a divorce.

‘Everything is blown to pieces now, 1 thought. ‘T don't see
how we could get back together, There's no point in trying to ke
her as my wife seeing she's not really my wife any more. But if |
wanted to make things difficult for her, or just to be nasty, I coul
refuse to grant her a divorce, and just leave it like that. I could m:
her apply for it, and it would take a long time. [t would be a ver
elahorate and long process because the marriage was in Malaysi
and she'd have to apply in Malaysia. There'd be a lot of paperwork:
Or even if she wanted to da it the Australian way, it would have t
be a long process as well, But why should there be any more ani
mosity, if our marriage is over? It's a matter of trying to get on wif
life and hoping that the kids are not affected too much.'

1 finally said to her, 'OK, | will sort it out.’

1 thought [ might as well get the divorce over and done with.
We couldn't reconcile any more. So I thought if T complied swith he
wishes she would at least be cordial and cooperative with me sol
could see the kids, I was sadly mistaken. I thought by being kind
other people they would try to reciprocate, if not fully, at least partl
One kind deed for another. | had the papers and everything work
out in Terengganu. The divorce was effected about August 198
before [ went to see the kids again.

But she did make it almost conditional, implying, “You want
come and sce the kids you'd better come with the divorce things
sorted out,’

66



1 thought she was going to make it difficult for me to see them.
ad already been difficult, and that staved the general trend for
and years to come, despite my best intentions. It seemed | was
to have to pay heavily because being a princess hadn't turned
the way she'd fantasised. Now she was going to live in the fan-
v of the ‘bitter, wronged woman', not caring what effect that would
on the kids. Despite my willingness to cooperate with her, or
ps even because of it, every visit I made to see my children had
ons attached, with threats of further court action or simply
ing access. The kids became a commodity to be bargained over
ded. She knew how to use the kids to get things from me, or
irritate and upset me. That particular trip, in August, and trips to
, she asked for things to be brought over from Terengganu.
She rang me and said, ‘IU's a suitcase, Bahrin. It has precious
gs in it that belong to me, They came from my grandmother. 1
it them back. The case is in your mother’s house.’
YOK, Jacqueline, if that's what you want, I'll bring it with me.'
went to my mum and asked her, ‘Do you know where the
is that Jacqueline left here? She said it has things in it she

~ No, Bahrin, I don't. I haven't seen any case of Yasmin's, my
ther replied. ‘But I will look again, Bahrin. Perhaps I have forgot-

but she couldn't find it. | searched my house, without success.
g Jacqueline back,

‘I can't find it, Jacqueline, | don’t know where it is.

“Oh come on, Bahrin, you know it's there. I'm sure you just
en't bothered to look. Go and look in your mother's house, It's
e visitor's room, on top of the wardrobe, she said.

ol went back to my mother's and looked on top of the ward-
Nothing. | rang her and told her.

\Bahrin, get your mother, 1 want to talk to her, she snapped. 1
mother if she would mind talking to Jacqueline about her
It was painful for her, but she did speak to her, and told her
couldn't find her suitcase. She promised to look again. My
handed the phone back to me and Jacqueline continued.
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“You'd hetter find it, Bahrin, it is very precious. IUis full of thingg
that are very important to me. And when you find it, don't open jt,
hecause if you do Il knaw if the things have been disturbed. Now
goand look again.’

A week later | received a call from Chan, my lawyer.

‘Raja, Jacqueline's lawyers have written to me, with complaings.
that you are refusing to bring her belongings with you on your trips"

‘Chan, I've looked and looked for those belongings. It's a suit<
case, but I can't find it, T don't know what she's talking about. Ifit's
in Terengganu it's not in my house or my mother's.

And I was right. This suitcase she asked me to bring over was
not in our place, our former mutual home. After weeks of fruitless.
searching and letters to and fro between lawyers, | spoke once more:

with Jacqueline on the telephone.

‘Oh, by the way, Bahrin, that suitcase | want is at the Primula,’
she said

‘At the Primula? What's it doing there?’ | asked. The Primula
is the large tourist hotel on the beach a few blocks from my house.

‘Shirley was looking after it for me. Just get it from her and
bring it with you.'

Shirley was Jacqueline’s friend, and the wife of the hotel man-
ager.

‘Tacqueline, why didn't you tell me this before? I've been look=
ing high and low.’ I was incredulous. There had been a lot of distur-
hance because of this hidden suitcase.

‘| forgot, Bahrin. Just remember to bring it with you, OK?'

1 rang Shirley and arranged to pick up the suitcase. | took it
with me to Melbourne and gave it to her, via her lawyer,

I later discovered that another suitcase, plus boxes of photo
albums, were left at my aunt’s place, the Sultan’s wife. How ironic
that Jacqueline should confide in the wife of the despot Sultan, the
man whom she portrayed in court as corrupt, almost demonic. Surely,
a sane person would not entrust their precious family heirlooms to
the wife of a house ruled over by a wicked Oriental tyrant? Surely;
to leave such important objects with someone indicates a high de-
gree of trust and faith in their security? But during the hearing in
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f Justice Treyvaud, Jacqueline portrayed the Sultan as a cor-
ain ruling over a backward and cruel Islamic state, in order
the judge and convince hini that the children were at risk of
armed.

acqueline had stood up in court, under oath, and said, 'Raja
n's uncle is the Sultan of Terengganu, and by virtue of that he
o the head of the religious department, so he has some influ-
over the Kadi Court. I won't have much of a chance going back
he Kadi Court.'

-~ Justice Treyvaud looked intently at her, He could sense a good
swhen he heard one! But she improved; she didn't just stop

“When | was in Terengganu | was aware that the Sultan had
d with court judgements. In particular, Your Honour, in a
le of divorce cases involving his friends, he had overruled the
and insisted that custody of the children be in favour of his
That's one ol the reasons I'm worried about going back to
a to determine custody, Your Honour.
- At the same time this very person’s wife had been entrusted
cases of precious belongings of Jacqueline's. It's quite incred-
ow she twisted things around when it suited her, It just didn't
sense, and it still doesn’t. It became part of the game - the
e called 'Let'sirritate and intimidate Bahrin’ - to insist [ brought
she had left behind in Terengganu. Every time | wanted to go
tralia to see my children there were always conditions per-
to these objects. And the game worked: T found it very irri-
As half the things she wanted weren't there it was even more
e because | searched fruitlessly.
‘Bahrin, I left behind a copy of a favourite magazine of mine. 1
tremember what it was called, but it had a blue cover and was
bedside table drawer. I want you to bring it with vou. It hasan
rtant article in it that | want to read again,’
*You want me to look for a magazine you left behind,
eline? Why don't you just get a copy from the publisher?’
‘Because | can't remember the name of it! Don't be so stupid.’
Jacqueline's memory was surprisingly bad when it suited her.
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I rang hack. ‘Jacqueline, I couldn’t find it. I don’t know where
itis.
“Bahrin! That magazine is very important. You'd better keep
looking, Try asking around at the relatives’ places, Maybe someone
borrowed it, And 1 also want you to find that novel T was reading
before 1 left ..."
This happened many times. The wretched thing about it was
that T was required to take her trivial requests, which were obvi-
ously designed to continue her manipulation of me, very seriously
because she would hold over me the threat of refusing access, even
though it meant going against the court’s orders. She knew that she
could easily talk her way out of any tourtroom.
When | went to Australia she'd ask her lawyer to pressure me
and threaten to bring to court that I was keeping some of her things
against her wishes, denying her the rights to her belongings. That
was the sort of intimidation and provocation | had to face every
time I went to Australia. If it wasn't books it would be clothing,
bedsheets, God knows what else; trivial, trivial things which weren't
in my house half the time. But that was the pattern which was quite
consistently followed throughout the years. Consequently, | had very
mixed feelings before 1 went to see the kids each time. 1 looked:
forward very much to seeing them hecause 1'd only be able to visit
twice or three times a year at the most. | missed them a lot, but at
the same time | dreaded arriving in Melhourne because [ had to face
Jacqueline first, and her lawyer, that hostile woman wha still acted
she was personally involved in the whole thing:
I'd sit on the plane as it circled Tullamarine, Melbourne's air-
port, and feel my stomach churning, and it wasn't because of air-
sickness. It was in anticipation of the meeting that awaited me. From
the airport I'd go straight to the Victoria Hotel, settle in, notity my
solicitors 1 was in town, and then my solicitors would inform hef
solicitors and fix a time, At; say, 11 o'clock in the morning | would
go to Jacqueline’s lawyers’ office, I'd give my name to the reception”
ist, and even she would almost sneer. | presumed the atmosphere
hate permeated everyone in that office. 1 would sit and wait, some,
times for half an hour past the agreed time, until | was ushered int!
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an Webb's rooms. There | would meet Jacqueline and Lillian
. They would be sitting at a table in the middle of the room.
metimes the kids were kept in a different room because Jacqueline
d the lawyer wanted to make sure that | assented to everything
It was like a trade deal, or prisoner exchange, like crossing the
. Of course, | had to go through the full interrogation first.
Lillian would dircct me to sit with a few bricf words, and then
the other part of Jacqueline's big game, the part called ‘Let's
iate Bahrin'.

Coldly and with a smile of satisfaction, Ms Webb would say,
Shah, how much cash have you got on you? How much in trav-
! cheques?’

I'd tell them.

‘OK, give me the travellers’ cheques, give me all of them. And
ar credit cards, please. That's good. Your plane ticket as well !
~‘Mr Shah, have you brought the novel that Jacqueline re-

d?

Twould bring out the book and put it on the table, or say, 'No,
dn't find it If it was the latter the game would develop into
nonitions.

“Well, Mr Shah, that's not very satisfactory. Withholding your

's belongings is not an action that the court would view with
mpathy. How do vou feel about that, Jacqueline?'

Lillian," Tacqueline would say, with a half-smile, to let me know
itit was simply cruelty she was playing at here, ' loved that book,
Hif 1 can't haye it | don't see why he should be allowed to see my
*You're right, Jacqueline, I can understand what you're saying.
h, have vou remembered to bring the things for the children

ly client requested as necessary for their maintenance and well-

At the time of each visit | would be given a shopping list for
dren. Household items and clothing had to be purchased
Brought to the meeting, displayed on the table. Each item wa
off, and a fow others invented to show my lack of compliance
give another chance to play the ‘uncaring father’ recording to
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me. And then | would be given another shopping list of things thay
had to be hought while I was with the kids.

‘OK, now this is the shopping list. You have to get them thig
pair of socks, these shoes, these toys ..

The list would be quite long and detailed and 1 just had to
comply. The incredible thing was that | was expected to get all the
things while the credit cards and travellers’ cheques were kept by
the lawyers, Why couldn't she buy these things using the monthly
maintenance | paid regularl

At times it would exasperate me. "How much cash do you
want me to carry in my pocket? Tt will cost hundreds of dollars to
buy all of these things!

I would be there ten days, with myself and two kids to pay for,

with only what cash [ could carry available to me. How was I to pay
for 1t? The first few years | had to manage somehow but it was al-
most impossible, | had to buy the kids things for Jacqueline, then [
would want to spoil them a bit for that short period of time, like
take them to the cinema, or to Luna Park where we could have fun
together, or buy them toys that weren't on the shopping list: toys
that I wanted to give them. [ needed money to do such things, but [
wasn't allowed to hold any money. It was a clever device that
Jacqueline and Lillian built in so that even though 1 was there with
the kids I couldn’t really spend any money on them, to have a good
time, to allow the kids to be happy with me. Dad had to be seen to
be under the rule of Jacqueline, and be a tightwad. That was how
crucl and scheming Jacqueline and Lillian were.

But [ had to comply with these orders, because the Family
Court dictated that they had to occur before | could get my chil-
dren. Year after year | had to go through the same routine, It wasn't
until the last year that they agreed | could keep the credit cards. |
endured this cruel and humiliating session because [ knew there was
no way out of it. | wanted to see my children, so 1 had to persevere.
[ was impressed by Jacqueline’s ability to maintain hatred and bit-
terness. I couldn’t see what good it did the children, though. She
consistently used the children to hurt me. | assumed that she must
also be poisoning the kids against me as well.
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b me, the kids would be very boisterous. They would jump on
, roll on the floor and run around the corridors in the hotel.
g very difficult to calm them down. We were staying in a hotel,
dlwas a bit worried that we might upset the other guests, and the
might throw us out. They'd shout and play very loudly. They
ly needed a couple of days to settle down. This happened
time.

Since the kids have been back in Malaysia, they told me volun-
j,You know why we did that? Every time we went (o stay with
-mummy told us to be as playful and as naughty as possible, so
yat maybe you wouldn't come so often to visit us.

Now they tell me, when they're back in Malaysia! So cven the
were only doing what they were supposed 1o do, and could only
I me later because they knew there was no chance of their mother
g anything about it. But when 1 was there they didn't tell me
h about what Jacqueline said they were supposed to do, or not
o.If they told me, that was fine. If they didn't tell me about their
er’s instructions [ didn’t question them. T let it come from them
ally. T wasn't going to dig, because maybe some of the things
didn't want to remember and were best left in the past. But |
ld detect a few things that were disturbing, through signs subtle
d not so subtle.

For example, when Jacqueline brought the kids to me at the
ctoria Hotel, most of the time she would come with her current
yfriend. At almost every visit over the years there seemed to be a
Rew boytriend, and [ visited two or three times a year. That was her
Personal life and her business, to an extent, but it seemed that

queline wanted the kids to be very attached to whichever boy-
riend was currently with her, Virtually all the boyfriends would be
ed ‘dad’ by the kids. [ gathered she wasn't married to them, I
Certainly hadn't been told in passing so why were my kids calling
these various men ‘dad’? It must have been very confusing for them.
tt certainly was for me. | didn’t think it healthy at all, and it made
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me even more suspicious that she was trying very hard to make the
children hate me, or better still to have them forget me altogether. It
would have suited her if | had just given up, like her father had done
with her. But [ didn’t want to be part of that game, even though |
was forced to play a role.

1 was also worried that one or more of this string of *daddies’
might harm Iddin and Shahirah. Iddin told me once that one of
lacqueline's boyfriends had hit him. I was quite furious about it, but
there was nothing | could do. After all, I was the wicked one. Ilove
my kids, and 1 always have, and it wasn't my intention that their,
mother should be behaving in such a manner. This ridiculous behay-
iour of Jacqueline’s constant dwelling in an over-emotional fantasy
world created so much difficulty that only the bare semblance of
responsible, civilised hehaviour was left. And the kids were the real
Tosers, hecause they were being raised to hate the father who loved
them, and to think that every hoyfriend of Jacqueline’s was their
‘dad’.

One vear, one of the hayfriends was an American actor called
John Savage who had appeared in some movies, including Godfathen
111 Hle was making a film in Australia called The Hunting.

“John, come in here. Look at Bahrin's room. Look at it," she
said, ushering this stranger into my room, ‘Oh, this is a substandard
room, not fit for my children!'

The Victoria Hotel management wouldn't have liked that res
mark. 1 quickly realised John Savage didn’t want to get involved. He
stood just inside the door and shuffled from one foot to the other
and didn't know where to look. She wanted John to get involved, t
help intimidate me. But that's the way Jacqueline works: she wants
to bring people into her fight. This was the part of the game calle
‘Making the access visit as difficult as possible’.

The first session of an access visit | would have Iddin an
Shahirah for two nights, then after the second night they woul
have to go home to their mother for a night or two, then [ would
have them again for another two or three nights. She wouldn't allo
me to have them continuously for a week, even though it was p
of the access conditions, that 1 had uninterrupted access for a week
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't even bother going to the court about that. What was the

The judge would just do what the judge had always done: look
retty Jacqueline and say, There, there, don't do it again’
Another part of the conditions was that the kids had to call her
aday: once around lunch time and once at night before hed. Tt
-a routine, a regulation that had to be observed. | only saw the
at the most for three times a year and I wanted to have uninter-
access,rather than having interjections and interruptions from
other. One day it went like this:
‘What will we have for lunch?' I asked.
‘We were at the Botanic Gardens throwing bread to the ducks,
ng with hundreds of other parents and kids, It was a beautiful

one of those rare, crisp Melbourne Sundays in winter when the
ole population seemed to be outdoors sunning itself.

*We have to call mum now,” 1ddin said.
“Yeh!" Shah shouted, following suit. “We have to call mum!’
'OK, OK. Let's find a phone, then we'll have lunch.’
We were on the other side of the lake from the kio:
ted walking back. The kids became quite anxious, that's what
ed me as well, because it focused them away from the pleas-
es we were having right at the moment. So away we went,
g quickly around the lake, dodging other mums, dads and kids
ling idly along. Iddin was walking quickly ahead and Shah was
g by my side. Every now and then Iddin would turn around

50 we

ok about five minutes to get back to the kiosk and then 1 had to
phone. The queue at the counter was about a mile long, so |

one. Many times we would be a long way from a phone, or in
ded place, and still the kids would he anxiously demanding
t they had to ring Jacqueline. So then | had to find change. |
have any. Despite the regularity of the calls, | wasn't always
I'was on holiday with my kids and I suppose I liked
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to pretend, to forget about Jacqueline and her demands alogether,
tojust try and enjoy some normal time with my kids.  looked around
me, at the hundreds of people, Who could T ask for change? 1 had o
$AUSS note and no coins. At the third attempt I succeeded and
returned to the phone. Someone was using it. The kids were jump-
ing up-and down with anxiety.

‘If we don't ring mum she’ll be angry, Abah,’ Iddin said.

'Quick, Abah, get the phone,” Shah said, tugging at my pants
and dragging me towards the phone.

‘Shah! Wait on, please. That man is still using it. We must wait,
until he is finished.’

‘But Abah! Mum will be angry,” said Iddin again.

Finally the man hung up and walked off. 1 dialled the number,
handed the phone to Iddin and picked up Shah so she could reach
when it was her turn.

‘Mamma! It's me ... at the park ... with the ducks ... yes ... yes
. OK mum, said 1ddin, and then handed the phone to Shah.

‘Hallo mummy. There are ducks here .. Abah bought us ic
creams .., yeh ... OK ... yeh mummy.’

Shah hung up the phone and 1 said to them, ‘What will
have for lunch?

‘Mum said we're not allowed to have any more ice crea
Abah, Iddin said.

“Yes, OK, but ice cream isn't really a lunch food, is 1t? Wh
sort of thing would you like to eat for lunch?'

‘I can’t have any milk,” said Shah.

‘Oh yes, why not?” | asked. This was the first time | had he;
of it.

‘Murmn just said it was bad for me and 1 shouldn't have it, noy
shouldn't, she replied. Jacqueline seemed to invent restrictions
a5 to assert her control over the kids and to remind them and
that she was their mother and they were to do as she said, even if
was a whim obviously designed to annoy me. The kids weren't
know the difference.

‘And we have to make sure we're back at the hotel before it!
dark, Abah, in case we catch cold,” Iddin continued.
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‘Oh yes. OK,' | replied.
1 didn't say much when they talked ahout her. 1 just nodded,
d listened, and paid attention. They didn't cry, just reiterated
eline’s demands. Most of the things that she said weren't things
needed to be reminded of every day and every night.
“Well, let’s have lunch, and then after that we'll catch a tram
St Kilda and go for a walk on the beach,' T suggested, hoping the
g would take their minds off their mother.
- 'Oh, mum said not to do that, Iddin said.
‘Really? When?' 1 asked.

‘Just then, on the phone, Abah. She said we shouldn't stay
tdoors, and especially not go to the beach, because we will get

Going to the beach, all rugged up, on a warm winter's day, for
rief walk and a look at the sea, was hardly an act likely to harm
ealth, Jacqueline’s forbidden acts were such small things no
sible person would see any harm in them at all. She just liked to
trol the children, especially in relation to me. It was hearthreak-
to see the kids pushed around like that. In the evening the whole
started again. They would have to call home and then they'd
talking about homie again, and switch off from being with me.
not saying that they should've forgotten their mother totally,
thought access to my children was supposed to he time with

In between my visits to Australia I was allowed to speak to the
once a fortnight, on the weekend. At one stage | was sup-
d to call the kids on Sunday at 9 am, Sometimes that works out
6 am in Terengganu, with daylight saving in Melbourne and
different time zones. Sometimes | wasn't even in Kuala
ganu, but had to go upstation to visit sites and stay overnight.
making my call sometimes [ wasn't allowed to have an
hative time. Sunday is a working day in Terengganu and a holi-
I Australia. She would make a big fuss out of it.

You don't care, you don’t call your kids,' she'd vell at me over
“Phone when [ rang at another time other than that permitted.
But do [ just miss my work here for the phone call? 1 have to
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earna living too. I needed to earn a living to send money to the kids,
1 paid regular maintenance, Most of the time she was not willing 1o
be flexible, and she would be quite absurdly, and hurtfully, strict
about the timing of the calls. Sometimes, making international callg,
the line's busy. Maybe 1'd be five minutes late getting through,

At three minutes past nine she would go out with the kids. I'd
call the next time and say, ‘What happened last Sunday? Where
were you? I called to talk to the kids and there was no answer’

‘At 9 am you didn't call. We waited, but we had to go out. We
had other things to do.’

She waited, She waited for three minutes. She stuck to what-
ever regulation the judge made, if she could use it to her advantage;
She certainly wasn't that concerned about obeying the court if i

inconvenicnced her. There was no allowance or compassionate cons
sideration, and she ohviously never wanted the children to reall
know and love their father. Those telephone conversations were ves
painful because the children were very restrained, as if they wes
talking to a total stranger.

‘[ddin, how are you?' | said.

‘Good," he would reply, non-committally.

‘What did you do at school last week?'

‘Normal thing. We had classe

They seemed as if they were scared to talk to me, as if som
one was hovering over them. [ don't know if it was physical, or si
ply emotional, but a sense of restraint was certainly present. It wi
the same with Shahirah. Even when 1 said goodbye they hardly
wanted to say goodbye to me. They just put the phone down. It wi
avery cold and very strange type of conversation. Even when I talked
to other people's kids who knew me, they would talk in a bette
manner, They would be more warm to me. [ suppose Jacqueline
the kids rubbish about me abandoning them, which would ha
been a bizarre twist on what really happened, if only to fit in wi
her fantastic view of life's patterns. Those telephone conversatiol
were futile, in a sense, for building a real rapport between me ant
the kids. But 1 had to keep speaking to them, no matter how pain
or how useless the whole process scemed because of the coldness

-
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ange barrier that was there. I didn't want them to forget me. |
jt that there was a real effort to make them forget me and drop me
m their lives. [ compared this situation to the access visits. I would
g them Malaysian books about Islam and the Prophet with which
ould cuddle up as | read to them. T would hring the same series
books each trip. They would brush their teeth, snug in their pyja-
s;and ['d say, 'Hop into bed right away and I'll read you a story.’
‘Aren’t you going to read the rest of the story you read us be-
" 1ddin asked,
~ Yeh, Abah, about the man with the big boat and all the ani-
said Shahirah.
‘What about the last story, Abah, didn't you bring that again?’
‘Let’s hear it again, Ahah. Did you bring it?’
‘They remembered the book from my last trip, four months
, and looked forward to hearing more. Some of the most mean-
moments of my trips werc when they would cuddle up, listen
he story, ask questions, and sometimes remember what 1 told
m on the last trip. The peak of our relationship would be when |
just about to leave. They'd be laughing and asking a lot of ques-
s about their family in Malaysia. | made it a point every year so
y knew that Malaysia was the place where they were born to
g photos of my mother and my father, their grandparents. Some
were photos taken with the kids when Iddin was wearing
i traditional Malay costume at Hari Raya with my dad, He's pic-
carrying Iddin. And there was one of Iddin sitting on my moth-

If I forgot, or hadn't yet shown them, Iddin or Shahirah would
Where are the photos?
Twould show them photos of my children with Norilah — their
et brothers and sisters — so that they could relate to Malaysia and
W they have attachments with other family members.

We would be walking through Myer's or David Jones, and I'd
Do you want to buy something for your brothers and sisters?”
‘Oh yes, please, Abah!’

Iddin would pick up some t-shirts or some toys and choose
M to bring back to say, Badrul. When | brought them back to
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Terengganu and gave them to Badrul, I would take photos of him

receiving the present.

The next trip [ would show Iddin the pictures and say, ‘Look,
your brother appreciated very much what you picked up for him,
So maybe you'd like to pick something else?’

And when [ went to Australia I would take presents from Ma-
laysia that Badrul would pick for Iddin, so they would know their
other brothers and sisters cared for them and thought of them. Thad
to keep that going and it had to be continuous hecause 1 felt that if
T didn’t do that they would just forget Malaysia totally, forget they
had anything in Terengganu at all, as if it was o totally foreign land
that had nothing to do with them. Sometimes they mentioned ta
me that they had told Jacqueline that they had bought things for

their other brothers and sisters, and that Jacqueline was not happy:

atall

So sometimes when we were selecting things they would say,
‘Don't tell mum that we're doing this. She said we're not allowed”

‘0K, I won't tell her that you've picked it for him."

I didn't understand why Jacqueline had to put a barrier
tween them and the rest of their siblings. I think it was very selfis}
of her, but nevertheless | thought it best to just let it go without
comment. There was no point in getting involved in fights with h
It would've only made my access more difficult, as if it wasn't di
cult enough already!

Even the presents | gave to Iddin and Shahirah were som:
times thrown away by Jacqueline. On one of our outings we play
football in the park opposite the National Gallery of Victoria, wi
boots that I'd hought Iddin. He later told me, in tears, that he ha
been allowed to keep them when he got home to Jacqueline. S
knew how he loved to copy my foothall tricks when he was in M
laysia, even though he was only three years old then That love hi
carried through, despite the separation, and it must have been

rating for Jacqueline to witness. So poor lddin wasn't allowed
share any interests with his own dad, because she was afraid he wo
stay close fo me, For Jacqueline it was a crime that her son sho
want to take after his dad. Shahirah wasn't allowed to keep toys
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brought her, either. She would often tell me on the telephone,
efore a visit, 10 bring her the same toys I'd hrought her last time. As
both Iddin and Shahirah were forbidden to speak Malay,
ary trip | had to teach them a few new words. They both told me
received terrible scoldings if they mentioned a word of Malay
ont of their mother. Jacqueline could not only play politics with
s, she could play quite cruelly with her own children,
Everything scemed to add up that she was poisoning them
me. When | saw them, when [ was physically with them, |
d feel the warmth, Emotionally and physically it was coming
ough. But it was always towards the end of my visit after we'd
en together, on and off, for a week or two, Then [ would return to
ssia, ring them as soon as [ was home, and they would be back
the cold tone again. I couldn't understand it. How could my chil-
an be so warm to me two days before, and when | called them
Malaysia it would be one word answers again? It just wasn't
. It was agony for me.
The other part of the ‘Let's make access difficult’ game was
ueline’s fondness for spot checks. She would make surprise calls
phone, or she would drop in at the hotel without prior no-
e particular surprise visit was more offensive than most. There
ve telecast of Wimbledon on television, which started quite
about 11 pm. 1 pulled the blankets off my bed and made a nest
floor in front of the tv.
was more comfortable for me as | have a sore back and can't
a hotel bed for too long anyway, especially if the springs
00 good. Sleeping on the floor during my visits had become
it, and also a bit of fun for the kids. | suppose it was like going
They would often want to join me, so | would make up
r them on the floor as well. This particular time Shahirah

d Wimbledon T dozed off. About 2 o'clock in the morning
s a loud bang on the door.

must be a fire, or a disaster or something,' [ thought, rapidly
up, throwing back the bedcovers and running to the door.
Cqueline, the hotel security guard, and her boyfriend at the
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timie - a Chinese guy from Hong Kong called Wong — stood in front
of me.

“Where are the kids! Where are kids!" she said, raising her voice
and taking a step into the room, trying to push past me.

The security guard looked threateningly at me as if he was just
waiting for a chance to thump me. What had he been told by
lacqueline?

“The kids arc here. They're asleep,” | said, still coming out of
my doze.

| insist T must come in and have a look,” she said

Yes, fine. Come in,” L replied, 'But please be quiet”

Iddin was in the bed and Shahirah was on the floor, still asleep, |

‘You're not supposed to have any children in this room,' the

security guard said.

“What do you mean? I've been staying at this hotel for the pa
two or three years, | come back to this hotel every year, at le
twice a year, and each time | stay here for ten days, with miy kids,
said to him.

e must have been brainwashed on the way up. He had prol
ably been told 1 was some sort of fanatical Muslim child-molester.

He looked a bit perplexed, and said, 'You may have been her
all those times, but this isn't the right room for children. You sho
be in a different type.’

“if you feel so strongly, report it to the management and we'
sort it out with them tomorrow morning,’ | suggested

Nothing came out of it. The management didn’
the next morning, nor at any other time. The hotel managem
were very nice to us all the seven years we stayed there. Most of th
hotel staff knew us quite well, at least by sight, if not personally.

Later Jacqueline made an issue of Shahirah sleeping on t
floor. | had supposedly forced Shahirah to sleep on the floor becal
Shahirah was a female and in Islam a female is a third or fou
grade creature only good for the kitchen and for usc as a sex sla
1ddin and 1 slept on the bed because men sleep on the bed. Femal
sleep on the floor. She twisted it around so much that | couldn’
quarrel along those lines; it only leads to madness.

approach m
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Jacqueline’s behaviour with the kids was also a source of con-
for me. Obviously she wanted to have a social life of her own as
[l as work in the daytime, because sometimes [ddin and Shahirah
re kept at other peaple’s houses when Jacqueline went out, and
etimes they were left at home. | had no idea who looked after
n when she went out. She liked the bright lights and show busi-
5, which was why she was attracted to high-profile people like
. She probably had thought a Malaysian prince liked the high
fo as well. [ presume she met her present husband through the
business circle of friends. Going out and having a high time is
it's just her private life, but what about the kids? | was told by
of my lawyer’s friends who happened to be living in the same
bourhood as Jacqueline that one morning Iddin came over to
use to ask for hreakfast.
‘Where's mummy?’ my lawyer's friend asked.
~ ‘Don’t know. Mummy's not around, he replied.
‘How sad to go around begging for breakfast at other people's
The kids weren't even getting basic things like breakfast,
g sent to bed at the right time. And they seemed to be
g skinnier and skinnier. Were they getting enough to eat?
t night, after I'd read them their bedtime stories and they'd
to sleep, I'd sit and look at them. I'd doze off and wake up
morning, still sitting up in the chair next to them, and it
be time to send them back. I felt utterly helpless. But those
gave me enough strength to go on until my next visit. We
ed precious moments in that modest Victoria Hotel room.
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Over the years I'd been trying to ask Jacqueline to give Iddin a
Shahirah some Islamic classes because I felt it was important the
knew something about Islam. At least some form of regular classes
Tt didn't have to be every day, or every week. Maybe twice a month
would have been enough as long as they had some exposure to Islam
because in Islam children are taught to know the religion at a very
carly stage. They become familiar with it so they can adopt it to bel
their way of life if they choose. But for Iddin and Shahirah, even
they didn’t adopt it as their way of life, at least there would be so
awarencss of Islam if they were given some basic instruction. The
few trips | made a year, although 1 would tell them bedtime stories
of the Prophet and some of the basics of religion, the only other
thing I could give to them was to take them to the Friday prayers at
the Drummond Strect mosque in Carlton, where T used o go and
pray when 1 was a student. That meant maybe two prayers, two
Fridays, per trip. They met other Muslims and Muslim children a
the mosque. Such visits were hardly intensive training, just barely
educational. I thought religious classes once a fortnight ~ it wouldn't
have to be too long, maybe one or two hours, that's all —would have
helped them to understand their religion, and allowed them to meet
other Muslim children and parerits and see how they lived.
Jacqueline had impressed the judges over the years that she}
was a superb mother and very religious. She claimed she knew hef|
Qur'an back to front and observed Islam. That's why she brough
the Qur'an into court to swear on it whenever she wanted to give
statement. That was a farce, just part of her showmanship, becausé
it’s just not done, even in Muslim countries in a Muslim court.
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We just say, ‘I say this in the name of Allah',
‘We don't have to bring out the Qur'an and put our hand on it.
pose that sort of performance helped to convince the judges.
yre seriously though, she gave an undertaking in the affidavit that
.would bring up the children as Muslims. That was part and par-
1 of the consideration of the judge allowing her to keep the chil-
en: that she would continue to be a Muslim and that she would
up the children as Muslims.
I rang her once, in 1987, and said, “To be consistent with vour
wn words and undertaking before the court, please give them some
lamic exposure. I'm not asking you to send them to a fully-fledged
amic school where they teach in Arabic and about religion only.
‘they go to a normal school just like any other Australian kids
it take them to one of these weekend things.
1 even gave her some names of teachers in Melbourne. One
was run by a Lebanese guy. The school had a small committee
d had weekend classes for about two hours in the morning.
cqueline turned it down through her lawyers.
- ‘No. The Arabs are rough people. Their culture is not suitable
ddin and Shahirah or to Australians generally,’ was her comment.
not consistent with the Australian way of life.’
Tdon't know what the hell she meant by ‘not consistent with
e Australian way of life’. Did it mean that Australia did not want
s to exist in its society? How many Lebanese Muslims are
? How many Albanian Muslims? How many Turkish Muslims?
e Australian government's policy was, and is, multiculturalism., [
just asking for Iddin and Shahirah to get some Islamic knowl-
ige. They wouldn't have had to dress like some Middle Eastern
en who have to wear different attire. I was just asking for knowl-
, for the head, not clothes for the body. How would anyone
e be able to tell that they were Muslim children?
To try and accommodate Jacqueline’s prejudice against teach-
om the Middle East | found an alternative, an American con-
t called Robert Rice. He also conducted a school on weekends,
linly for Australian converts, and some Middle Eastern people. It
't an Arab, Lebanese or Malay school, nothing offensive to her
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delicate sensibilities. She still refused.

“The children aren‘t old enough. According to Islam,’ she said,
‘the children need not have formal religious instruction until they'ra
six or seven,’

That was her individual interpretation, but | waited until the
children were that age before [ asked again, and she still refused.

| asked my lawyer, ‘What can be done about this? It has bee
said over and over in court that she was going to be a good Muslim
and give the kids continuous religious instruction, so what's all th
about?’

Bruce just sighed. He well knew that we were up against racial}
and religious prejudice.

Finally, in 1990, I said to Bruce, ' want to go back to cor
soon, early in 1991, before the judge, and make sure the children d;
get some sort of Islamic background, once a fortnight. Iddin's 8 and}
Shahirah’s 6. They're well and truly old enough now. And since we're
going back to court, I'd also like to ask for an order that the children
be allowed to come back to Malaysia for school holidays.”

I thought I might as well apply for both. If I didn't get the kids;
to come back for holidays, I would at least get them to go to Isla
classes once or twice a month. Surely after all those years [ shoulds
have been entitled to something. I'd got nothing from the Family}
Court, other than to be treated like a criminal, when it was my
wife who had broken the law. Bruce began negotiations withi
Jacqueline's lawyers.

He rang me one day and said, Raja, I've just got the latest
from Ms Webb, She says that the children can't really go back tof
Malaysia because there’s the Malaysian court order stating you havé
custody of the children. They're afraid that if the kids go for a holi
day you will nab them and not permit them to return. Ironic, isn'®

it

‘Bruce, it would be if it wasn't tragic, I replied. “Tell them
can work something out. | really want the kids to visit. Their grand
mother misses them terribly and 1 would love for them to meet
their other brothers and sisters, [ can always vacate the order. Bub
let's get an agreement in principle, at least. The negotiations conti
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d for about nine months. It seemed to be interminable, Finally,
perated, | said, "Enough waiting, I'm coming on this next trip, so
5 get on with it,  want to go to court.'

~ Bruce prepared, and I went. That was the fateful Easter 1991,
weline had married lain Gillespie in 1989, 1 was quite happy
it that, even relieved. Maybe the man would make her more
and mature? Maybe she would hecome calmer and less pro-
e? And to a certain degree there was a slight change. During
‘when | was with the children she didn't call as often, and there
't as many unscheduled spot checks.

Maybe lain had said, 'Look, you don't have to check on the
s every two hours. Bahrin hasn’t broken any rule of the court’s

I met lain once or twice when he came with Jacqueline to
off the kids and | thought he was mature and self-assured. He'd
en previously married and I hoped something good would come
and Jacqueline’s marriage. | hoped they would have their own
as well, which would perhaps make it better for her, but
't happen.

So we went to court and T was going to demand my rights.
e Ryan was the solicitor handling my case this time, and as |
ed the court lobby I saw her standing in a corner scrutinising
e papers. She was chewing her thumbnail and her brow was
ved. I sensed something unpleasant, once again, was about to
old. I began to walk towards her and then noticed Jacqueline to
ft, with lain and their solicitors Lillian Webb and John
dovich. They were chatting amongst themselves, and as | glanced
Jacqueline suddenly laughed at a joke someone had told.
Therese looked up from her papers and saw me. 'I've just found
t they don't want to grant you access over Easter, We'll deal
at first. But there's something else, You'd better take a seat
Tead these. I'll be in the next room if you want to speak to me.’
I taok the papers and looked at her. She avoided making eye
fact and walked off quickly. | began to experience that old, fa-
feeling of turning cold all over. I looked about the room and
ench in a relatively quiet corner. | sat down, mercifully out of
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sight of Jacqueline and her supporters, and raced through the parg.
graphs. Words stood out:

"... 1ddin Gillespie ... Shahirah Gillespic ...*

I looked again.

‘.. Gillespie .."

That's what was written. What did this mean? | couldn't uns
derstand, Why did my kids have lain's surname? Then [ began to geg:
angry. They were my kids and not his! Was this legal? Why wasn't[
consulted? What the hell was going on? I turned back to the papers’
and read on. Other more awful words stood out:

‘.. 1ddin Gillespie ... Shahirah Gillespic ... baptised ... Angli-
can Church ... godfather E. Waller ... Father John ... 1988....0

I read them again and again. It took me a while before 1 fig
ured out what year it was now. When it registered that it was 1991
1 went blank again! What happened between 1988 and 19917 Hor
could my children’s names be changed since 1988 and I not knos
about it? Who the hell was this Gillespie guy who thought he coul
just attach his name to my son’s and daughter’s and displace ming
altogether? Was this yet another example of Australia’s civilised
ciety in action? Iddin and Shahirah baptised? As Anglicans? As Chri
tians? Who was Father John? And E. Waller? No wonder There
suggested | sit to read the papers: my whole body felt weak. I's
there not thinking of anything in particular, just staring at the pap
in my hand. | suppose | sat there for a few minutes. I went throu;
them again, but I still couldn't make sense of what had happened.
couldn't be happening to me, not after all the tragedies and torme
of the past six years. What a vicious and cruel deception Jacquelin
and lain had been practising, It was the worst possible thing th
could do to me.

Therese had returned and was standing before me. She knel
down a little and said, ‘Raja, I'm sorry, 1 couldn’t bear to tell yol
myself. We'll get everything sorted out but we'd better go into the
courtroom as the judge is coming in soon.’

‘How could they do this, Therese? How could they? How cot
the court allow it?" I said, wiping my eyes.

It was getting to be too much. I didn’t expect Therese to 56
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g because all the others before her — Chan, Margaret, Bruce
ad Paul — couldn’t provide an answer to the farce called Family
it proceedings. | must have been a very special person sinee 1
s referred to as ‘the prince’ and so T deserved very special treat-
ent. | somehow stood up and walked into the courtroom. All 1
d think was, ‘What new circus of torment awaits me through
sse doors?’
Therese stood before the court and stated that [ had come all
2 way from Malaysia to see my children for the Easter holidays
take them to the mosque on Friday but the Gillespie's were not
ommodating my request although 1 had given one month’s no-
s required.
“Your Honour, said their barrister, John Urodovich, ‘my cli-
dvise me that since the children are now Christians they want
them to church for the very special event that is Easter’
 Asif to further support Jacqueline, the judge made a separate
that day that my agents or | were not allowed to take the
en to the mosque ... ever! This, from a modern and liberal
century Australian court.
It went on and on, and the result was much worse than [ ex-
ed, even after reading about the name change and baptism. For-
tthe holidays in Malaysia, forget Islamic education, for now [ was
Honger even permitted to take my children to a mosque at all!
trip for six years we had visited the mosque. The children
ed it and looked forward to it. I am a Muslim, but | went to a
of England grammar school in Australia, St John's in Kuala
pur, and St Theresa's kindergarten in Terengganu. 1 don't hold
At grudges against other religions. It probably makes me more
ant of other religions, understanding at least one other religion
So why couldn’t my kids have similar things, an exposure to
beliefs, especially those held by their father? Why couldn’t my
80 with me to the mosque even though they had been bap-
& as Christians by Jacqueline? Was there no justice left in the
Id? There certainly was none in the Australian Family Court.
Those few minutes in the lobby of that court and then the
®quent ruling by the judge were the final blow of six years of
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misery and struggle. Who could be expected to come back for more
after that? T was not going to come back. At least, not here, not tg
this farcical court. The next time I came back | would come back to
get the children and take them home. | walked out of that room
completely shattered, barely able to talk, with all my hopes shot,
Only that small flame of resistance flickered in the back of my mind:
T will get my kids back!

| looked at Therese, who was standing sadly stuffing papers
into her briefcase, and said, 'What do 1 do?’

She stopped and turned to me. ‘Tdon't know, Raja, 1 just don't
know. | suppose you can see the kids over the Easter weekend, some-
how."

She sighed and sat down next to me. | came all the way from

Malaysia and still hadn't even seen the kids yet.

“When can the court go back?" 1 asked her.

“The earliest is Monday. If it comes back then, the carliest yo
can see your kids is maybe Tuesday.’

She stood up and closed her briefcase. ‘Maybe we can wor
something out, Hang on.’

She walked over to Lillian Webb and talked to her for a whil
Lillian spoke to Jacqueline and lain and then Therese came back.

“You can have limited access to the kids," she said. "They've
Jeast agreed to that. But only after 2 pm Friday,’

To make sure | don't take the kids to Friday prayers at 1 pm
I said. ‘OK, at least | get to see them.'

I spent Thursday evening and half of Friday alone in Melbourn

wandering around the streets like a mad fool, or sitting in the Pa
cake Parlour scribbling more notes, Scribbling more notes to wha
To go back to court. | was that crazy and confused, thinking that]
would still have a chance if I went back to court to fight. 1 had
nothing else to do and no one to talk ta. My lawyers went off o
holiday and I didn't know anybody else in Melbourne well enou

to be able to talk about all this. | walked up and down Bourke an
Collins Streets on a very quiet, cold and overcast Melbourne East
weekend, lost and lonely. They were the loneliest days of my li

There was hardly any sunlight, and just drizzling rain, perfectly h

90




g with my feelings. | sat and seribbled notes, partly to pass
e, partly to feel prepared to face Monday:

‘At 2 pm Friday 1 saw the kids, until the next day. | wasn't in

d spirits.

Tttried to be cheerful, but I'd look at them, and think, ‘Are you
s really my kids now? Maybe only by biological evidence? You
r carry my surname. You no longer are officially of the same
on as me.’

But a small thought did help. I had been thinking the same
over and over, when it suddenly occurred to me that, i they
e baptised in 1988, they had still kept coming to the mosque
th me after that, so the kids were obviously very good at keeping
ts. I returned the kids on Saturday and then repeated my rites:
the streets and scribbling in the Pancake Parlour. 1 look back
at time and wonder that | didn't break in half with the pain [

‘On the Monday 1 finally went back to court, only to be told,
t hear your case. There’s a backlog!

Before, they used to accommodate my situation because it was
ceptional situation: | came all the way from Malaysia and could
ford to come at certain times. But not any longer. Perhaps |

d to be so special now that [ was obviously pulverised into
n. I went home to Terengganu.

had a lot of thinking to do. | couldn't tell anyone — not my
er, not my wife ~ that the kids had been converted. It would
oyed my mother if she knew because the two kids meant
uch to her and she was so pious. 1 had to carry it all within me.
One night I took out all my previous notes. | had two suitcases
en, of all the legal mumbo-jumbo and transcripts. | looked at
d said to myself, ‘See all this! After all this: nothing! What
me think that if I go back there again, lose more money, and
rough more heartbreak, I'm going to get anything? The judge is
come out with some other excuse, “Well, Jacqueline is enti-
¢hange her mind after so many years. If she wants to be a
and change the children to Christianity | suppose it's her
3ative. You can't stop her”
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I had no rights to ask anything for the kids. So | said to myself,
as that little flame burnt brighter, ‘Enough of going to court.” My
children’s names had been changed without my knowledge or con-
sent. Their religion had been changed without me being informed,
And to top it all, the judge now prohibited me from taking my kids
to the mosque, Even in the most radical communist country, this
wouldn't happen. Yet this was democratic Australia in 1991, | was
not taking any more of this.
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d to get the kids out through other ways, not legally. I knew it

't going to be easy, and the more | thought of it the more ditfi-

it seemed.

During the years of frustration and intimidation it had crossed

d in flashes, ‘How [ wish I could whisk these kids away.'

\ But I never paid any attention to it, until | met Bryan, We met

accident at Changi Airport in 1988 when | was en route to Aus-

He was in good spirits, and asked me why | was going to Aus-

Ttold him a bit of my story.

e said, half-jokingly, Just get the kids out!”

erwards | learned that a comment like that was quite typi-

f Bryan, He was a very direct person.

I said to him, "Ves, I've been thinking about it, but never scri-
.

But when he said it | began to think a bit more. Here was
one else who was encouraging these thoughts. But the neces-
act wasn 't there in 1988, 1f Jacqueline had allowed the kids to
me exposure to Islam through fortnightly classes | would've
happy and I wouldn't have had to resort 1o other means. But in
er her unilateral action changing the children's names and
Tknew I'd wasted enough time. However, [ had to be seen
ill interested in pursuing legal courses of action, hecause |
-arouse anyone's suspicions, If [ ju;

aid to her | didn't want
court any more she would have wondered what T was up to
o for the next year, as | explored ways of getting the kids out,
ad to make enquiries through my lawyers, and at that time,
Twas still keeping a quite open mind, | w

as planning to get
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the kids out physically, by whatever means, but if by some miracle
she agreed that the children be allowed some Islamic classes, maybg
1 wouldn't have had to go through with it. | prayed that 1 need nog
have to do it, but at the same time [ couldn’t waste any more of my
time. 1ddin was already 9 years old and Shah was 7. If 1 left them
there any longer they might just forget about everything, pL'rhaNl
even me. The next step may have been to refuse me any contact
with my kids at all. Jacqueline and her lawyers had been very bold ig
the way they manipulated the court, so | didn't think my fears were

unfounded.

The problem with Jacqueline was she wasn't willing to have g
give-and-take attitude, to accommaodate other people’s wishes. She
had to at least acknowledge and respect that | was the father an
had some rights with the children too.

But the problem was she had the attitude of winner-takes-all;
“The court gave me custody. The court gave me this or that. Thy
court is always on my side. I'm the winner, why should I give y
anything?'

| think that was the whole problem from the
attitude. She never wanted to compromise on anythi
ask for more and more and more. She would have me on the groun:
push my nose into the mud, and rub salt into my wounds. She woul
g0 to the limit. What choice did [ have other than to act the way | di

1 asked a lot of people, a lot of the Australian journalists who
came to interview me, "Tell me, what choice did | have? Can you t
me any other option? I'd tried every possible thing. [ had no choi
1 had to bring my kids out. Not that | hadn't submitted to your le;
system, not that I hadn't tried. A prisoner serving time would
paroled after a period of good behaviour, but what about me? [ wasn'
a convicted criminal; it was Jacqueline who had abducted my chi
dren and who continued to lie and perjure herself so why was
heing penalised? Enough was enough.’

Aftter 1 found aut about the kids’ name change | started calling
Bryan more often

Initially 1 just kept in touch with him, saying, ‘You think it
possible? Could T take the kids and get back to Malaysia?’
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It erossed my mind but | wasn't that serious cven then, in mid-
P1. [t was ut the hack of my mind that one day | might have to da
1 suppose | also wanted to console myself that if everything else
ed 1 had an alternative,

So slowly I hegan planning, in discussion with Bryan. Between
arch 1991 and July 1992, the date of our departure from Australia
th the kids, I had to sort out my life and work and make sure there
enough money to fund the operation,

L called it "Mission Impossible” because there was a very likely
bility I might not even come back. I might be arrested or 1
ght be killed escaping. | had to organise everything and also send
y to Bryan so he could buy everything he needed. We agreed
had to be absolute secrecy, It was tough because we had very
ed hands working on it and we had to make arrangements care-

I'told Bryan, “This is the only chance I'm going to get. If I fail
Enot going to get a second chance. | will be arrested, jailed and
n deported and never he able o return to Australia, Even if 1
d a jail sentence I might not be able to go back to see my kids.'
About a week before I left on "Mission Impossible’ T went to
my mother and told her what I was planning 1o do. It was quite

t to tell her as | wasn't sure what her reaction would be. | am
only son. | expected she was going to cry, plead and beg me not
do it because the chances of me getting caught were quite high.
€ was sitting in a chair reading when | came in to her,

Isat next to her and told her, 'Mum, this time | am going to
alia and I'm going to come back with the kids. | paused. She
't say anything, She just looked at me calmly. ‘But I'm not going
it legally. It is going to be dangerous but 1 feel it is my only
ce after everything that has happened. I may not make it back.’
- She just said, "Yes, I think you probably should do it. I'm wor-
bout the children too, as if she sensed that something was not
with the kids.

Thadn't told her the kids had been baptised. I couldn’t tell her
but | had implied that [ was worried about the children’s reli-
background.
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“They're having very, very limited Islamic instruction,” | said,
and T suppose they were — every few months when | read them
stories about the Prophet before they went to'sleep.

A day or so earlier I had told my wife, Norilah. T was worried
what she would say, too, What if 1 didn't return? What would she
do? It's a long way to travel to visit someone in jail. I should know,
I'd been visiting the kids in their prison. Ria was one year old. Arj
was three. Badrul was quite big, about five, How would she look
after them?

Norilah looked at me and said, 'Yes, if you have to fulfil your
responsibility as a father then you should. | had a fecling one day
you were going to do it

*Why do you say that?'

‘Because every time you come back you're in a real mess. You
come hack and for weeks you're depressed and grumpy. Remember
that time you came back from Australia and had a headache only at
night, for a month, and the doctors decided it was just worry? |
couldn't see you going through the rest of your life like that. Every
year when you come back from your trips to see your kids you're
miserable for weeks. This is after years. | thought it was only a mat-
ter of time before you would do something like this.’

1t crossed my mind on and off, I replied. 'But I didn't really
think 1 had to do it. It was more a bit of a fantasy: oh, one day | can
fly my kids out. Something like that’

“Well, it's not any more and I'm glad you're doing something
you feel is right.’

1 left Kuala Terengganu on the morning flight and before noon
| swas in Kuala Lumpur with my father. He had just retired from his
service in the government. We had lunch and chatted about this and
that. 1 didn't mention anything about my plans to him.

As | was leaving he said, 'Oh, send my love to Iddin and
Shahirah, and this and this and thi
to take to them.

1 opened up my bags and put them in, then stood up to leave
again, He was in a fairly expansive sort of mood, newly retired and
happy, but what he said next took me completely by surprise.

*and gave me a pile of presents

96




'Oh, by the way,” he said as | started out the front door to the
‘recently a friend of mine told me how somebody stowed away
a cargo ship or something from some place. I thought it was pretty
the way he did it. If things are so difficult, why don't you just
dnap those two kids?'

And then he laughed,
I just looked at him, speechless, and thought, 'How did you
o

He'd never said it in just that way before; never been so ex-
it especially at the very moment [ was about to go to the airport
begin the process of kidnapping the kids back! Call it a father's
sense.
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I went to Melbourne about a week before ‘Mission Impossible’. Under
such circumstances every action and event took on dramatic, even
prophetic, significance. Every nerve and intuitive faculty was strained
to breaking point. I had a road map of where we were heading in
Australia after we took the kids from Melbourne. On the off-chance
I might be stopped for some reason, 1 split the map into four pieces,
1 put ene piece in my suitcase, two in my other luggage, and one in
my wallet. I'd been reading a few spy books before | left to prepare
miyself, which is another reason why [ called it ‘Mission Impossible’,
| always had the theme from the television show running in my
head to keep my adrenaline going, and help me think about this
most serious of matters with a light heart. 1had the map and a few
other documents such as programs for what [was supposed to d
each day as | went through Immigration at the Melbourne airport.

I showed my passport and the chap asked the normal thin

‘How many days are you here for, sir?’

I said how many and showed my ticket.

‘Here for holidays?*

“Yes, to see my children.’

[ went through to baggage to wait for my luggage.

I was standing patiently when a tall man in uniform from C
toms or [mmigration wearing a hat that made him look like a police:
man, beckoned to me from a few metres away and said, "You the
Come here!"

I'd never been called before in 14 years.

I thought, ‘Oh God, what's this?" I went over to him.

'Can 1 have a look at your passport, sir?’
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I gave him my passport.

You've been here before, haven't you? A couple of times?' he
asked.

“Yes,"

Maybe he just remembered my face? That particulur vear |
went back to Melbourne two or three times, to get the maps and
out a few things with Bryan and other matters like where to
it the car.

But in the previous years I'd been there many times, too, so
the number of my visits this year weren't anything unusual. But
why had he picked me? As all this was rushing through my mind,
and adrenaline through my body, another guy at the back of the
counter called him. He turned around and looked at him. Then he
ed at me.

- ‘You wait here, he said, and gave me back my passport.

My blood ran cold. But he had given me hack my passport! He
back to the other guy. They chatted, and then disappeared into
behind the counter,

Isaid to myself, ‘Shall I wait, shall I go, shall I wait, shall I go?'
sthere for about a minute, then my bags came outand I thought,
it the hell? If he wants me he can come and get me.’

T wasn't carrying anything illegal, except for my maps. But,

ad me searched there was nothing to find that was illegal, T
my bags and went to Customs. I stood in the queue for about
5. | wasn't rushing,

If that guy came for me | would've said, 'Oh I'm tired, I just

Lgot to the Customs guy doing the inspections. He opened my
looked, as usual. All of that took about ten minutes, but the
Y never returned.
The Customs officer opened the bag and saw all the toys and
, ‘Who are they for?’

My children.'
at are your children doing here?'
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‘My children are with my ex-wife and T only see them three
times a year.'

‘Oh, it's nice of you to bring toys in for them.'

1 closed my bag and caught a cab, so relieved 1 nearly passed
out. What was it all about? Was it just coincidence? | had to treat jy
like that, otherwise T couldn't have gone through with the plan, I
they were on to us, somehow, then we would probably be uaught,
but not without trving to get away with it!

1 went to the hotel and checked in. I did a bit more ground.
work, checking a few more maps and revising the plan again and
again. 1 did a bit of shopping to prepare for the trip and because [
had to leave a false trail just in case things didn’t go exactly as plannedy
a car breakdown or some unexpected alteration. There were sales at
Myer's and David Jones so | bought things for the kids - jumpers,
pants, shirts — and a t-shirt and pants for myself, brought them back
to the hotel and hung them up in my wardrobe, It was Shah's birth-
day on 7 July, in two days time. | bought her some mare presents
and birthday cards, and some streamers and balloons that I hung up
in the hotel room. Apart from the genuine wish to create a sense of
occasion for my daughter's birthday, all of this was part of the plan.
If our room was searched it would give the impression that we in-
tended to return.

Before | saw the kids on Monday 1 had to surrender my pass-
port, as usual. The lawyer on duty was a young chap and new to the
firm, but he was assigned to do the checklist of things surren-

dered.
He was quite cordial; perhaps he hadn't been briefed about
the wickedness of the evil Muslim prince and said, ‘Where are you
going to take your kids on the weekend?'
‘I don’t know, probably around town, just the normal places, |
replied. Could he know? Of course not, he was just heing polite.
‘Hmm,' he said, thoughtfully, trying to help. "Well, it's school
holidays. It'd be good to take the kids out to the Dandenongs.’
‘Dandenongs? Dandenongs?' [ repeated, an idea rapidly dawn-
ing The Dandenongs were hills aut of Melbourne that were a popu-
lar holiday destination for day-trippers and people wanting to stay
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o few days, 'Yes, maybe it's a good idea. Do you think it's going
very full?’

‘Oh, if you book early, a couple of days ahead, you should be
e to get a room. There're a lot of places you can go out in the
adenongs and spend a good time with the kids for a couple of
Yeh, I think you should take your kids up to the Dandenongs.”
1 couldn’t helieve my ears. It was a very good suggestion, espe-
ly for a ‘couple of days'. Back at the hotel I haoked in with a bed-
d-breakfast in the Dandenongs for the weekend 1 was planning to
jsappear. That young man had given me ideas [ wasn't even asking
or. So now [ had another diversion when they started to look for us.
ey would know I made the reservation because [ called from the
el room and it would be registered on my phone bill. It would
robably buy me one or two more days. They'd think: maybe he

Probably that lawyer, when interviewed by the police or Lillian
bb, would say, ‘Oh, I suggested to him to go to the Dandenongs.
Lanticipated a scenario that would fit with Jacqueline's behay-
her overbearing manner and tantrums. She would go ranting,
ng and shouting at the police when our absence was discovered,
nd the police would soon get fed up with her. The police would
bably have their own ideas to investigate and she would come in
hers and shout them at the police, just in case they hadn't
ird, or they weren't paying her enough attention. She would hound
police until they got sick of her. When you shout too much you
end to produce a negative impact. Instead of people being con-
inced by your arguments they become sceptical about what you're
ing. My thoughts proved correct. Bryan has since told me that
e police told him she drove them crazy and in the end they stopped
ening to her.

Monday afternoon, at 2 o'clock, | picked up the children and
d them for two days and nights. When [ went to the Gillespies’
se to pick the kids up, Jacqueline and lain invited me in while
kids were packing their bags. It was a pleasant enough place: lain
very friendly and asked me to sit. Jacqueline went to help the
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e

lounge and lain sat

kids pack, leaving lain and [ alone. 1 sat on the
Jdown next to me and behaved in a very unfamiliar way. So many
strange things happened to me on this trip! I'd met Tain a couple of
times already and we'd been cordial, but certainly not conspiratorial

or even chummy,
But this time he sat down, Jeaned towards me and said in alow
voice, 'Can we meet tomorrow? Are you free on Tuesday, around

Junch time? Can we meet, just you and me? Just man-to-man

talk?’
1 was surprised. What was going on? Was lain ‘hreaking ranks?
find out. He obviously had some-

Still, there was only one way to
eline to know about, or that he

thing to say that he didn't want Jacqu
was meeting me at all.
“Yes, why not?" 1 replied.
Magbe he sensed the problem
en through a marriage break-up
is daughters, who ended up with him.

15 1 was having with Jacqueline,
hecause he'd be and a bit of a tussl
over the custody of hi

“Just you and me,’ he said again.

Yes, fine, just you and me. Come o the hotel about noon.”

repeated.
‘We'll have a man-to-man talk, he said one morc time, just

Jacqueline came hack into the room with the kids, full of noise T
hustle. We were quickly sweptup by the greetings and farewells
o more was said.
I met him the next day, at the Victoria Hotel r
at 12.30. lain came by himself, as promised.

The kids were still with me, so | told them ta play quietly
one corner after they had their meal. Just play with your toys ht

1 have to talk with lain.

stairs,

So we had a chatand 1 still can't, to this day, figure out wh
he asked me for a private s

1 about. It was the first time

nd how you feel about (he children, he sa id, wal
ing himself stir his spoon in his cup. Tm a father mysell You"
father. 1 acknowledge that you are the children's father! He
that about three or four times. ‘I want you to know that as far a8
your children They are your children.”

was al
‘1 unders

concerned they are
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I didn't know what he meant. Did he mean that the change of
name to Gillespie was not really his

idea, but more at Jacqueline's
insistence” Was he trying to tell me indirectly that it wasn't his idea,
‘and that he fully sympathised with me as a father, that as far as he
was concerncd the kids were mine? He kept repeating it until 1

thought it was a malfunctioning tape recorder that kept repeating
e same sound over and over again. He even went further.

‘One day let's hope we can work something out so that the
kids can meet your parents in Malaysia.'

1 had to draw upon all my powers of restraint not to burst out,
'll be sooner than you think!” But then I thought, ‘Oh, why is it
ly now that you are talking like this? I'm just about to execute my
sion Impossible”in a few days time. And now you're talking like
! Why couldn’t you talk like this a year before? Everything's in
lace and ready 1o go the day after tomorrow.’ And then 1 thought,

v claims are reasonable but he also knows
hat Jacqueline is like? But how the hell would he know what I was
) to? The only people who know are Bryan, my mather and my
None of them even know lain, so how could they call him?
why would they? Besides, I've been very careful about tel-
hones. I've never used the hotel phone, but always 2o to the
er public phone and use thousands of coins if I want to call
ysia. ['ve only used the hotel phone for normal calls fram my

My mind was turning cartwheels as I sat there, seemingly calm
battentive, as lain spoke.
TI'm a Scot. | know what it's like for the kids to understand
Etheir original roots are in Malaysia."
T certainly did as well, and [ hoped to restare them.
He paused for a moment, probably to let all he had said sink

id then said, ' hope you don't mind signing some documents to
children Australian passports. We're thinking of going on
to Fiji with the kids
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This was brought up on my previous trip, but Jacqueline didny
follow it up with any documents. I'd said last time 1'd think ahouljgv

“Yes,' | replied, ‘I can consider it if we're willing ta cooperate.
with the kids travelling to see their grandparents. If you don’t wapg
the kids to go to Malaysia the first time, why don't we meet in g
neutral country like Indonesia or Singapore? My mather’s dying tg
see her grandchildren. She hasn't seen them for years. If we cap
come to some understanding 1 wouldn't have much objection to
this passport thing. If you won't allow them to go to Malaysia, yoy
come with them to Indonesia or Singapore, where it’s easier for my:

mother to travel."

Even this talk of goodwill made me sweat.

[ thought, 'What's going on? Should [ call it off? Is this a warn-
ing? Or a ploy? Or what?'

As these thoughts rattled around in my head, and lain and I
smiled pleasantly at one another, Jacqueline turned up!

‘Hi, everyone!’

lain turned and looked at her, with utter astonishment writt
all over his face. | don't know if he told her that he was going to
meet me and have a talk, or she just happened to turn up on one
her spot checks. [ was even more confused and nervous. It was a pity
she turned up as | thought lain had more to say, something else impor-
tant, but hadn’t yet been able to find the right words or moment.

She came to our table, then saw Iddin and Shahirah and said,
‘Oh, I'll go and talk to the kids,"

After saying hallo to them she joined us and had coffee, and’
shortly afterwards both lain and Jacqueline left. I sat there for a few
minutes while the kids played in the corner. What was all that about?
What was lain getting at? What should I do? And then Shahirah
came over and [ turned my thoughts to the immediacy of the chil~
dren.

The rest of the time that week when 1'had the kids we did the
normal things. For Shah’s birthday 1 took them aut for a big dinner.
She enjoyed satay, so we went to the Golden Orchid in Little Bourke
Strcet. | was very tense, but nevertheless I did my best to be in @
party mood. Wednesday afternoon about 4 o'clock, had to return
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kids to the house. Jacqueline wasn't home, but lain was. He
d me to come in and have a coffee, which T accepted. He said no
about the topics he had been addressing on Tuesday. We just
ssed small matters, and | soon left. | had the next twenty-four
s free, so | put up more streamers in the room and did some last
e preparations, Everything was in place. Thursday evening,
out 5.30, | went over to the house to pick up the kids. Tain opened
e door again.
‘Come in Bahrin, Jacqueline's not here. One of her friends was
d he's only just died. She's gone to be with his friends and
ly. She asked me to wait here for you with the kids. She'll call

Isat and chatted for a while, but he didn’t continue the con-
rsation from the other day. [ hoped he might, because | wanted to
, even though it was too late anyway. Tomorrow was my D-

We exchanged pleasantries then [ said, 'OK kids, let's go.’
- When | was alone with the kids back at the hotel, then came
e delicate part. How to tell them of our program for the next day
subsequent days?
T'wasn't able to tell them much before they went back to the
e the first time because they would obviously be interrogated:
t did your dad say? What has he got planned for the weekend?”
We went out to dinner as usual, to the Pancake Parlour. |
ought it would be last time for the kids, and I was feeling a bit
in anticipation, amongst my feelings of anxiety. A huge
inknown was before us that the rest of our lives depended on, be-
despite our plans there was no way of being sure that all would
well. The waiter brought us our meals and the kids started eating
traight away, hungry as always.
When they were finished and starting on desert I said, “Tomor-
we're going on an outing. Shahirah, it was your birthday a few
ago, wasn't it? Well, we're going to have a bit of fun over this
eekend.’
‘Oh sure, yeh, Abah," said Shahirah, "What are we going to

al
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Iddin looked very interested, as 1 said, 'We'll probably go out
into the country for a long drive.” I'd bought him a toy battery-oper.
ated plane that flew on the end of a string and for Shah I'd bought
large water gun. 'Bring all your toys. We'll go out in the country and
have a bit of fun. We've been in Melbourne too much. A nice change,
do you think?'

‘Yeh! That'd be great. Yes, yes!' they hoth shouted, jumping

up and down in their scats.

‘OK, we'd better go to bed rcarly tonight hecause we have to
wake p very early in the morning. We have to be out by 8 am.!
After dinner 1 took them to the slot cars and video games at a place
nearby so they were completely worn about by 9.30 and went to
sleep straight away. I packed their things and made sure the room

looked as if we were just away for a few days. My main brief
the suit that | wore were still there, along with their new clothes,
s on. | even left RM300 and some Australian
a days, or even

still with the price ta
money in the room safe. I might need a few ey
hours, before the whole nation was alerted. T took all precautions

possible, drawing on my training in architecture to help in my plan-
ning,

Perhaps someone would say, 'So what's the big deal? Fathers
sometimes take their kids out longer than they're supposed to."

1 had no previous record of having broken any previous access,
not even by an hour so | hoped that would be on my side. Now the
goad behaviour I'd been serving over the last few years might be
worth something. The phone rang as [ was engaged in my last prepa-
rations. It was Jacqueline. The kids were already asleep and, surpris-
ingly, she wasn't her normally insistent self. Perhaps she felt a bit
suilty she wasn't there when [ picked up the kids.

‘Sorry | wasn't there, she said. 'Thad to visit a friend of mine
wha just passed away. [ was a bit busy arranging things for him. The
funcral's going to be tomorrow. | have to read the culogy.’

“Sure, just go ahead, the kids will be all right with me.

{OK, Bahrin, thanks, Goodbye.'

Next morning we woke up very early, in very high spirits,

Iddin woke first and immediately said, "OK, I'm ready to g0/

106



At the sound of his voice Shah sat up in bed and said, 'Can we
o now?’

'Quick then, have a shower, get dressed!’ | said, pointing to
he clothes on the tahle.

I'd laid out a complete new set of clothes for both of them.
equeline might have had some hug; ng device that could've trailed
g It was very much like 007 James Bond, but I had to take such
autions, expecting the worst. Jacqueline had always been very
spicious of me, obviously reflecting her own nature, for it was she
ho plotted an abduction in the first place. My fear that the clothes
y have been bugged was not completely unfounded. T suspected
er the years that we had been followed, and 1 was later proven
t. Tknew we were followed because one of the television reports
out us showed a still photograph of me walking down the street,
ing a brown jacket, with Iddin and Shah by my side. | didn’t
the shot and nobody | knew did. A private eye must have been
photographer. In a newspaper article it was reported that ler
er, Lillian Webh, had convinced lacqueline not to have me fol-
ed that year, |991. So for many vears | had been followed. Mayhe
partly helped to convince her? Maybe they were convinced that
a broken man, that they'd hroken my will? After I discovered
ey'd baptised the children and changed their names | didn't run
erk, smash windows, or jump at them; [ just sat there meekly
and nodded my head. How ironic, that if Jacqueline had been pre-
red to concede me some rights, decency and respect, none of this
uld have happened, but instead she created a ‘worst-case sce-
irio’ by her own paranoia and desire for revenge,

Each step of that fateful day had been carefully planned and |
n their execution. We couldn't leave too carly even though |
ould've liked to have left very carly because every hour and every
linute was going to count or we might possibly have raised suspi-
s. At about 8 am, when it was already light, we went to the
ption desk, full of cheer and goodwill, and greeted the woman,
ow we were still there. | ;

50 posted a letter at the desk to my
er, to make sure that we really were noticed, then we waved
odbye, and stepped out into the wintry Melhourne morning, |
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took a deep breath, for we were now on our way. 1 wasn't hungry,
but | thought the kids might be. We walked briskly; the kids were
skipping down to McDonald's to buy some burgers,

‘Do you want to cat here, or shall we take them with us?' lasked,

‘I'm not hungry, Abah.'

‘Me neither. Let's take them with us.!

‘0K, take-aways it is. We collected our little paper bags, and
then the first critical task had to be completed: lose our marker, |
had to assume we were being followed.

‘[ddin. Shahirah. Let’s play a bit of a walking game. Let's pre-
tend we're in a jungle and we're trying to get away from a tiger!"

Just after they both yelled excited agreement we turned the
street corner and straight ahead of us were two police: a man‘and &
womian! They looked directly at us! Was the game — the big game -
up already? Had the cops been tipped off2 1 kept walking, with the
two kids once again skipping and singing, right past the police. They
didn't stop us, but the mere sight of them nearly caused my heart to
stap. 1 hoped that was the closest [ was ever going to be to Australian
police. We turned another corner, then entered the building I'd al+
ready chosen because it was one of the very few huildings with lifts
that go straight down to the basement carpark. My architecture trains
ing was paying off. Coincidentally this was the first building I steppe
into when I first came to Melbourne in 1975. Now, seventeen yeal
Tater, in 1992, it would be the last building | entered. Call it fate!

‘Quick! Fearless pair! Into this lift and away from the tigers!’ 1
said, ushering them towards the elevators.

I pressed the UP button. The doors opened to reveal an emp
compartment; we went in and shut it quickly so that whoever wi
tailing us couldn’t get into the same lift.

“That tiger will never get us now,” Iddin said.

But the ‘tiger’ would probably be waiting outside to se¢
going up, and noting to which floor. We pressed a few floors so the
“tiger’ would be uncertain about where we left the lift. We got oft
finally and went straight into another lift to go down ta the bases
ment where our car was waiting, and then drove off to meet Bryan:

We met up with him about 9 am near the Melbourne Zoo
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ille, We took one last familiar drive along the streets and had a
it International House, where | used to live. [ looked at it and
3 ght, "Maybe this is my goodbye to you? Even if I make it [ don't
k I'll be sceing my old Australian home again.’

As we drove along Royal Parade, we passed Schepp's House —
sther building | used to stay in when attending the University of
bourne. Funny, I thought to myself, how I seemed to be passing
ll the nostalgic buildings and neighbourhoods as we made our
home to Malaysia, It was as though we had deliberately chosen
ery route for sentimental reasons. Call it God's will or fate, but
ught perhaps it was a good omen that God wanted me to say
ye to all these for the last time.
- As we headed north out of Parkville, we entered Brunswick
Ilooked at some of the Pizza Restaurants [ used to frequent on

and wet Melbourne winter nights as a student. If we do make
, I thought, I won't be eating Australian-made pizza ever again!
e green and yellow Melbourne trams that | used to hop onto to
rsity or the city rumbled past us. For seventeen years [ had

red countless trips on these pleasant trams, which are very much
art of the Melbourne character. This was another thing | would
e experiencing again, another thing I had to get 'un-used' to
ter this 'little’ adventure.,

Eventually it turned out to he one big and prolonged adyen-
and my life has changed tremendously since that day - 10 July
~the four of us made our way out of Melbourne. It took much
ent but I have had no regrets whatsoever. How could 12 T did
ing by the baok but they forced me to take the only option |
It was just as well they did; if not, I would probably still he
ittling between Malaysia and Australia, getting bullied by
icqueline and Lillian Webb with the kind assistance of the Family
urt of Australia every time | wanted to see my kids.

As we were travelling through Brunswick it struck me that 1
d'never, in all my time in Australia, driven out of the state of
oria! Now | would be alternating with Bryan to drive through
oria, New South Wales, Queensland and the Northern Territory
ome 3,000 kilometres - to reach our boat. We had 1o do all this
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within 40 hours, which left very little room for errors or accidents,
We needed all the help we could get and I hoped God would be
with us.

With these thoughts running through my mind, Iddin suddenly
popped a most interesting request: ‘Abah, do you think we could go
fishing on this trip?’

*Yeah, Abah, could we, could we ...2" added Shahirah.

1 could not believe my ears. God had been very kind in answer-
ing my prayers. | had not quite figured out how to tell the children
that we were going on our boat. | could not because Jacqueline had
trained them to report almost everything to her, especially with re-
gards to planes, ships and long journeys. Now Iddin himself wanted
to go fishing!

‘Sure,” | replied, ‘we'll go to the best fishing spot to make it a
special event for Shah's birthday. I hope you kids don't mind if we
g0 to a more distant place for this special fishing area.’

"Yeah, yeah, we don't mind as long as we can all go fishing'
both 1ddin and Shah agreed. 'Can you speak to mum?' they contin=
ued,

Almost immediately they had qualified their joy by stating their
fear of what Jacqueline might do if they didn't call home regularly;
They were very willing for the adventure but Jacqueline's shadow
hung like a large cloud over them. This was to be the most delicate:
task 1 had to deal with for the next few days —how to convince the
children that Jacqueline would not be able to do anything to them
for failing to report by telephone regularly as instructed.

1 had to convince both of them that I would take full responsi=
bility in dealing with Jacqueline on this 'fishing trip’. From Friday,

10 July to Sunday the 13th, when we finally arrived at our boat at
Weipa, the children were in high spirits and having fun whenevet
we stopped for food and drinks. We couldn't stop for very long ca
time for fear of being noticed should the alarm be raised before we
were out of Australia. Several times when we stopped, Iddin, being
the older brother and feeling the responsibility placed on him b
Jacqueline, asked if he could call mum just to keep her informed.
had to tell him it would spoil our plans if she decided to ask him

110



ome home instead. I told him again that I would take full responsi-
ty with Jacqueline and that he need not worry. He seemed more
arful about the ‘repercussions’ than missing Jacqueline, stating only
e need for him to 'report to mum’ as instructed, After the second
3 » 1ddin appeared less apprehensive,

On Sunday, the third day on the road to the boat, | mentioned
to the children that we would be fishing in Indonesian waters off the
ast of the Northern Territory. Both 1ddin and Shah scemed very
ted by the fact that we were heading for a ‘different country
m Australia’. They asked where this place was in relation to the
alian coast. As | explained the geography to them, I also men-
ned how close it was to Malaysia. Then | quickly asked them if
ey would like to ‘drop in” to see their grandparents and other broth-
s and sisters,

Both of them looked at cach other for a while and came back
the inevitable statement of "Mum does not allow us to do sol’
ing that deep within their hearts they truly wanted to visit Ma-
I'took the opportunity to convince them [ would take care of
ing with Jacqueline. I told them their grandparents and sib-
in Malaysia also wanted to see them and had the right to do so.
that day on, it was just a matter of reassuring them they would
Pt get into trouble with Jacqueline o lain.
knew all along it wouldn't be difficult to convince them be-
they had always asked about their grandparents, brothers and
during every trip | made. The photos | always brought with
ll those years on miy visits to Melbourne were paying off hand-
ly. It is only natural to want to meet one’s relati
ny years. Ultimately,
Malaysian family
children and them,

e

after so
Jacqueline’s uncompromising stance towards
only served to strengthen the hond between
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PART TWO

Told by Bryan Wickham



16

Tuesday, 5 January 1988

his is your Captain speaking, We are now beginning our desc
into Changi International Airport, Singapore ...

The voice cut into my hungover brain. We had spent six weel
including Christmas and New Year, in the Libyan desert drilling fo
oil, without any alcohol, so the partying which had started at Ath.
ens had carried on during the flight to Singapore. My workmat
and ['were all sitting together in the rear of the plane. I had stoppe
drinking three hours into the flight and tried to get to sleep, but i
wits hard, what with the hostess waking me up to complain abor
the language of one of the crew. [ listened to what she had to say,
then kneeled on my seat and looked over into the scats hehind,
beckoned with my finger to the ‘gentleman’ whao was causing the
trouble and told him that if he thought I gave him a hard time on
the oil rig, if he caused trouble on this flight, I'd really give him a
hard time when [ got him on the ground.

‘I don’t need this crap. We're all going home on leave. Just cool
it,’ I'said. | looked at the three of them sitting there. 'Honestly, some

of you guys need a keeper when you're turned loose.

They stopped the abuse, but they continued drinking, I'couldn'
stop them from doing that, and that was the end of me trying t0:
sleep. [ sat there with my eyes closed and listened to their outras
geous claims. Did I carry on like that when [ was 207 Well, maybe [
did, but after twenty five vears in oil drilling I had got past the stage:
where you had to prove yourself to everyone. | didn't get to be
00,000 (RM 10,000,000);

toolpusher and put in charge of $AUS
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orth of drilling rig on bullshit; 1 had to work hard for it, in every
antry in Southeast Asia, all over the Middle East, North Africa,
rope, and in the North Sea. But at what cost? Two broken mar-
because of the time away from home, no permanent roots,
out of 4 suitcase most of the time, a shot liver from bad hooze,

‘Bryan, | said to myself, 'vou cannot keep this up. You're 49,
have a lovely wile and two sons in Perth. The hoys and my wife
> missed out on a lot because I'm away six months of the yvear.
it away and settle down. Get back into construction with your
ther and live a normal life.

ift buying for my family and then thought a nice cold beer would
the healing process on my hangover, so I headed for the cafe

g two deep in places.
As Lapproached, a man got off a stool and 1 put on a burst of
to get there before anyone else. In my haste to climb on 1 gave
man sitting on the stool on the right a bit of a bump with my
I'turned to him and said, ‘Sorry mate, bit of a squeeze here.’
My first impression of the man was that he was an Indian, He
goatee beard and very full, dark hair. | noticed his eyes right
and thought they reminded me of Bambi; they were so big and
. His voice was very well modulated, and he spoke as if he chose
word carefully.
‘No bother,” was his reply. 'No harm done,’
The service was swift, and before I could take a deep breath 1
my beer sitting in front of me on the counter.

Lhad a long drink and as 1 put my g
1€ said, ‘Excuse me, are you from Australia?’
Tturned and looked at the man 1 had done my best to knock
f his seat. He was wearing a white shirt, a tie with a subdued
ern in dark colours, and a black jacket. He had quite a bit of grey

down a voice next to
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o his hair, and his beard was shot through with grey as well.

‘Yes,' I said. ‘From Perth on the west coast.’.

‘T know it. I have been there; it is a lovely city.!

‘I'm just heading back there on leave from my job,’ 1 contin-
red,

‘What do you do?" he asked.

T'm engaged in oil exploration. 1've been in Libya for the last

ix weeks.'

He wanted to know what Libya was like, as he'd read a lot of
what was going on there with the American embargo, but really
knew very little about the country itself, like most of us. I told him it
was in a pretty depressed sort of a state, You couldn't buy anything.
Most of the shops were shuttered because of the American embargo:
they had nothing 1o sell. We were working in the south of the coun-
try, out of the cities, on the lava floes.

‘[t sounds nothing like my country,” he commented.

“What, here, Singapore?’ [ asked.

‘No, the Malay peninsula.’

‘Where is your home?' | asked.

‘At Kuala Terengganu,” he replied, ‘on the northeast coast.

I told him that | knew central Malaysia as [ was there with th
army from 1957 for two years, stationed in Johor Bahru, then Sun;
Siput,

“The Emergency would have been over by then,' he said.

“Yes, it was pretty much. T went back to Australia, and 1 thi

I've kept moving ever since. I've never really settled since [ left
army.

He asked if I'd ever heen to Melbourne, [ had, but only bri
when I was transferred from Perth to Sydney, and they sent us®
train through Melbourne.

“That is where [ studied. | am an architect, | studied at Me
bourne University. I was there for a number of years. | peﬁﬂdi i
return.’ '

I noticed he'd finished his drink, and 1 was still thist%
ordered myself another beer, and asked him if he would 7‘1‘
other.
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“Yes, thank you, an orange juice.

‘Bryan's the name, by the way," I said, holding out my hand.

‘Oh, Raja Bahrin,' he said, and we shook hands.

We kept on talking about the various countries I'd worked in.
He was very curious ahout the different places, and what I thought
of them. He was a very good listener. He wanted to know what my
wife thought of all my time away from home.

“The wife | have now can handle it," | laughed, ‘but the other
two couldn't.’
He laughed too, and said, ‘Oh, you have many wi
‘No, not many, but I have been married three times.
‘Do you have many children from your wives?’
‘I have two daughters from my first marriage, | replied, ‘and
two sons from my third.’

‘You're a very fortunate man,’ he said. ‘Do you have your chil-
dren living with you?'
‘No, not my two daughters; they're living with my first wife, |
only have my sons living with me. I don't have anything to do with
my ex-wives. [ haven't seen my daughters for twenty years”
‘L also have children. T have two with me, here, at home, and |
have two children in Australia,” he replied.
‘Do you live in Australia part of the time?' [ asked.
'Oh no," he replied. ‘My wife took the children to Australia
nd she would not return home: She kept the two children in Aus-

"That's tough,’ [ said. ‘How do you handle it?’

‘Iperiodically go to Australia to visit my children. | have been
Oing as well to the courts to try and get my children back.’
‘How did she get your children to Australia? Usually you have
dgive permission for your children to leave a country.’

'l gave permission,” he said, 'for them to go to Australia with
mother. She had told me that her grandmother was very sick
lying and she wanted the children to sce her. When they got to
stralia [ was notified that she was going to remain there and seck
ly of the children and separate from me. I've been fighting
years now in the courts to try and recover my children.’
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‘What are they? Boys or girls?' T asked. ‘How often do you see
them?”

‘One boy and one girl. I'm quite limited because of my work
and am only able to see the children during the Australian schoo]
holidays.'

‘Well, how's it looking? Do you look like getting any joy out of
your fight?'

‘It’s not looking good. 1 have spent a lot of money but I don't
think that the courts in Australia are sympathetic to my cause: Down
there [ am a foreigner, a man from another country. My wife is an
Australian. She is using these facts in the courts,’

‘Why don’t you just go and take them?" I said.

He grinned. 'Oh, you cannot do that, We must try and prevail
upon the legal system. Obviously you are very different in your think-:

ing from me.'

‘From what I know of the bloody legal system, I'd just say to;
hell with them.

‘It would be very difficult to just take them because of the
conditions puton my visits. | have to surrender my passport, and the,
children must call home and check in with her. And she pops up af
odd times during the visits,” he said,

“That wouldn't stop me. If | was in the same situation I'd find
a way around it. There are always ways. I'd just take them.’

Then we started talking about work and travel again. He ask
if 1 was looking forward to being with my children in Perth on my;
holidays. 1 said | was sad to have missed Christmas with them, buf
that I'd probably take them fishing.

“Trout fishing, in rivers?’ he said.

‘No. Deep sea fishing. I don't have a boat at the moment, but.
most of my life I've had one sort or another,’ [ replied. 1 mentioned
that | was also getting disillusioned with my current work, as | was
never at home. | was giving serious thought to returning to con=
struction. ‘T've done four years of a carpentry apprenticeship, and
my brother’s in construction in Perth,’ I said. "He's always asking m
to settle down and go into the business with him.’

That opened up a whole new topic. We got onto the differen
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types of construction in Australia, for different types of buildings,
e said he did work all over Malaysia with his architectural firm.
We easily managed to fill in the two hours until his flight.

~ "You will be returning to your work in Libya in six weeks?' he

Yes,' I replied.

‘Well, if I am in Singapore when you come through, then I
yould like to meet up with you, We have had an interesting time
and 1 have enjoyed talking to you,'

" Isaid that [, too, had enjoyed talking with him. We stood, and
alised that he was quite tall, only fractionally shorter than me.
'm 5' 11", and | was wearing Western-style hoots that made me

If yow are ever in Perth, give me a call,’ I said, and he gave me
ard.

We shook hands, and he left to catch his flight. When he had
Irealised that I didn't even know where he was going. Most of
te time it was me doing the talking. After heing tied up on a rig for
weeks with the same blokes I had a lot to say, especially with
eone who was obviously intelligent. I sat and had one more beer
d thought about him. He was a quietly spoken man, very polite,
his English was very good. It was one of the better stopovers I'd
in a long time. It can get very horing sitting around an airport
liting for a plane, and you're lucky if you meet up with a guy like
to pass the time. By now my hangover had just about gone, and
s not fecling too bad at all. My flight was called and 1 got my
together and went to the departure lounge. As soon as we
on board and strapped in we all passed out.
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It was good to be home with the family, and over the next six we
| didn't give a lot of thought to my meeting with Raja Bahrin. [ don!
remember if | told my wife about him, though | probably didn't,
1 never said a lot about my travels to my wife. | had been doing it
so long it was like taking a bus. But at the end of my leave, on
way back to Libya, at Changi, 1 did call Raja and had ahout
minutes on the phone with him. I went to the airport post offi
and booked my call at the counter.

‘Already, Bryan, you are going back to Libya?" he asked as s
as he knew it was me.

“Yeh, time passes real quick when you're doing nothing.'

‘How is your family, Bryan? Are they well?’

“Yes, they're fine, thank you.’

“You have enjoyed your holiday in Perth?’

“Yes, very much. | had a nice time over the New Year perio
We had a birthday party for my wite.’

‘Did you have many people at your party?

‘No, just family and a few friends. We had a barbecue pa

‘I used to like Australian barbecues. They are a great get
gether of people. Are you keen to get back to your work?’

“This may be my last time. I'm still thinking of stopping
line of work and going back into construction.’

You must have been giving it a lot of thought, for to ch
your occupation after so many years is a major decision.'

‘Well, being home this time with my family, the happy tim!
had made me realise what I'm missing out on. | must spend mi
time with my family. And hos is your family?
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“They're all well.
‘And is there any change in your situation in Australia?"

‘No, up to this time nothing has changed. We still have an
oplication to the Family Court. I am still hopeful that justice will
evail.

I could tell by the sound of his voice that he wasn't very hope-
ul at all. 'l wish you the best on that, Raj.’

‘And will you call me on your way back? I am not sure if I will
e here though, as | travel for my work, too.”

T'll call from Athens, to see if you're at home. And if you are,
2 can meet up.'

“Yes, I'd like that. You'd have a lot more to tell me after your

ns, met up with two of the other guys and
inued on to Libya. The next six weeks were a bastard: just after
ived we had a rig move. Trying to coordinate more than fifty
tck-loads of cquipment over six hundred miles of desert, and try-
gto get them to the new site in the right order so as to start assem-
the rig, is no joke. What with breakdowns, and drivers going
f to visit at some town or other, and a few getting lost, it is an
e in frustration. But we did get it together only a few days
our spud date. It had been a good hole, with no problems, and
it was a few days from total depth. I handed over to my relief,
dheaded for Benghasi with the crew going out on leave. You could
smell the tension at the airport. A plane with Muslims on
'd had been shot down recently, and there was a lot of ill-fecling,
ot out of there quickly, direct to Athens. I checked into a hotel
tourist strip near the beaches, picked up the old grey Bakelite
and rang Raja.

‘Ah, Bryan, where are you?'

‘T'm in Athens. I'm on my way home. I'll be stopping in Singa-
® tomorrow afternoon.’

‘That's good, Bryan. | have some business to do in Singapore
I have been postponing until | heard from you. It is not ur-
iness. Now I can go to Singapore and meet with you at the
¢ time.,
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1 gave him my flight details and we arranged to meet. He m,
me at Changi. I told him | only had about four hours and he ask
what T would like to do.

“Perhaps we could go into town and maybe have a meal, th
look at the shops and buy a gift for my wife, I said.

We caught a taxi into the main shopping area in Orchard Roa
talking all the way about my time in Libya, and the state of th
country because of the embargo; Raja commented, 'Well, those pe
ple do bring a lot on themselves,

‘Yeh. ['m just glad to be out of there, and | probably won't

1 asked him how he was getting on with his family problems j
Melbourne:

‘I have a court hearing coming up. | am applying to have moy
time with my children, and maybe have them come to visit me i
Malaysia," he said.

His idea was that the court wouldn't agree to having the chil-
dren live with him for a time, but maybe they could come and visi
We didn't really talk much about his family problems. We talk
more about his work. He was building a museum in Terengganu,
and it was causing a few problems of its own. He was also designing
a holiday resort. After we ate we went off for a stroll around th
shops. I bought a scarf for my wife, and by then it was time for me
return to the airport

‘1 hope I haven't taken too much of your time from your husi-

ness,’ | said.

'Oh no, T have set aside tomorrow for my business, and tod
for meeting with vou,” he said, smiling.

‘| appreciate the time you've spent with me, and coming dow
to Singapore. I don't want to lose touch.!

‘Oh, that is easy. Just pick up the phone if you're comi
through again and we'll arrange a meeting,” he replied.

‘And don't forget to do the same if you're coming to Perth,']
said,

T hailed a cab, we shook hands, and 1 left. | didn’t think at th
time that it would be a few years before I'd see him again.
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sout a week after Larrived home 1 received a letter from my com-
y telling me that they didn't have another contract for the rig.
crew now in Libya would stack the rig. The company didn't
a rig [ could go to, so they were suspending me for a time, |
the letter in to Sheila, who was in the kitchen making a salad.
+ ‘Looks like I don't have a job to go back to," I said, waving the
gter. ‘You'll have to put up with me.’
‘Oh, L don't think I could stand it, she said in her Scots accent
ly after six weeks I'm champing at the bit to get hack to work,
ctivity isn’t one of my strang points. I'd be off to the shed pulling
to bits or something So the thought of me staying home being
must have scemed pretty funny,
Taughed, and said, 'No, fair dinkum, they've terminated me.
‘ve lost the contract with the rig,’
Iwent and sat in the lounge room. After a while Sheila came
She knew 1 was thinking of giving the whole game away.
‘Well, what are you going to do?'
‘T'll have a talk with Gordon and see if he can help me out: get
back into construction.’
‘Il be hard,’ she said, ‘but we'll get over that. I'm glad you're
aying home, especially because of Tason. He doesn't need a father
ilfway around the world when he has problems.’
What she meant by ‘hard’ was that while | was away she made
the decisions, but when [ got back [ started to want to have a say
ings too. It would take a while to get used to how we would
h sort things out together. | certainly agreed it would be good for
Bon. Teenage boys always have problems, lots of them, and Jason
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was no exception. It would be good to be around to help him wigy
therii. So 1 talked with Gorden, my brother, and he said there ol
work around, and he’d help me get set up. And it was all go. Therg)
was a lot of work about: jobs that were small and one man coylg
handle on his own. [ I didn’t want to work, or wanted a day off,
could. T was my own hoss and could do my own thing, and that wag
the way | wanted it. So life was good for me during the time leads
up to Christmas '88. And it was very good for my family: [
home every night, and we had the weekends together to do thing
as a family, and as I had always loved the sea it was not long before ]!
had a boat —a little blue Flartley half-cabin cruiser called The Shirales
= to go out fishing.

But it wasn't all plain sailing. We had to get used to having lesg
money: from over $AUS4,000 (RM8,000) a month, to about
$AUS2,500 (RM5,000) on a good month, which isn't much to live:
on in Australia. And I had to work bloody hard to clear that. We had!
our ups and downs, but that is all part of life and being a family and!
we got over them. The hardest part was for my wife and son to)
adjust to me being there all the time instead of just six months of
the year. Christmas ‘88 came and went, and it was great to plan out
Christmas knowing | would be there to share it all with the family,
1'd talked to Raja during this time, and told him of my new lifestyle;
and he said it would be the best thing to do. His position regarding
his children hadn't changed, and as he talked to me | could sense
disappointment and frustration in his voice. He was missing his
bad. I felt very sorry for him, and I told him to keep trying to thi k
positive and with luck he may yet get his children back.

In July ‘89 I was working on a job doing handovers on hlocks
of condominiums that had been built for the Japanese just north of
Perth. Our job was to go into each unit and check that they were
OK before they were handed over to the owners, It was during this
work that I tripped on the top step of a stairwell and landed with
the full weight of my body on my right elbow. You can imaginé
what 225 Ibs (108 kg) would do to an elbow! And so began the hard
times for mysell and my family. It was eighteen months before I got
back to full-time work. Trying to live on a weekly compensation
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eque is very hard, after being used to good money. What with the
ge and car payments, we were getting further behind every
Idid try and do a bit of work, but my arm would not stand up
for more than a few hours, and then [ would be in a lot of pain
ys. It was during this time that my mate Alan Batchelor gave
all the help he could, and so did my mother, and brother Gordon.
It was at this time, March 1991, that Raja asked me to try and
sIp him 1o get his children out of Australia, After the usual pleas-
es on the phone, [ asked him if he had any joy from the Family

‘No, I think it's a hopeless cause,” he said. ‘I don't think that
¢ Family Court will ever return my children to me, or even give
e more time with them.' He sounded very disappointed indeed.

“Well, Raj,' I said, ‘I'm sorry to hear that, What are you going
0? Are you going to continue with your access visits?'

‘Yes, | can’t lose touch with the children, though [ feel that |
) because of the time spans between access. [ also think my ex-
fe is trying to make the children hate me, or at least forget me.’
‘Well, there’s not a lot you can do about that, Raj, 1 replied. ‘T
ex-wifc has the law on her side, that's it. You'll just have to live
it
‘Perhaps not, Bryan. Do you remember what you said: that if
you, you would just go and take them?'

I paused for a moment to think hack to what I said. ‘Yes,' T
ered, 'l remember, in Singapore.

"Well, Bryan, [ just can't see any other option.’

‘It would be quite an undertaking, Raj. How would you go
bout it?” | asked.

‘I have no idea. | was going to ask you, and if you knew of
ody who could help me?’

‘Really, no, Raj. | don't know of anyhody who'd help you with
sort of venture, It's a criminal act, for a start.” All this time | was
finking at the hack of my mind: what's he expect of me, what's the
0int of his questions? [ was wondering what they were leading to.
- He continued, "Maybe you could ask around? You know a lot
% people.’
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“Yes, but they're not criminal types.”

“Well, he said, persisting, ‘perhaps you could ask around?

‘But Raj, 1 said, after a quick think, ‘that sort of thing yoy
don't go bugling around: that you want to go and kidnap two chil.

dren.'

‘But Bryan, | don't know what to do. I just found out th
Jacqueline had changed my children's surname and religion in 1988}
And now they are stopping me from taking my kids to the mosg
Bryan, I've been taking them to the mosque every time I visi
them, since 1986, The Family Court has facilitated all of this!
what am [ going to do?’

I could sense the desperation in his voice. | thought mayby
he'd cool down if I gave him a bit of time.

‘Maybe I'll make a few enquiries discreetly, 1 replied,

‘But you said that if it was you, you would just do it,” he wentony

“That's me, Raj, not you. | am here, in this country, and you
are over there. You have a lot of conditions on your visits: you have
to hand in your passport, for a start.’

“Yes, | know, but is there nothing that can be done? How would
you feel if all this happened to you? And all the other absurditi
I've told you about? And for seven years? In a year or two my ids
will probably be asked to disown me!’

1l see what 1 can find out, | said, trying to appease hit
giving him time to back out of his words. | thought maybe the ided
had just come to him in the last hour, but 1 learnt later that h
been thinking about it for a long time, and the last blow from
Family Court that stopped him taking them to the mosque had egge
him on. I put the phone down and just sat there. [ wasn't outr
or upset, that he'd asked me for help to kidnap his two childrend
firmly believed that he'd had a raw deal. There was not then, an
never has been, any discussion of payment. I've never received a8
money for doing what 1 did. 1 did it because 1 thought he needt
help, and I'd do it again. But at that moment, thinking about it W
one thing, and doing it was another. It was from then that [ sta
to think of the possibilities, even though at that time | hadn't @
cided to do it. It was just a mental exercise.

126



Tt was just a few weeks after talking to Raja that [ had a call
om a guy | had worked with on the oil rigs over the years. He
gnted to go into business with me. I'd spent a bit of time after
bork telfing this guy, John Forrest, about an idea I had o recycle
ed oil. What | wanted to do was setup a plant, collect used oil and
n it up. Then the oil could be used for lubrication in farm or
ping machinery, or used as fuel for oil burners such as ships and
ories. | had located a company in the USA that built a mobile
ot to do the job, but as [ didn't have the money to set it up | had
itit at the back of my mind. Now here was John Forrest wanting
0 in with me. Sheila and | talked it over and | decided to go
sad, as long as T had a controlling interest. So John Forrest and |
th borrowed $AUS30,000 (RM60,000) from a second mortgage
homes and went guaranty for cach other on the money
. We ordered the plant from the USA, and as it took about two
nths to get to Perth, John (who was on compo from his com-
y) would look around for industrial companies that used a lot of
{This meant he had to travel around, incurring travel expenses
drawing a4 wage. As for me, | had nothing to do on the project
the plant got to Perth. John was the salesman and | was the
inician. My brother Gordon had let me set up an office in his
unit to help us out. He had a lot of work on, and he asked
o supervise a renovation job he had going and do what I could
ie way of helping the men with the work. John would drop hy
and then to tell me what he'd been doing,
When the plant arrived | spent all my nights working on it,
g the oil and getting the machinery working right. All we had
as sell the concept of using recyeled oil to industry and the
il public. | put in $AUS 10,000 (RM20,000) more that | bor-
| from my mother,
We had spent a lot setting up and John was spending quite a
Welling. He would tell me that he was taking cash from the
S10 cover expenses: $ALISZ 000 (RM4,000) here, $AUST,500
000) there, SAUSI00 (RM1,800), SAUSG00 (RMT,200). It
on and on, He was the company secretary and [ never saw an
fes claim shect or receipts.
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With all this happening [ didn't give a lot of thought to Raja’s
request until my brother said that he had a job starting on Rottnest
Island (a small island off Perth) which he had to fly his men to and
from during the week. It was then 1 remembered that John had a
pilot’s licence. 1 said I'd talk to John about flying Gordon’s men for
him. John was all for it. Not only was it good money, it meant get-
ting hours up in his flight log.

As things settled down, me working and John flying for Gordon,
[ again put my mind to Raja’s problem, and as 1 knew there are only
tw ways you can get out of Australia - by sea or by air - T thought
of John. Gordon had praised John's ability as a pilot: landing at
Rottnest safely in a strong wind; flying very smoothly and carefully;
Gordon said he felt comfortable with him, and Gordon is very par
ticular about flying. If John would be in it, he could meet Raja and
his kids at a remote airstrip up in the northwest of Western Australia
near the coast, fly them to Indonesia and be back without anyone!
knowing The {lying time was only ahout five hours. Before | made
any plans or told Raja about it | had to see if John would do it.
hadn't scen much of him lately so I rang Gordon

‘Ask John if he'd be interested in a flying holiday around th
Northwest with me arid a couple of friends, then maybe a bit of
trip around Indonesia.’

“What friends?’ Gordon asked.

‘A couple of mates in the oil gamie. One has a bit of a probl
with his passport, but don't tell John that. Just tell him they want
bit of a fly-about.

A few days later [ was working on the front lawn at a job’
South Perth when John drove up. It was the first time I'd seen
since he got back from a trip he'd made into the bush to try and
our oil business,

We talked about what he'd done, which didn’t amount to m{
and then 1 said, ‘Have you given any more thought to that flying
up north with those boys?’

\Oh yeh, I'll be in that,” he replied.

“Well, 1 said, ‘some of the people you take there wouldn't &
to come back.”
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“That's not a problem. It's up to them if they don't want to
ome back. Is it going to be illegal? Are they doing drugs or wild-
o

‘Nojno. None of that,’ | said. To allay his fears, as | thought he
¢ pull out, T told him, ‘No, it's a man that wants to take his two
dren back to Malaysia. He's only got to get aver the water to

John didn't twig right away. "Why doesn't he take a commer-
al flight”’

‘Well, John," [ said, 'there's a court order on the children. His
e nicked them off of him and he's trying to get them back.’

‘Is he Malaysian?'

“Yes, and the children are too!”

‘How did you get involved?

‘He's a friend of mine, John.'

‘So what sort of plan have you got? How do 1 fitin?" he asked.
‘At some time in the next few months you'd hire a plane for
it two weeks and fly up to the Northwest. We'd work out a
schedule beforehand as to whith town and what hatel you'd be at
ch day so 1 could contact you. I'd need to be able to get in touch
ith you wherever you were because I'd be coming a long way, and
ing could go wrong. I'd hire a large camper van in Perth and
ve to Melbourne, pick up my friend and his kids and drive back to
Northwest via the Alice and the Top End. I'd contact you when
s a day’s drive from Wyndham, you'd give me the location of a
mote airstrip nearby. You would've checked that out in your few
s of flying around. I'd meet you there, you'd pick us up and fly to
barranged destination in Indonesia, drop my friend and his kids
d then fly me back to the airstrip where I'd left the van. I'd then
to Perth and return the van, After a few more days flying about
t'd return 1o Perth and tell the people you hired the plane from
ou had a wonderful time and logged a lot of hours, How's that
, John?'

| Yeh, fine. OK so far’

He sounded a bit wary, so I went on, ‘All expenses for the
B, fuel, hotels and living would be paid for, You'd get a fee of
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SALISZS,000 (RM350,000) for doing it, paid up front before yoy
left”

As soon as 1 told him what he would be paid, his eyes lit up,
and | knew 1 had him

‘Have you got a problem with it?' [ asked.

‘No, going missing for a few hours up there isn't a problem,
There are cow cockies up there flying about all over the place like
blue-arsed flies. There are planes in the air everywhere, One more
wouldn't make any difference.”

'OK. But not a word ta anyone, Not even your wife. Only the
two of us are to know about it, I said, very clearly.

“Fine by me. When's it going to happen?’

“That's up to my friend. He'll tell us when, but we have to
ready, | said.

So that was that. T left it to him to work out what type of plan
and what travel schedule he wanted, [ thought it was the money
that got him, not the cause. | rang Raja that night.

‘Raj, I've got somebody who's willing to help.'

‘0, that's wonderful news. I really didn't have much hope,
said, and the change in his voice was remarkable.

He sounded like a different man: full of joy.

‘Raj, in this world all things are passible. When would y
want this to happen?

T will have to try and arrange a visit with my children, he sai

“You would have to have a bit of time with them.’

That might be difficult, but I will see what | can do.’

1 will try and get something together here," 1 said. ‘A plan.
it can only work once | have dates of your access. Unsupervi
access.

‘I am really grateful for your help, Bryan, and I will do my
to find a suitable time.”

“The plan will involve me picking you and the children up
Melbourne and driving them across Australia in a mobile home
the northwest of Western Australia. Then a friend of mine will
you to Indonesia. What sort of reception are we likely to get th
Raj?’
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‘It can all be arranged with the help of some of my Indonesian
iends. Do not worry ahout it, Bryan.'

“Taking the kids is the easy part, Raj. Getting them out of the
untry is the hard bit. But I'll do what I can on this end and get
ck to you !
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A few days after that conversation with John, he dropped by the!
office. We argued about the way he'd been conducting our husiness,

‘Because of the money disappearing without any receipts or
log of expenses, John, I've changed the procedure at the bank. It wil
now require both of us to sign to cash a cheque,' I said.

He didn't like it, and we had a heated argument about it, but [
told him that I wouldn’t change my mind. We were paying out a lot
of money cach month, John and [ paid the interest on the loans out
of our own pockets until we got going. His trips and wage weren't
helping, especially with no jobs, or even contracts, as a result of
cefforts. It was all to get much worse, however. In middle of 1991
John cariie to see me on the job again, He said he was going to tak
a trip to Port Hedland up in the northwest to check out the minin
companies there. | told him 1 didn’t like it. There were only two)
mining companies up there, atter all, We argued, and he walked outy
Several days later John appeared once more. He was insistent that
Port Hedland was the place for him, so [ thought I might as well |
him get on with it. After all, maybe he was right and I was wrong:.

“John, just go ahead. I'm sick of fighting with you.'

‘Don’t worry, he said, 'Tam going ahead. If | get something uj
that way I'll need the plant up there." He was getting quite cocky
now. The machine was fully mobile and operational..

‘Well, best of luck to you, John. And while you're up th
you can look for airstrips for our other business, I said, still hape!

that he might come good. He just grunted, stood up, and left
On his return from the Northwest, about a week later, he call
in at the office again.
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The first thing he said was, 'I'm taking the plant to Port
Hedland.’

Lwas shocked, I'didn'treally think anything was going to come
of his trip up north.

‘What for?’

‘I've got work for it,” he said.

‘Who from?" | asked.

‘Neveryou mind,” he said, standing quite close to me, shoving
his face at me. ‘I've got wark for it

"That's not acceptable, John. You've got to tell me where it's

“You've got nosay in it,” he said gruffly.  argued with him a bit
pore, trying to get some sense out of him. Finally he said, ‘Look,
ve committed myself to the machinery going to Port Hedland. 1f
don't let me take it I'm going to the police and 'l tell them
out the little matter you have planned.’

That really knocked the guts out of me. | was speechless. 1'd
known the guy for years. He was like Jekyll and Hyde. He said a few
er things about wanting me out of the business then turned to
rave. As he opened the door he mumbled, 'You'll hear from me.’

Istill had not said a word. My brain was trying to cope with
enormity of it all. My body was in shock. T was icy cold as if all
blood had drainied out of me. After a few minutes my brain
ed to function again. It's hard to explain the range of emotions
went through me, but the one that did come out was anger: a
hite-hot, terrible anger. ‘Blackmail! was screaming around in my
d. Blackmail! OF all the shit that had, at different times, been
on me, this topped it all. And to think that it was from a guy |
ught to be a mate, someone | had trusted and had known for
and who had been a confidant of mine. If he had been there
3ht then 1 think I would have killed him.

I'stormed back into my office, sat at my desk and thought
ut what John had said. If 1 called his bluff and told him to go to
and he then went to the police, [ would be in a lot of trouble.
then if the police told the kids' mother what was going to hap-
0 she could go to court and stop Raja seeing his children alto-
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gether. That was a risk T was not prepared to take. So he got what he
wanted. He returned a few days later and removed the plant. It w
to take four months hefore it was all settled, through accountangs
and lawyers, He didn't pay any cash up front. T couldn’t even get the!
SAUS10,000 (RM20,000) that I'd borrowed from my mother. He:

and to sign a document to indemnify me against any default on the
loans that the company had, which, as later events proved, he hag?
no intention of keeping,

The worst thing was | had to tell Raja that all the plans we hagd

to do it soon, Even so, | waited for two weeks before I called Raja, 1
was sitting in my office looking at the big map of Perth on the
above Gordon's desk. There wasn't much else to look at. Tt was g
very spartan room. There were just the two old desks — one for me
and one for Gordon - a filing cabinet, an ancient computer and
printer, and a fax and phone,

‘Hallo Raj, it's Bryan. How are you?'

“Very well, Bryan, he said, sounding pleased to hear from
He was probably expecting good news: a firmer plan with details:

‘Rest of the family fine, Raj?’ | asked.

'Yes. And you?'

‘Everything’s fine with me. But 1 have a bit of a disappoints
ment for you, Raj

‘What is it, Bryan? What's the matter?” he said, worried.

‘Well, you know how I said that | had somebody who woulé
help you who was a pilot?'

‘Yes, what's the matter?'

'He's pulled out of the deal.’

There was a long pause and when he came back on his voic2
had changed from pleasant modulation to a voice of depression.

‘What has happened?" he asked.

‘He just changed his mind,’ I said.

What could [ tell him? 1 didn't want to burden him with m
problems.

'What are we to do now?" he asked.
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It was at this instant that I committed myself. ‘Don‘t worry,
i 'l find a way.
= ‘How, Bryan? How?'
- “Just let me think on it for a while. There are only two ways
of here: sea or air. It loaks like air's out. So it must he sea. I'm
ore at home with that, anyway.’

‘And how will you handle that, Raja asked.
‘Well, I might take a trip up north and talk o the fishermen up
They're a fairly wild bunch with large boats, and they might
ant to make a dollar out of it. Don't worry. Everything will work
t. The next time [ ring [ hape to have better news for you.’
1 sat there at my desk and realised that I'd fully committed
f I'm the sort of person who if he says he's going to do some-
g he will. I don't make promises | can't keep, and if I take up
hsomebody | stick by them. I thought about what I'd said to Raj
out talking to people up north wha had hoats and | realised it
lly wasn't feasible. Those fishermen weren't very reliable: half
e time they're sober, and the other half they're completely drunk,
dn’t rely on them keeping their mouths shut even if T could
id anyone willing to help,
‘Well, Bryan, the only way to do it is to do it voursell and don't
anybody. That way, if anything goes wrong you can’t blame any-
e but yourself | thought
Lstill had no plan of action, but one developed over the next
‘months, As luck would have it, work dried up in Perth, so my
mate Al - who I'd been working with on most of the jobs and
‘always stuck by me —and I took a job with Nino Constructions
 goldmine site out of Kalgoorlie, We were setting up all the civil
for the heavy machinery, which involved 4 lot of concrete
for underground foundations and crushing plants. The country
d there was flat as a tack, and covered in Mallee scrub: bleak
g the day and very cold at night. We worked from daybreak to
K. It was in that dry inland environment that [ worked out the
0, based on a sea route.

My first consideration was the type of boat I would need: some-
g about 30 to 35 ft, a proven sea hoat with V berths, forward
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toilet, a small galley and powerful engine that had to be trailable, o5
1'd have to move it by road to the north of Australia, as it'd be im.
possible to reach Malaysia from the south in the type of boat T hag
in mind_ It'd take weeks, if we made it at all. 1 didn't know what my
destination would be, but it'd have to be as close as possible to Aug,
tralia. T wanted to spend the shortest time necessary at sea to redugg
the risk of anything going wrong, [ then had to talk to Raja and

some input from him as to the help we could expect from his Indo
nesian friends. Before [ called him | studied maps of the north coas
he nearest Indonesian portitg

of Australia in relation to Indoness
Australia was the port of Merauke in Irian Jaya, about forty
west of the border with Papua New Guinca. 1 knew 1 could read
Merauke from either Darwin in the Northern Territory or from so
where in the Gulf of Carpentaria, like Burketown or Karumba g
the bottom of the Gulf, or Weipa about halfway up the West Coagt
of the Peninsula or Thursday Island at the top end of the Cape Ye
Peninsula. I rang Raja at the end of July 1991 and told him what
had in mind.
've been giving it a lot of thought and T've decided to goby

sea across to Irian Jaya. Is that any problem for you, Raj?’
‘No, Bryan, that's no problem.I'm overjoyed to hear that some

thing is going to happen.’
I haven't really worked out the finer details yet, but arouns

Cape York is the closest to any Indonesian territory. The portd

Merauke is the ideal place to head for. But when do you get acces

to your children?

‘I've just seen them,’ he said. 'Last month.

‘Well, when is the next time you se¢ them for a while,
than just a day or two?"

‘Probably not until next June, during the school holidays
will sce them before that, but not for very long

‘Ry then 1 will have something in place,’ | said. 1l keep¥®
informed. At the same time, you work on arranging things from ¥
end, using Merauke as a landing point.”

‘I will, Bryan, eyen if I have to fly ta Merauke myself to in
tigate it. You don't need to worry about the Indonesians, 1w
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ganise everything with some of my friends whom 1 used to go to
school with and who live there now. I hope everything will go all
ight this time, Bryan.’

‘I'm the only one that knows about it, Raj. Not even my wife.
Nobody, only you and me.'

‘I'am so happy, Bryan. This is very good news, indeed.’

He was over the moon that something was heing done.

‘Raj,’ | said, it’s just a bare bones plan yet, but I will set to and
go into more detail. All I need now is money, as | want to be on the
lookout for a boat and a tour-wheel drive to tow it.’

‘How much will you need, Bryan?'

“The boat could cost up to $AUS40,000 (RMS0,000), and a
one-tonne, fourwheel-drive truck about $AUS 15,000 (RM30,000).
f 1 have to spend money on the hoat like engine anid electrical re-
irs, or installing navigation equipment, radios and safety gear, long-
fange fuel tanks, and then a trailer to move it with, the cost could
un into more then $AUS10,000 (RM20,000). Then I'll have to get
he boat clear across the country to whatever departure point | de-
tide on, which could be 5,000 km, or up to 8,000 km, That alone
ould be about SAUS4,000 (RMS,000).

‘And with g bit in reserve in case of emergencies, Raja, T said,
ou will not get a lot of change out of $AUS100,000 (RM200,000).
tif you want this venture to succeed, and you really do want your

ant any for myself, just the expenses. Raja, I'm going all the way
youon this. [ won't let you down now, but you know the risks:
£ goes bad we will both end up in jail, you will never sec your kids
, and my family will be in a bad way with me in jail. But we have
ery good chance of getting away with it if we have a good plan.’
Raja had not said a word as | told him all of this,

Then he said, ‘Bryan, | do not care about the money. If it was
take all the money I had in this lifetime or ten lifetimes, [ want
children with me and there is no risk T would not take to achieve
it. You, Bryan, are a true friend to help me and put yourself at
Twill never be able to repay you.'
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“That's OK, Raj,' I said, ‘but we still have w0 make it work, |
have no wish to end up in jail, so I'll do my homework very well. Ag
to the money, how are you going to get it to me? [ don't want it to gg
into my bank. I couldn’t explain that much money away.’

‘Leave that tome’, he said. ‘T will get it to you somehow: 1 will
call you when T have made the arrangements,”

‘No,' | said. ‘Don’t call me. I'll call you in a few weeks. In the
mieantime sec what you can arrange with your Indonesian friends
for when we get to Merauke.’

He said he would, and we left it at that for the time.

It was about four weeks before 1 talked to Raja again and in
that time | had a large scale road map of Australia, and marine charts
for the north coast of Australia from Darwin to Cape York. In the
afternoons, when my brother and the receptionist had gone, [ woul
sitin my office and go over the logistics of getting from point A to B
to C (Point A was Perth, B was my departur¢ point and C was my
destination, Merauke) by the safest and quickest route. After goiny
over it, time and time again, | came to the conclusion that Darwi
was a bit too far by boat, so it had to be one of the Gulf ports, and
the four | had to pick from, Weipa was my first choice, dependi
on the state of the road. The last time [ was up that way had be
thirty years ago, when I'd worked at Cooktown, and at that time th
road was just a track. Going over the Great Dividing Range, espe
cially coming down the escarpment, was a nightmare, so 1 decide
1'd have to check the road before I committed myself to Weipa. B
by now, [ thought, the roads would be quite good considering all the
development that had gone on at Weipa and the rest of the Cape
York Peninsula. 1 hoped that was the case, as it was only about 22
nautical miles from Weipa to Merauke in Irian Jaya.

[ rang Raja in the first week of September 1991 and told hi
what I had worked out. I said T definitely wanted to do it duri
winter, as the summer up there was very hot and we had to consids
the children. The first four months of the year was the wet sea:
which also meant there could be cyclones, so it'd have to e in
middle of the year: May, June, July or August, Would that still
OK with his visit to the children?
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‘Lwill check on that,” he said, ‘and tell you what [ can arrange.
g difficult to say what will happen on any given visit, as my ex-
changes her mind so much, but I will do my best, Bryan, | have
ade arrangements to get money to you. [ have friends in Australia
fio will help. You will be contacted soon, and the money will be
ed to you. | have told them it is for a commercial venture and
it 1 need to get the money ta you as soon as possible.”

‘OK, that's good," | said. "You never know when a suitable hoat
Il come on the market, and that's the biggest single factor of the
ole deal. And how did you go with the Indonesian side of it?
jat help can we get?’

‘All the help we want, he replied. ‘T have talked to my friends
ndonesia. They told me that Merauke is quite provincial, but has
od communications with the rest of Indonesia. That means we
d be able to land quietly, without too many questions being
and then the children and 1 will be able to fly out, back to
ysia. We can say our passports have been lost, and | can show
the kids' Malaysian birth certificates.’

‘Well, Raja," | said, 'it looks like you have it all under control
there, and if you can get a boat to mect us at sea it would he a
plus for me.

‘Twill see if that is possible, Bryan.'
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It didn't take long for the money toarrive. | was warking on anothe
lhouse in South Perth two weeks later, after ['d returned from setti
up the mine near Kalgoorlie, when T had a call on my mobile phon
‘I have something to hand over to you from Raja, and yg
know what it is, a man’s voice said.
“Yes, I've been expecting it
1 need to meet with you quickly, as 1 have to return to/m
home as soon as [ can. | do not want to stay here too long,” he s
‘Are you in the city now?’
“Yes, he said. ‘1 am at my hotel.’
[ told him T was at work, and wasn't dressed for visiting hote
but if he could meet me some place else we'd have it over within
hour.
“That will be fine with me,' he said.'Name the time and ple
and 1 will be there.’
I told him to take a taxi to McCallum Park, just over the Sy
River from Perth City, and to wait on the river walkway. | wo
there as soon as | could.
You'll recognize me by what I'm wearing: black shorts, b
shirt with no sleeves, and boots,” I said,
‘I am wearing a grey suit,” he said, ‘and carrying a small b
| took it slow driving there as it wasn't far and 1 didn't waa
be too early. | parked my truck and sat in it for a bit, to giv
time to arrive. | looked at the Causeway and the traffic, the i
the park. A couple of old guys were fishing. A woman p
pram past. | thought, ‘It is really happening now.’ | wond
there was going to be any hitch. T was nervous about me
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ger under such circumstances, Maybe | might miss him, or he
dn't turn up? He could have an accident. But | was relieved,
that the money was on its way. If a hoat came along [ could buy
d then [ could get on with the rest of the plan, After about ten
utes | walked into the park and down to the riverside. | turned
walked towards the Causeway, along the path. I spotted him
ight away, as he was the nnl\ one there on the path. He was
ding looking at the river. I stopped next to him. As he turned
held out his hand, [ noticed he was of Asian origin.

‘Mr Wickham," he said. ‘I am pleased to meet you."

Isaid | was pleased to meet him and gave his hand a shake.
He then held out the bag and said, "This is from Raja. Tt is not
itis gold bullion.'

At the instant he said ‘gold bullion' my face drapped.

‘Ldid not have the time to go around cashing it," he continued,
Raja said you could take care of that!

1'took the bag from him. It was quite heavy.

1 thanked him, and as | turned to walk away he said, ‘I hope
venture with Raja turns out well,
I thanked him once more, and as | walked, thought to myself,
der how much he knows about it? But he must be a very good
of Raja to do this for him." I didn't look back at him. I just
Iready thinking of how to change the gold into cash.
t few weeks | gave a lot of thought how and where to
at gold. [ didn't want to cash it in Perth as it was wo small a
d word could've got around. I'd rung Raja and told him that
eived the gold, and that I'd decided to go interstate to cash it.
Do what you think is best," was his reply. ‘1 will leave it to

uring this period 1'd signed over control of my company to
rrest. | went to my accountant, Peter Thomas, to finalise the
ents.
at's this guy John Forrest got on you to make you give
hat you've worked so hard for?' Peter said when [ sat down
him in his office. 'You're signing away the company you've
years and all its assets. Everything for nothing. No money
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from him. The cash you and your mother have put in, and every,
thing else, is all down the drain. It's not like you, Bryan, to act
way.

What could | say to him? I couldn't tell him about Raja
about how Forrest had blackmailed me .

'I'm sick of fighting John Forrest over what direction the com.
pany's taking, Peter. I've had just about all I can take of his bitchip
and moaning, and going on like a kid. [ just want to get out of it,!

1 don't think Peter believed me. He didn't say it, but I could
see by his face that he was thinking it as I signed. He'd been ap
accountant for years, and in that line of business you see all the dirg
humanity can deal up, expressed in all sorts of strange figures, hcth;
on the page and in the flesh.

But all I thought to myself was, ‘At least this is one thing oﬁ
my mind. It's over with and [ can get on with my life."

Sheila had said to me, 'Why don't you fight him? Get rid of
him and go it alone.

I told her the same as | had told Peter, that [ just wanted out
and that was that, and T wanted to forget the whole deal. | was pretty
low, and boiling mad through all of this, I suppose I channelled a lot
of the anger into helping Raja. At the same time I kept thinking
about the plan, and how to get away to cash the gold. I had to think
of a good excuse to give my wife. That excuse arrived the next week.
| received a call from the company that Al and I had worked for in
June near Kalgoorlie: Nino Constructions. They had a job starting in
November in the Northern Territory, just fifty miles from Tennant
Creek. The job would last about four weeks. That was just what I
wanted. I could do the job, and then instead of coming home at the
end, duck off to Brishane for a few days, cash the gold, buy a four-
wheel drive, drive up to the Cape and check out the road to Weipa,
and then drive back to Perth via the Top End. [ knew I'd need about
an extra ten days or so to do all of that. The only thing I had to worry
about was Al coming back to Perth at the end of the job without me;
and my wife wanting to know where I was. | knew that I'd have to
think of a good tale to tell Al and Sheila before the end of the job:
We were booked out of Perth on a flight to Alice Springs the first
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of November 1991, 1 didn’t want to carry the gold with me,
in case it was discavered during the security checks, so [ dug out
n old tin tool box from my workshop: the type mechanics use and
just over half the gold in the bottom. 1 filled the box with tools
[ thought ['d need on my trip back. [ tied it up with tape and puta
ood padlock on it, and with white paint I printed on the lid: ‘Bryan
Wickham, ¢/o Nino Constructions, Alice Springs’. On the morning
our departure | drove out to the Ansett Freight Depot at the
airport and consigned the box to myself at the Ansett Freight
tin Alice. Lasked if it'd go on that morming’s fight, and T was
red it would. So it'd be going with me, but not on me. All [ had
do was pick it up when we arrived in Alice Springs, but [ knew 1'd
worry about it until it was back in my possession,

1t was a four-hour flight to the Alice, and we arrived just after
nch, landing amongst miles of spinifex and mulga, with 4 range of
ddish brown low hills off on the horizon. We had to wait around
r about an hour for the bus that Nino had arranged to show up, so
went looking for the freight depat. I asked an Ansett guy where the
freight depot was and he jerked his thumb towards an exit door:
Around the corner [ found a tin shed and in it another guy,
If-hidden behind some metal racks dotted with freight waiting for
collection, ‘Have you got a tool box consigned to a Bryan Wickham?
It would've come in on the plane from Perth.’

He came out from behind the racks and said, 'No, mate. All
e freight off that flight's gone inta the depot in town. Check there.'

‘When I got back to Nino and the boys, the bus had arrived, so
we loaded our gear up and went to the hotel in town. I dropped my
bag in my room and went out and jumped in a taxi, We arrived at
e depot and [ went in and asked if my tool box had arrived. The
guy said he'd have a look, and went out the back. After a few min-
utes he came back and said, ‘No, there's nothing here for that name,

ate.

‘Shit," I thought. ‘Where the hell is my hox?" I said to the guy,
‘I was told at the airport that it'd be here.

‘Sorry mate, there's nothing here for that name, he said again,
slowly, stretching out his arms onto the counter,
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“Shit, shit, shit," 1 said to mysell. 'Where the bloody hell has it
got to?' That was all | needed, for it to go missing, ‘Look,” I'said, T
put the box in at your depot in P «rth this morning, and they said id
be on today's flight.!

Perth? Not here yet, mate. It's still on the way from the air-
port. L reckon it won't be here until about half past four, maybe five,
The driver delivers on his way into town, sec.

'Is there any way you can check to see if it had arrived on the

plane?” 1 asked.

The bloke still stood in the same position, with his hands out-
stretched on the counter, His mouth didn’t move much, either,

‘No, mate. The driver’s got the manifest with him, so | won't
have a clue what he's got until he turns up here!

Back to the hotel 1 went and sat in the Garden Bar, so called.
because there were big glass doors that opened out onto a paved
arca with palms and the like in pots. I'd been sitting there for about
an hour, watching the other blokes acting like performing scals in
the pool outside, when the barman came up to me.

Sir, reception’s asked me to tell you your tool box is wi
Ansett. Will you pick it up?’

“Too bloody right,’ I said. "Thanks very much. I'm on my way!

When 1 arrived, I said to the guy, who was standing in th
same position I'd left him, 'l got your message about my tool box:
pick it up.

‘It’s not here, mate,” he said, still barely moving his mouth.

‘What the bloody hell is going on?" | was just about snarling b
this time. 'Did you, or did you not, tell the hotel reception that y
had my tool box?"

"Yes, mate, he said. 'But [ didn't say it was here. The drive
called in, you see, on the phone. [ asked him if he had a tool box
4 Mr Wickham and he said he had. So | told him to swing by the
hotel and drop it off. He said he would, and that's what I told
receptionist at the hotel. It should be there by now. Shame
ain't

| took the cab back to the hotel and went o reception,
asked, @ bit abruptly as T was getting fairly agitated by now,
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ything arrived here for me? I'm Bryan Wickham.'
‘No, Mr Wickham, not since I've been on,” she said.
went into the bar and had a few heers, After about ha
ur | went back to reception.
‘Anything here for me yer?' 1 asked.
‘Not yet, Mr Wickham
“esus H Christ, what the hell was going on?' | thought to myself,
hat have [ got to do to get my box hack?" [ was just about to ask
receptionist to call Ansett when another woman walked out of
office at the rear of the desk.
‘Ah, Mr Wickham,” she said, ‘I have something here for vou.
ett dropped it off. It's in my off
get it as it's too heavy for me.’

she said,

- Would you please come in

I'just about ran in, and there it was. | could have kissed it 1
ked them, picked up the box and went to my roont. [ sat on the
and laoked at the hox and thought to mysell, 'I'm not going
ugh that again, From now on vou don't leave me.’

The next morning we loaded our gear into the bus. | put the
box with the gold in it under the rear seat, the seat | was going
it in for the trip to Tennant Creek. | wasn't going to let the box
taway from me again.

Just as we were about to leave, Nino called out to me, ‘F ley,
an, you can ride with me in the fourwheel drive. You're a non-
ker.

So what could 1 say? "No, 1 don't want to?" He would have
ght I was nuts. Soonce more | had to part with the gold, as |
“Chave time to get it out of the bus. And as we travelled a lot
r than the bus in Nino's Toyota, we didn’t meet up again until
nant Creek, six hours later, We stopped at every pub. It was a
hot trip full of story-telling. 1 worried about the gold. I thought,
at if they have an accident in that bus? They'll be stopping at
ubs too, and the whole lot of them will be pissed. What if the
with the gold in it is thrown out and broken open? And on we
t, through a series of low hills, past the Devil's Marbles - a bunch
ige boulders right beside the road - and kept going. There wasn't
. [ thought, What if they have a breakdow n, and open the box
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Lo get at the tools 1o fix the bus? We'd get to another pub and stop
One of them had the smallest bar in the world: about a vard long,
\ and snothier lisd

Another had all the walls covered with currency
wall plastered with photos of travellers from around the world. Welgh
Jook, laugh, have a few beers, and get back in the vehicle. | !imught‘
‘What if they start fooling around and just get curious” [ didn’
enjoy that trip. But nothing happened, and all of us, including the
gold, arrived at the mine site in one piece. |

We settled into the work, and everything was going line until
flash electrical storm hit one night and turned the site into a sea of
mud. We took the day off and went into town. I'd been thinking
‘What am 1 going to tell Al and my wife, so as to get the ten days at
the end of the job to do what I want to do?' That morning, 16 Ne
vember, fate or bad luck, or whatever vou want to call it, was to take
a hand, almost litcrally, When we arrived in town, we all went out
different ways. We were to meet up at the roughest pub in townaf
Tunch time. [ went and had my hair cut, wading through the h
and the stilted houses of Tennant to the strip of shops, and thea
went to the pub, The Tennant Creek Hotel had no frills, no Tuxy
no air-conditioning, and a concrete Hoor. All the crew were therg
about twelve, and a few had a head start with the beer, so Al ands
joined in, and were having a good time of it, until one of the boys
wanted to ride the mechanical bull that was in the bar, The bull
a device designed to shake the hell out of the rider. A solid post rose
up out of a heavy base, and a barrel-shaped body sat on it. On the
body was a saddle horn, for hanging on.

‘Give us a go on the bull! Come on, love! Give us a go! We'
tough!" they shouted at the barmaid.

She refused at first, because she didn't know how to work i

‘We'll help you, love.

"Yeh, we can start it up!” the noise continued.

‘All right,’ she said. 'But not for long, and you'll have to sight
form so the pub won't get into trouble if you break your heads!

‘No worries, not a problem!’ and then they started argul
about who was going first. Finally Alf, a wiry little bloke, decided!
and then Mick was next. Someane said, 'Get 8

give it a go fir
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Laft: A wniformed Bryan Wickigm
in Johar ek, Ociober 1957,

@hrin (second from lefi) with his cousing ar a family cerommy, circa 1952 His

Yather, a stawich traditionalist, ensured thas vhe family observed all thy important

147



i wordd often bet

Breakfust was a specialtinne for Raija Bahin and his fiestborn lddin. 1
Lsimetites Ry Beriz founckit difficat 10 leye i 10 go 1o work. Afien

very plasfid, an
1 the mornines teeribly quiet without g

Tddin was abducted to Austratia, the family fowne

voice and langhier

Ruia Bahrin's mothor crales litdle Shadiirah while Kddin looks on, pethaps it a

bitof attengion himself
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Left: Shatiirah anel hidin
plaving-owsidde the Drmtiond
Street mosgie in Melbourne
afier prayiry

ake Parlowr in Market Lane was a faveurite cating place for Reja Bahrin and the

149



a =
engganu om

ne
ot %,

Kuall
Ter

: ‘e Tawau

S: lllnuunl
SMALAYSIA
Kuala -

Lumpur
Balikpapan

. 5 N

o

Ujung Pandang

INDIAN OCEAN

MAP OF ESCAPE ROUTE




PAPUA NEW
GUINEA

CORAL SEA

Forbes e

TASMAN SEA



Birvan loved the sed. and s boating experience would prove crucial to their plans 1o ok

Teddhin-andl Shah out of Australia.

Thve rusty four-wheet drive that Bryan used 1 hanl the boat aerosy the Atestralion contin®

from Perth 1o Weipa.
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aptly-naned bntruer that had thevital task of crossing the Tomes Steait betvedts northem
stralic and Irian Juvu,

dddin and Shah wer in gond sprits most of the time thes ere advift in the Itrivder,
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boy called Mus

wifs, Musa presonted Iddin with some deer antlers and Shah with  long.

I frican Jaya, didin and Shal became good friends with a local villag

parting

1ortoise

Lddin and Shah decided to-buy a pair of mirii Malaysian flteS

Upan wrrival in Sabab,
 were finally back in heir conutrs of birthe

 buskshap. Afterseme seven ears, the
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ahrin's mother, sife Norilah and other childven treat Shah ta her first breakfast upen
in Kuala Lumpur

cond from loft) in Ladon Prison, Victoria
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Left: lddin “monkeying
dromnd witl a friend in

Tevenygann

T 39 ¥ 5

BEec 1 i now e 0 ciuddle up togetier in bed with theit other brothers and
iin Australia, they weris fircid o sleep in i own separare ooms, éven though
ah was terrificd 1o-he alone after having nighimures

157



Both ddin and Shahival were able o adapt quickly to regular prayers and religia

instractions

The childven gave Bryama surprise birthay party during his trip to Tentnggant.
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ere, Bryan, and show us how you do it.’

I had just enough beer in me to do just that. Tt bucked, spun
and rocked. I was hanging on for dear life and thinking,
pp soon, or everyone will be spra

he'd better
-painted with recycled beer,
hen the next thing Lknew Iwas flying. One of the guys said later [
yoked like a 747 coming in for a landing, but the landing | made
as a lot less graceful. | hit that floor hard. As [ picked myself up, |
a bit of a twinge in my left hand. | looked down, and blood was
umping out of the little finger. It was broken at the middle joint
d the top half was sticking out at right angles to my hand. [ could
e the two ends of the hones. That killed the party stone dead,

Al said, "Quick, let’s get you to the hospital.” He and | went
gt to the bus, and with Al driving we were soon at the emergency
om at the hospital. ‘T hope it doesn't bugger you for working, mate,
 said.

‘L'don't know how I can work with a finger like this.

The sister in charge took one look at my hand and put me in a
e. | satin a chair while she unwrapped the hloody handker-
ief T had around the finger.

‘How did you do that?' she asked, calmly.

Riding a bull, [ replied.

She raised her eyebrows, and gave me a look that said, “The
pid things that men do!’

After the doctor had bandaged me up, Al drove me away from
hospital

- Isaid, ‘Well, that has put paid to the rest of the job for me. 1
Ework with a finger like this.'

We drave hack to the mine and [ told Nino. He agreed that |
ildn't be able to keep working and said [ might as well go back to
. The next morning | drove back into Tennant Creek from the
o see the doctor again,

You have a slight infection,” he said. 'You'd better come back
ow.

Twent to the Ansett office and found | could get a small plane

Springs, stay the night there, and catch a plane to Perth the

. Larranged it all with the Ansett office, and was told [ could
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pick up my tickets the next morning. I then called Sheila and told
her what had happened, and that I'd be coming home. T won't write
here what she said to me, but it wasn't very complimentary. The
next morning | loaded my bag and tool box inta Nino's vehicle and
we headed for town. 1 had told Nino that Thad to go to the hospital
to get my hand checked, so we went there first. By this time my
finger was throbbing and to just hrush it against something set off
the pain.
When we got to the hospital, the doctor ook one look at my:
hand and said, 'l want you in here for a few days. The infection i
getting worse.

My finger did look bad. It was swollen, and a deep red, with
yellow discharge.

‘No way, Doc," | said. 'T'm hooked out on a flight to the Ali
this morning. | stay there overnight and fly to Perth the next day.

The flight to Alice Springs was uneventful: a nice change:
checked into a motel not far from the hospital. | had an idea for
ing that could get me the time | needed for a trip to Brishane an
places north, It involved more deception and lies, but 1 thought '
for a penny, in for o pound”. That night 1 called my wife, and 1 tol
her that Tennant Creck had sent me to Alice Springs for treatms
on my hand, as they had a big hospital at Alice:

They're talking surgery, to join the ligaments up, but fi
I said.

they've got to wait for the infection to die down,
‘Are you in the hospital, Bryan?* Sheila asked.
Not yet. You know how | am about hospitals. I'll only go?
when they want to do the surgery. I'm staying at a motel until the
I have to go up to the hospital a couple of times a day for treatmen
The next morning | went down to ‘outpatients’ at the hospil
My hand was looking very unpleasant. It was red and swollen all
way to the wrist. The doctor cut a stitch to let the wound drainy
dressed it. | went back to the motel swallo

then cleaned it and
three antibiotics, packed my bag, checked out and took a cab tol
airport. | changed my tic ket from Perth to Brishane and land
Brishanc at 4 pm, 18 November 1991

At Brisbane | booked into a small motel just a few minutes:
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taxi from the city centre, and crashed. | didn't wake until lunch time
the next day, Sunday. I bought the paper and looked for cars for sale.
Jalso made a list of gold dealers, as that was the first thing I had to
hange the gold to cash. That night I called my wife and told her
my finger was a bit better. She asked why | hadn't called the
t before.

“The pills T took just put me away for the night. But | feel a lot
tter for it," [ said. ‘I'll call you in a few days and let you know how
doing,’

On Monday I changed gold to the value of $AUSI6,000
2,000). It was so easy: walk in, give them the gold, pick up the
h in about an hour or so. The next morning I went to three deal-
ers, and cashed gold to the value of $AUSG0,000 (RM120,000), with
o bother at all. I then had $AUS76,000 (RM152,000) in cash. I
d it in a small overnight bag, and it was much lighter than the
d! I went to a car yard and bought a second-hand Ford F100 for
S13,000 (RM26,000) cash. The next morning | put a clean dress-
on my finger (it was getting better every day) and had the truck
iced. The truck was already fitted with a full fibreglass canopy. |
t a single bed mattress, a pillow, two travelling blankets, and
ut them in the back so 1 could have a sleep when I was tired. My
in was to go like hell and get home as soon as | could.

I drove west out of Brishane at 4 pm, Wednesday, 22 Novem-
991. My route north took me through Toowoomba, then north-
st through Dalby, then on to Miles. From Miles [ headed north on
Leichhardt Highway to Biloela, and then to Rockhampton. From
fe it was north on the Bruce Highway. [ didn't stop except to fill
land get some take-aways. Ma. s Townsville, Cairns rolled past,
I headed west from Cairns, up the range to Mareeba on the
fAerton Tablelands, then north on the Peninsula Road, over the
€at Dividing Range as far as the turn-off to Cooktown. Over the
it was plains and scrub country and 1 did not meet a single
Tarrived at the Cooktown turn-off at 7 pm, 22 November,
Nty-seven hours after leaving Brisbane, a distance of just on 2,000
Thadn't stopped to sleep, Weipa was another 500 km north, so
ing eight more hours for that, I knew that I could get from
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Brisbane to Weipa in about thirty-five hours, if | didn't have any
trouble. I now also knew that I could get a hoat over the Dividing
Range. The road wasn't very wide, with a lot of sharp bends, ang
very steep, but if the road was dry, and [ took it slow, I'd make it, |
had 1o see how quickly it could be done, because when it was the
real thing we wouldn't have any time to spare.
I lay down on the bed in the back of the truck, slept untj]
daylight, then set off for Perth, just on 6,000 km away. | headed
Iack south to Mareeba, through Atherton, and Ravenshoe, on to the
Charters Towers road and then over to the Innisfail to Hughenden
road. From there it was west on the Flinders Highway to Mount s N
The traffic was quite steady, a change after the rest of the trip, ang
mainly large trucks. The road was a stinking abattoir, with heaps of
dead kangaroos every 100 m. 1 arrived at Mount Isa at 9 pm, and
checked into a motel. I cleaned myself up, changed my dressing,
a big meal and called my wife. I told her I was on my way home, and
that I'd be there in a few days. | left the next morning at 5.30. Soit
was west, to Camooweal on the Queensland and Northern Territon
border, and then along the Barkly Highway to Tennant Creek, back
to my starting point. | went out to the mine to see Al and the boy
1 drove up to where they were working and got out of the truck
They downed tools and stared at me.
“What the hell are you doing here?" Al said.
He looked completely perplexed. They didn’t think I'd be ba :
I decided to go to Brisbane to check it out,’ 1 replied smug
‘Where did you get the truck?” Al asked.
‘I got it cheap from a guy who went bad and lost all his mor
at the casino in Alice. It was too good a bargain to pass up,’ | saids
1 left the mine about 9 pm, 24 November. As 1 was drivi
north on the Stuart Highway, heading to Katherine, | thought th
now I had told Al about the truck, and that I was driving ba
Perth, I had better tell my wife, as | knew that Al would tell his Wi
the next time he called her, and that Sue may tell Sheila. [ called h
when 1 arrived at Katherine the next morning, after stopping to e
for a few hours. She was one very mad lady, after | had told her
1 had done. I got it with both barrels. I didn't knaw that she
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words. She calmed down when 1 told her I'd be selling my
er truck as soon as | got back to Perth. | headed southwest down
Victoria Highway next morning, through Timber Creek, on my
vay to Kununurra, just over the Western Australian border. At
ununurra | checked into a motel and had a good night's sleep. The
day it was south down the Great Northern Highway to Broome.
t's a good day's drive, so I stopped over for the night. Now that
ila knew what I was doing | didn’t have to bust a gut getting
e. I made it home by 9 pm, 28 November, 1991. 1 had been on
road seven days and had travelled just under 8,000 km.
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As 1 still couldn't work because of my hand, | went to the offica
cach day and went over the plan that I'd formed in my mind. It wag
in the first week of December that | talked to Raja.

‘I'm very happy something positive is happening, Bryan. You've
been very busy. | hope your hand is better soon.!

“Thanks, Raj. And do you have any more news ahout your kids?*

‘No. It is still hopeless. The courts will not help me. The o
way now is what we are doing,"

‘Can't you appeal?’ T asked

‘No. It is final. They have changed their names and religior
and there's no way they are going to undo it. I've wasted the pa
seven years believing in the Australian Family Court. How naive 0 :
me!

‘Well, Raj, we've got a good chance, but we'll only get one
shot at it

1 still have to surrender my passport, Bryan. It is one of
conditions of seeing my kids."

“You won't need it, so don't worry about it. All [ want you't@
do now is try and think of a way to get the kids out of Melbourne, 10
Brishane. From there on [ have it under control. Raja, the best thing
for you to do isn't to make waves ahout the court. Just stay cool, an
Jet your ex-wife think that you have accepted it. Try to get your kid§
for a weekend. That's what we really wan u

< time to get the kids ouf
of town. So Raj, you work on that, and I'll call you in a few weekS

But what happened next was to put all thoughts of Raja righ
out of my head. Two days after talking to Raja | received a lettel
from the AGC (Australian Guaranty Corporation) demandifg
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US40,000 (RMS0,000) in default of non-payment of loans in
which 1 was joint guarantor with John Forrest. | rang AGC and was
yut on to the person looking after that account. I was told that no
ents had been made for manths, so they were calling in the
an. | was then told that Forrest had sold his house, and paid AGC
US30,000 (RMGO,000), and if [ didn't pay up they would take
house and sell it to get the money. T had my lawyer get on to it,
nd what he found was that John Forrest hadn’t had me released as
arantor, like he said he would at the time of handing over the

k and take out a loan on my house and a block of land that | had,
s.all this took until Christmas to sort out, it was after the holidays
Linstructed my lawyer to go ahead and take Forrest to court,
It wasn'ta very happy Christmas. The threat of losing our house,
ind then having to borrow $AUS40,000 (RMS0,000) to pay off
pmeone else’s debt put a bit of a damper on the holiday, Why didn’t
se the money | had from Raja to get out of trouble? My wife and
ie Taxation Department would want to know how | came by such
large sum. But the main reason for not using it was that it wasn't

ne to use; that money had been entrusted to me for a specific job,
that was going to be the only thing it would be used for. One
ld say that my involvement with Raja was the catalyst of my
lem with John Forrest, and that I'd be justified in using the
oney. [ didn't see it that way. [t was my decision 1o involve Forrest
the first place, and it was my decision to give him the company
ithout a fight. If 1 had called his bluff | wouldn't be in the same
ion, but I hadn’t, and [ just had to put up with it. It would not
done any good involving Raja as he had a lot of problems of his
m. He only learnt about the difficulties I had with Forrest by read-
this book.

- Soon after the new year holiday my finger healed. I decided to
€ a job with Nino Constructions again, but this time in Ghana, in
rthwest Africa, setting up a gold mine for an international mining
mpany. The money was very good, and tax-free. The job was to
three months, beginning February 1992, But before 1 commit-
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ted myself 1 called Raja and asked how his plans were progressing,

‘I may be able to have the children in July, lor a weekend,” he
said. ‘But it isn't final yet, Bryan.'

'Goodo, Raj, you stick at that. I've got to take a job in Africa
for a few months. I'll be back in the first week of May, Raj. That
should still give us plenty of time to get all set up if it turns out we
have to do our trip-in July.'

‘Ghana is a long way, Bryan. It must be very wild there. Will

you be all right?’
‘I have to take the job, Raj. 1t'd look pretty funny if T knocked
it back, considering the amount of money they're offering. And there's
not much work around in Perth. So you see, Raj, I've got to take it.
‘Well, Bryan, T hope it all goes well and you are all right there!
‘Look Raj, I'll be fine, All [ need to get is the boat, and there
are plenty on the market because of the recession. I'm not worried
about getting one
1 hid the gold and, in case | contracted some awful disease and
died in Africa, L wrote a letter explaining to Sheila to give the money
back to Raja, and left it, sealed, with a good friend. I left Perth 4
February 1992 and, after three months of intense work in dysen-
tery-riddled, sweat-box Ghana, we arrived back in Perth on 4 May,
1 called Raja two days after | arrived home.
‘Raja, I'm not going to look for any work. I'll be taking time off
50 as to give my full attention to our project.’ i
“That's good, Bryan, he said. ‘Everything is all set at my end,
AlLT have to do is give the date we hope to arrive to my Indonesian
friends that are helping us and all will be ready.’
‘0K, Raja, I'll be giving all my time now to getting a boat th:
will do the job. I'll call you as soon as | find one.’ i
Iwent around all the hoat yards and marinas. T must have ook
at about fifty boats that were close to what | wanted, but they j
didn't feel right. I made a short list of the best that | did see. Th
price went from $AUS30,000 (RM60,000) to SAUSGS,000
(RM130,000). I decided to wait before | bought anything, until
knew when we were scheduled to leave. | realised that if | had t@
buy a boat at $AUS65,000 | wouldn't have the cash, as | hadn’
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changed all of the gold, and [ might as well do it in Brishane again as
it was 50 easy last time, It'd just be an overnight trip, so I told my
wife that a mining company had called me and wanted me to goand
ook at a camp they had up in the bush and give them a price to
move it and set it up at a different location. Tsent the gold air freight
on the same plane, and picked it up at the freight depot at the air-
port. | checked in at a motel near the city, went to the gold dealers
nd cashed the gold for just over SAUS30,000. | stopped over the
ight, and | was hack in Perth the next afternoon. T kept looking at
ats, and planned my trip across to Weipa. It was in the last week
f May that | called Raja again
‘Thaven't made up my mind yet on a hoat, but there are five to
oose from, Raj. I'll buy one as soon as | know when we are going
to do our thing.'

‘Lam flying to Melbourne at the end of this month,’ he said,
d [ would like to come to Perth and go over things with you. I do
k it is time we got together.’,

“That's great," [ said. ‘After all this time it'll be nice to see you.
We have a lot to talk over, Give me a call on my mohile when you
get to Melbourne so you can let me know when you're coming to
and which hotel you'll be staying at.’

It was 1 June that Raja called. 'I'll be in Perth tomorrow, Bryan,

I be staying at the Parmelia Hilton, | should be all checked in by 2

Can you come about 2.30? We will have the rest of the day to
over our plans.”

B “That'll be fine, Raj. Do you know when we are going to do it?'

‘Twill by the time we meet,” he said. ‘Bryan, | am not using my
0 name on this trip, so when you come to the hotel, ask for Mr
an, I'll stay in my room and wait for you'

It was just after 2,30 pm, 2 June 1992, that | went to a house
one at the Hilton and called Room 518. Raja’s voice answered.
Isaid, 'It's me, Bryan. Is it OK to come up?’

‘Yes," he said. 'I've been waiting for you."

He opened the door, his face beaming

‘Bryan,” he said, ‘come in, come in, it is so very good to see you
er all this time.'
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I sat at the window table and for the next half hour we ust
chatted about our families and work. He was just as | rememb,
him: very polite, and that soft way he had when talking

‘Well, Raja, we had better get down toit. I'll start first and
you what | have in‘mind.’

'Go ahead, he said. ‘But I must tell you that I'll have the ¢
dren for a weekend from 10 July, so we will have to do it then, |
that going to be a problem for you?’

No, @said. 'I'm all set except for the boat, and I can have ong
inless then a week. No, Raja, the sooner the better. Let's get it ovg
with. Now I'll tell you how my plan is going to go." I spread the
charts and a map of Australia | had brought with me on the tablg
“What I propose is that when [ have a boat and it's all fixed up,
drive, towing the boat to Weipa on the Cape York Peninsula. Herg)
1 said, showing him on the map. ‘The road is good all the way fron
Perth to Laura on the Peninsula, After Laura the road is unsealed, g
I don't know what condition it's in, but I don't think it's too
Anyhow, I've set myself twelve days to get there. If T leave Perth
20 June I'll be in Weipa on or ahout | or 2 July. ['ll spend a few dag

on the boat, going out fishing, staying out all night so the local
ple will get used to me being at sea overnight so that when we dg
make the run they won't worry about me not being there and

set to go, and me with a mobile home waiting in Brisbane. W
need is for you to tell me how you're going to get your children
of Melbourne and up to Brishane.’

‘Bryan,” he said, ' will have with me two [riends: a man and
woman. They will help me with the children. On the Friday I
give the children a very goad day out. Very active. This will mak
them very tired, and ready for sleep. 1 will book on the last flight! «
Brishane. I will make two separate bookings: one for the woman
my daughter, and one for myself and my son and my other friend
will do it this way because when the police start looking for us thé
will be looking for a man with two children, not two groups
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child in each. It just may give us that bit of extra time.

‘That's good, Raja," I said, 'if you can pull it off. You don’t
that you'll have trouble getting the kids onto the plane?”
‘Thope not, but if I do have trouble, it will cone from my son.
mother has conditioned him to stay away from airports when he
ith me, and he has to call his mother every morning and night. 1
ot concerned about the phone call. | will let him talk to his
her when we get back to the hotel and T will tell her that we are
out for dinner and to a movie and we will not be in till late. |
st hope he is sleepy enough to go along with what | want to do, If
isn't, it won't work.”

‘That seems a bit chancy, Raj. Look, what we will do is this.
ithe Friday night T'll call you, and vou should know by then if
ju're going to try it, or if the kids aren't sleepy and you know that
won't work. What vou do is this: go out with the children, give
m a big dinner, then get in your car and drive around. Tell your
d that you want to show the city to your friends. Now there isn't
ing more horing for kids than sitting in a car just driving around,
they re sleepy they'll go to sleep. When they do, you keep on
g out of Melbourne, north up through Sevmour, Shepparton,
thes, and Parkes to Dubbo,”
Idrew my finger along the red line of the Hume Highway on
map. ‘If [ leave Brishane at the same time [ should get to Dubbo
it the same time as you. I'll give you the name of a motel, and
n mect there. Just pack a change of clothes for you and the
n, and leave the rest to make it look like you're coming back.
Dubbo you transfer to the mobile home, and then we head north
ast as we can. With three drivers we'll be able to drive non-stop.
ve plenty of food and drink in the van, and ivll have a shower
ilet. When we get to Weipa we get on the hoat and your friends
€ the van back to Brishane, clean it up, and leave it at night
iside the hire place. I'll call the hire company and tell them that I
1o return home because of an emergency. They won't say any-
They'll have heen paid for three weeks.
_That seems like a good idea,’ Raja said. ‘We now have a back-
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For the rest of the afternoon we talked it over and over. | made
sure Raja understood the route an the map that he'd take out of
Melbourne to Dubbo, and then the route we would take to get to
Weipa.

It was about 6 pm when | said, 'Rai, I'd hetter go as [had told
my wife that I'd be home for dinner”

‘OK, Bryan. We've gone through just about everything, I'll re.
turn to Melbourne tomorrow and then on to Malaysia.*

‘Fine, Raja. I'll start and look for a boat first thing in the morn=
ing, and I'll call when I've got one, Take the road map and the ma-
rine chart with you, I've got others. I'll give you longitude and lati<
tude for you to pass on to your Indonesian connection for us to meet
at sea, I'll do that as soon as | know what type of boat T'll have and:
what it is capable of.’

Raj had been talking about the possibility of some of his Indo-
nesian friends meeting us at sea, but still had to finalise it, so at that
stage | assumed it mightn't happen.

As Lwas leaving the room, [ shook his hand and said, “Thisis i
After all this time we now get to do something about getting yor
children back. We've just got to think positive and give it our b
shot. We both have a lot to lose.’

I know, Bryan, and I don't know that I'll ever be able to re
you for what you are doing for me. | don't think that there would
a lot of men in this world that would put everything at risk to he
me in this way, and I thank you with all my heart for your help.
could never have done this without you.! :
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vo days later, 4 June 1992, I checked the 'Boats for Sale” ads in the
) and spotted a description I'd been laoking for: a 27-ft Star
ridge Cabin Cruiser of aluminium construction, powered by

iser, on a tri-axle trailer. The asking price was $AUS23,000

46,000). I drove over and had a look at it. It wasn't in the best
shape, but looks are sometimes deceiving. But I did like the lines
- It looked like it'd be a good sea boat, | sat on the transom and
d her over,
The cabin had a galley on the port side, On the starboard side
a dining table which converted to a bed. Ahead of it was the
T steering position, and in the forward part of the boat was a
ble V berth, and a toilet. From what I could see, it was structur-
y sound and the engine looked clean. It was just the boat | had
looking for. I felt good about it. It's hard to explain how [ felt
d about that boat. It's just a feeling you get when, after you have
fen looking hard for a certain thing, you find it and you know it's
‘one for you,
~ Unfortunately, however, when the owner arrived he couldn't
tstarted, so [ said I'd come back tomorrow after he'd worked on

T a while. | drove back to the office and made a call to Raja. |
d him that I'd found a boat that would do the job, and | was
iating with the owner.
‘I reckon it's going to cost a bit to get it seaworthy, Raj, but it

done in time."
‘That's great news, Bryan, Just do what vou think is best. You
‘What you want. But | would like you to come up here to Kuala
pur. | want you to meet my friend who will he helping me. |

171



also want to go over our plan once more so he will know everything,
1t will just be overnight. Could you do this for me?’
‘Well, Raja, I don’t mind, but | can’t get away for a few days |
need to stay here until 1 get the deal with the boat done, and the
got it into the workshop and get the work started. After that | ca
et away, Give me a few days, Il call you when I can come”
1 was going to have to tell my wife more lies, That was the onl;
thing about this whole deal that I didn't like, having to deceive She;
but it was too far gone now to turn back. The story [ was going tg
give her so | could get away for the three weeks I'd need for the big
trip was that the company that had offered me the job of movi
the camp had asked me to go and supervise the move for them..
could tell Sheila that 1 had to go up bush in a few days to meet withy
the contractor who was doing the job. I'd wait until just before]
wanted 10 go to Kuala Lumpur to meet with Raja. | went round
see the boat owner the next day, but he still hadn't been able to start
it and asked me to come back again the following day. The next da
5 June, [ rang him.
“There's no joy with it,” he said. “The engine's buggered,
reckon. What do you want to do?’
‘Can | come and see you, and talk it ove
‘Sure, he said. 'I'll be home all day.'
1 arrived mid-morning, and he was still trying to get it runnin
without success. At least he got points for trying.
‘Look," T said to him, ‘you're spending a lot of time trying
get the motor going. Let me take the boat to a marine engine #
pairer. They'll soon find out what's wrong and it won't cost youd
thing. I'll pay for it, and even if I don't buy the boat you'll kno!
what the trouble is. But I like the hoat, and if it won't cost a lot@
money to fix, we'll have a deal.’

He agreed and 1 had it looked at by the mechanic. [t was goi
to cost $AUS3,000 (RM6,000) to have the engine and leg = th
underwater propulsion unit — overhauled. !

‘0K, | said, ‘Go ahead and strip it down, and let's see whi
we've got. Tll check with you on Wednesday: I've got to he out
town for a day or so."

)
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I'd already told my wife on Sunday that | was going to super-
jise the camp move for the mining company, and that I had to fly up
nd meet with the contractor who was going to-do the job and talk
vover with him,

" That night, Monday, 8 Jurie, I left for Kuala Lumpur, and my
ing with Raja. [ arrived at KL about 10.30 pm, and as [ was
ing out of the Customs Hall a man standing just outside the
held up a big card with '"Mr Wickham' on it.

He picked up my bag and said, 'Follow me please, the car isn’t
r away.’

As I checked in at reception | was handed a note from Raja
king me to give him a call no matter what time [ got in when I was
ttled in my room, and he gave a room number. | was surprised that
was staying at the same hotel. When | got to my room [ called him
nd after the usual greetings he asked if I could come to his room right
vay, if [ wasn't too tired. | told him that I was fine, and I'd be there
afew minutes. When Larrived at his room Raja greeted me warmly
nd introduced me to another man who I was just to call Henry.

‘Let’s go through our plan from the beginning,’ Raja said, 'so
Henry knows everything.’

‘Before we da that I'll tell you what to pass on to your Indone-

n friends, We might as well get that out of the way now. Tell them
1at, all going well, [ hope to leave Weipa on 12 July about 9 pm.
fy course will be northwest 165 degrees, and if the Indonesian hoat
es Merauke about the same time and sets a course of 180 de-
due south, we'll meet up at 140° 22' East by 9° 56 South,
the sat-nav I'll be spot on. I just hape they'll be as good. [ want
n to bring 400 litres of fuel. I'll need it to get back. Tell them
I'll have a 27 meg radio. You, Raja, need to think of a call sign,
]l be you who'll be talking to them in Indonesian.’ Raja had
writing it all down. I continued, ‘Let's get the chart out and I'll
it on it so you won't forget.'
Ispread the chart and map on the table, and for the next two
s we went over it. [ also told them all about the boat, and the
I'was having done, and that all would be ready by 20 June,
that day I'd be leaving for Weipa.
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“That's fine, said Raja. But now there is one other thing thay
you can help me with. Both myself and Henry think we should haye
more cash money with us. | know you have a lot of money, but we;
don't know how much of that you'll have to spend. The boat ang!
travel could eat up most of it, so | would like you to take $AUSS0,000
(RM100,000) in travellers’ cheques and cash them as you travel acrogg:
Australia. | would hate to have us fail because we didn't have money"
for an'emergency.’

If that's what you want, yes, I'll do that for you.'

“Very good, Bryan. | have made arrangements at my bank, and.
we can go there in the morning, It won't take long.’

For most of our discussion Raj kept stressing that we were o
going to have one go at it, and he couldn't afford to fail. He said he
couldn’t bear the thought of not seeing his two children again shoulg
we fail. He was very determined.

“We must succeed, God willing,’ he said.

After cheque signing at the bank the next morning, we met
with Henry for lunch. It was then I learned something that I hadn’
known before. Toward the end of the meal Raja excused himself
presumably to go to the bathroom, and when he was gone H
said, 'Have you known the Prince long?’

I looked at him. ‘Prince?’ 1 said. ‘What prince? Who are y
talking about?’

‘I am talking about Raja," he said. 'l can see by the look on y
face that he has not told you he is the nephew of the Sultan
Terengganu, his home state, That is just like him "

‘No, 1 said. 'He never told me anything like that. All I know!
that he’s an architect and runs his own business.’ 4

‘Well,” Henry said, 'he must have his reasons for not t
you, but | know he won't often tell people. So don't say anything
him; just go on as you are.’

‘[ won't say a word to him about it. He'll tell me in his of
time if he wants to. It won't make any difference to me, or to Wi
I'm doing for him.'

Just then Raja returned, and that put a stop to any more €02
versation about it. But as it was, Raja never told me he was a pri
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d I never asked. Later that day, after I'd done a bit of sightseeing,
e sat and had tea, and talked over our plans again, He told me he'd
staying at the Victoria Hotel in Melbourne from 6 Tuly.

“Bryan, Imust thank you for all your help, Raj said when we'd
ed the plans through. 'For the past seven vears Jacqueline has
ubjected me to mental torture. Every time 1 saw the kids they'd

t about how neglected they were. [ddin told me that Jacqueline
vas hardly home, Bryan! I don't even know if she ceding them
perly. They are quite skinny. The last time | visited them they

very excited at the prospect of eating. Your help has already
ven more than | can ever repay. You are a true friend, Bryan, and
thank you from the bottom of my heart.'

I'was very touched by Raja’s words, but all I could think of to
was, 'Don’t worry about it, Raj, We'll pull it off,

They were the most important words, after all. We shook hands,
escorted me to the car, and | left, planning to see him again next
Brisbane.

175



23

First thing on Wednesday morning [ went to the marine mechanics
They were hard at work on the engine and leg. I also arranged for
them to install a lot of new equipment like a radio, compass and:
stainless steel propeller plus check all the instruments and electries
It was all to be completed by 20 June. 1 left the motor with they
and towed the boat ta my workshop. It was too hig to fit through
the doors, so | asked Ryan Flint, a motor trimmer in the workshop
opposite, if it could go in his place as I wanted him to do some work
on it anyway.
‘We had to put his smaller boatin my workshop. I organised f¢
new carpets and armour glass to be fitted, and a pair of extra
tanks to be fabricated. Later that night, at home, [ told my wife th
the camp job was starting on 22 June, so I would be driving up on2
June and would be away about three weeks, 1 didn't get a lot
response from her. As I've said, she was used to my comings an
goings, |
She just said, “That's nice. Look after yourself, and keep

wuch.'

1 said 1'd call her every day or so as usual. The next day,
day, 11 June, I sorted out some more things for the hoat; the
trim, paint, a satellite navigation system, and registration. As |
back to the workshop | was thinking about what to tell my broth
Gordon, When 1 arrived at the office he was already there.

‘Gordon been in long, Maria?'

“Just a few minutes.”

“That's good, 1 thought, as | walked to his office.'He'll &
story about the boat from me first."
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He looked up at me from his desk. 'G'day, Bryan. What are
you up 102’
] I'just came out with it. I've got another boat, Gordon. It's
pver at Ryan's. He's doing a hit of work on it."

‘I knew it wouldn’t he long before you got yourself another
oat. What's this one like?”

You can have a look in a minute, I've got it cheap because it
ded a bit of work done on it. Gordon,” T said. ‘I made a bit of
oney in Ghana, and I've decided to get a hoat and go on a fishing
p north. I haven't told Sheila what I'm up to, She'd kill me if she

Gordon looked at me hard, through his glasses. Too bloody
ght she will. You know what she thinks of you and your boats.

. 'Yeh, but she'll be sweet if she doesn’t know. 1 told her I'm
ping to move a camp for a mining company up the bush, and Ul be
vay for three weeks. I'd like you not to say anything to her about
boat, or fishing, if you see her. Just tell her | told you | was going
ywork up in the bush.’

‘I won't say anything to Sheila, he said. 'It's nothing to do
th me what you get up to, but I wouldn’t like to be you when she
about it. You'll be mincemeat. Cat tucker.”

Tl tell her when I get back,' Isaid. ‘I know she'll do her nut,
she'll get over it

‘That's up to you, if you want to play with fire," he said. T've
Fabit of time before [ go to town. Let's go and look at your hoat.
So we went over to Ryan's workshop.

‘You were right,” he said after he'd climbed around it ‘Il
da lot of work.’

* And that's what | did after he'd gone. All over that weekend |
d long hours on it. By Monday morning you wouldn't have
Bhtit the same boat. I'd painted the hull decks and uppenworks,
looked good, and by Monday night Ryan had done his work.
new paint job, and new upholstery, it was looking just fine.
Was amazed at the change in the boat. The next morning 1
4x4 to tow the boat to Foothills Marine, then took the
to a four-wheul drive specialist. | told them to go through it
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thoroughly. Then | didn’t have a lot to do for a few days, excepe
change more money. L went around a lot of banks and cashed trayel.
lers' cheques, | didn't get them all changed, only about $AUS40,0(
(RM80,000) worth. On Friday | arranged for a new radio and the
satellite navigation equipment to be installed and all the electr
verified, and on Saturday 20 June | picked up the boat and put it j
the water. It ran like a dream. The next morning | packed my gear
the truck and said goodbye to my wife and son. I wld them I'd
them in a few weeks, | got the boat, then | went to my office an
picked up my fishing tackle, and a lot of other gear that I'd need f
the trip. F

It was at 2.30 pm on Sunday, 21 June 1992, that | drove out
Perth north, not thinking it'd be a very long time before I'd see
family again.
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t first day | didn't stop to sleep, just to fuel up and get something
eat. [t didn't take me long to work out that I was going to use a lot
fuel. [ could only get up to 80 km/h, and it was a hard pull, even
for the big V8. When | did stop to get a few hours sleep, it was about
am Monday at the Shark Bay turn-off. I calculated the fuel used: 2
kn per litre! It was going to be onc hell of an expensive trip. [ slept
til 7.30 am, and then pushed on. I was doing OK all that day, as
e wasn't a lot of traffic on the road, until I met up with a road
just south of the Pannawonica turn-off. It threw up a rock and
shed a window in the boat. At the Wickham turn-off | called a
arine dealer in Port Hedland and arranged for him to fix it. 1 ate
nd slept at Whim Creek, and when 1 reached Port Hedland 1 fol-
wed the directions | had been given by the guy, and arrived at the
ine dealers just as the sun was coming up. After a short nap |
e to the guy and he told me he couldn't do it, but took me to
one who could. While it was being repaired I bought two new
es for the trailer. I paid my bill, and put in a bit extra for the boys
thave a drink. [ was on my way once more.

I picked up a Swedish hitchhiker on the road to Broome, and
5t a wheel off the trailer. T was left with just the axle stub. [ knew
hat one wheel off wouldn't matter on a tri-axle, as long as I took it
5%, s0 | just chained up the axle at a roadhouse and kept going. |
ly found another wheel at Fitzroy Crossing, We left Fitzroy Cross-
Babout 10.30 on Tuesday morning, 23 June and got into Kununurra
.30 that night. [ dropped my hitchhiker at the pub, and drove
I didn't stop until I got to Timber Creck at about 3.30 am on
esday. | slept until 8 am, and then drove on to Katherine, ar-
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riving there at lunch time. | had something to eat and a shower atq
roadhouse just south of the town. 1 then drove on to the Dunmargy
roadhouse. It was about 8.30 at night when I got there | was done
in. 1 had to get a good night's sleep, so 1 had a big meal, got in the:
back of the truck, and slept until 630 the next morning, Thursday
23. 1 had something to eat and left at 7.30. | drove on to Tennang
Creek, which was about 25 km past the Barkly Highway turn-off
After having two tyres fitted I had a meal, and then got back on the
road. When [ turned onto the Barkly Highway, | was driving into g
very strong easterly wind, and with the boat on the back acting like
a big sail, | didn't seem to be moving. By the time 1 got to Barkly
Homestead roadhouse and fuelled up T was down to 1 litre per kilos
metre! | had something to eat and headed for Camooweal just o
the border in Queensland. 1 arrived there a touch after midnight
Friday 26. 1 couldn't get fuel as the roadhouse was closed, so | had to
wait until the morning, | had a few hours sleep, and when the roads
house opened | ate, fuelled up and took to the road again. I was
fecling refreshed, so [ pushed on hard all that day, only stopping
fuel through Mount Isa, Cloncurry, and all the towns on the Flinders
Highway on the way to Townsville. It was late at night when [
rived at Townsville so 1 stopped and slept until morning. 1 was of
the road once more by 8.30 am on Saturday 27, heading north#
Cairns. This was to be the slowest part of the trip. There was a lotef
traffic on the road; it was the school holidays and as usual a
priced brain in the Department of Main Roads had dec reed
large sections of the highway had to be repaired just then. 1 did
get there into Cairns until 10.30 pm, and decided not to stop, 0
take advantage of the lack of traffic at that time of night. The pull
the escarpment was slow, but the truck handled it well and | arriveS
at Mareeba just after midnight. T continued on to a place called
bine, a small hamlet with a pub; a service station and not mu€
more, | slept until daylight, so I wouldn't have to go down the 8
carpment in the dark.

At daylight T drove on and was soon at the top of the ver
steep and winding road that makes its way down off the Great D
ing Range. The black top stopped at the top of the range, 3

180



as gravel and stones all the way down. It's enough just with a four-
wheel drive or a car, but with a ton and a half of boat pushing from
the back and wanting to pass on the way down it gets scary. | was
about a third of the way down in four-wheel drive, low range,
ind in low gear, just creeping along, when I came to the first of the
harp turns. On the way down the first one turns to the left, and |
ouldn't see around it. | didn't know if there was anything coming
on its way up. As | went into the turn | had to pull out wide to get
the boat around without it catching on the rock face, [ was into the
urn, committed, and just as | got the truck around, and could see
the road shead, I saw a big Army truck coming up. And there
s another behind that, and another, and another. The Army driver
shed his lights. I was coming out of the turn wide and taking up
ll of the road. The Army guy hadn't seen the boat. [t wasn't in his
ine of sight, and he just kept coming, thinking that I could and
vould pull over and let him pass. But as the boat came round the
, and he saw itand understood why | was so wide, he stopped to
me get around and get over to my side of the road. Then I stopped
close to the bank as | could and let them all pass. There was just
nough room.
The black top started again at the bottom, all the way to
eland road house. The road wasn't too bad up to Laura, where |
pped for something to eat. After Laura the road had bad corruga-
in it and I had to slow down. There were a few bad creck
ings and long stretches of soft deep sand and bull dust. I couldn't
any speed up atall, so by the time [ got to my next stop, Coen, it
.30 am, Monday. It had taken me thirteen hours to drive about
0 km! | drove on to the Archer River roadhouse and arrived just
Idaylight. I fuelled up and had something to eat and a shower, and
on my way again by 7.30 am. The first 30 km out of Archer
er was very bad, but it got hetter, and by the time I got to the
Iction where one road goes on'to the top of Cape York, and the
“ er to Weipa the road was good and [ could get along at about 80
T made good time to Weipa, arriving there just after lunch,
1.30 pm, Monday, 29 June. | was completely exhausted. |
theen to sleep for thirty-two hours, but decided nevertheless
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10 have a long sleep once 1 had the boat in the water, and on a safg
anchorage. | went looking for a boat ramp to launch the boat,
1f you want to know anything in a small town, the best place i
the pub, so | asked directions to the pub from a man on a b“«'yclq
and I was soon at The Alhatross Hotel. I was told the place [ wanted
was called Evans Landing. On the way [ saw a service station firsy
and pulled in to fuel the hoat up. It took 360 litres. There were a fe
boats waiting to get on the ramp at Evans Landing, so I parked to
the side and went to a little shop called the Snack Shack just at
top of the ramp. It was run by a man called Ken and his wife, Lor
raine. | had a cup of coffee and got talking to Ken. He'd owned the
place for about fourteen years, and was a bit of a salt. He and Lo
raine loved the sea and even lived on a boat. He knew a lot about
the waters and winds around the area. | told him | was going fish
up the coast, and ['d be out all night. Ken had small boats with
outboards for hire, so | did a deal with him to hire one while I was
there.
‘I've got a mooring you can use, if you want, Bryan. 1t's about
a kilometre upstream. I've had my own boat on it for a long ti
but we're tied up to the dock now.’
‘Great, mate. Can you give me a hand to put the boat in th
water? ]
| hosed the hoat down, to get rid of all the red dust, then tried?
to start the engine. Dead as a doomnail. The glass fitter in Port Hedland
had left a strip light on over the instrument panel and the batterie
were flat. [ went to the electrician and asked him to charge the bat=
teries, then went back to the hotel, took a room, showered, went tas
bed and died.

182



25

next morning, Tuesday, 30 June, | had a cup of coftee with Ken,
had just opened up. [ sat around and talked with him about
ing spots until it was time to go and get the boat at 8.30. As |
rove over there 1 felt the truck engine was missing, It probably
ded a tune-up after towing a big boat over 8,000 km in just nine
lays.

‘If Thave time," | thought, Tl get it done.’

On arriving at the workshop 1 found the electrician had al-
sady fitted the batteries,

‘It's all set to give it a go, he said.

Thooked up his hose to the earmuffs, and fitted them over the
er intake. [ also asked him if he would fit a plug for the fridge,
nd run a plug for the spotlight. I set the water running and climbed
pinto the boat. It started first go. [ just let it run at a fast idle, and
- there to check the gauges like the oil pressure, water tempera-
, vacuum, and amperage. Everything was working fine. It had
running about three or four minutes, when the electrician called
it to me, ‘Hey mate, your hose is off.' I shut the motor down quickly.
‘t think at that time that there was any damage done. I thought
ust dropped off for a few seconds. I climbed back into the boat
0d checked the water temperature gauge Then I drove the boat
to Evans Landing and it was about 2.30 pm when, with the
of Ken, I had it in the water. | motored out to a mooring buoy,
tched off, glanced at the panel, and discovered the temperature
e was very high.

Shit,' I thought, ‘What's gone wrong now?'
I'went on deck and lifted the engine hatch. The heat that came
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out of there just about cooked me. T could have made bread on thay
motor, | called out to Ken ta came aboard.

"I've got a problem,” 1 said

We decided to have a mechanic look at it, Ken left to organise
it, and 1 sat on the transom and waited for the motor to cool. |
hoped that it was only a small problem. As I sat there I got ta think-
ing about the road in. [ wasn't really happy about driving a
motorhome over it because it was so rough. It would slow us down
just when we needed time the most. | might have to change my
plans. A mechanic called Mark finally turned up and had a look at
the motor.

‘It's your water pump, he said. ‘You'll have to take her out of
the water and hring it to the workshop so 1 can strip the leg.’

‘Hell, this is all I need!” I said,'How long will it take you to fix it?!

‘If it is the pump and I'm pretty positive it is and 1 have a new
part in stock, you could be hack in the water by tomorrow night,
But if I have to get parts from down south, it'll be after the week-

end: about Tuesday.”

He left, and Ken gave me a hand to get the boat out. It was just
on 6.30 pm when I pulled into the workshop, which wasn't far from
Evans Landing. 1 left the boat with Mark and told him ['d see him in
the morning, | went back to the hotel and sat there thinking about
all that had happened and hoped my luck would change soon. The
next morning, Wednesday, 1 July, T was about to go to Evans Land-
ing to have coffee with Ken, but the truck didn't want to start When
1 did get it going it was missing badly.

‘Well,' I thought, 'I don't have anything else to do so [ may as’
well get the truck looked at.’

1 had seen an auto workshop across the road from the service
station and booked it in for a check up. 1 walked down to Evans!
Landing and had coffec, but Ken wasn't there so I didn't stay long I
walked up to the marine workshop as Mark was just about to strip.
the leg. I didn't have anything else to do until I picked up the trucki
so 1 hung around to see what the problem was. About two ho
later Mark gave me the bad news: the impeller in the pump W
shot, and so was a seal, and he didn't have a part in stock, so he
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would have to order them from Cairns and it would be next week
before he'd have them.
Then he said, ‘Bryan, have you run the motor without water,
as the impeller was in a bad way?"
“The only time was yesterday morning at the auto electrician’s,
and that was just for a few seconds.’
‘It takes about thirty seconds to burn the impeller out, so it
could have been running longer,” Mark said.
I saw the electrician, who commiserated with me about my
bad luck, but was otherwise unhelpful. It didn't really matter. The
ing was done, anyway. Next | saw the mechanic who was working
on the truck.
He said, 'Do you want the had news, or do you want the bad
news, because there is no good news?”

"What is it?’ I asked.

*You have two valves that are shot. That's one lot of bad news,
e other is that we can 't fix it here. The heads have to go to Cairns,
and god knows how long that will take.”
Twent back to the pub and sat in the bar with a beer. I thought
for a while, quite gloomily, about all my bad luck; and then realised
hat I wouldn't need the truck until I got back from my trip, and |
d get it fixed then. As for the boat, I had plenty of time to get it
1 the water, as | didn't have to be in Brishane until the following
Wednesday or Thursday, By the time | had thought it all out I was
ing a bit better. | had planned to fly down to Brisbane on 8 July,
it I could leave it until 9 July if necessary. I went to a travel agent
i the shopping centre and booked a scat for 9 July, to give me extra
me with the boat, The next day, Thursday, 2 July, I did a bit of
pping for food for the trip,
On Friday 3, [ had the TV on in my hotel room and was watch-
the news. As | dressed a news item stopped my in my tracks. It
s o do with the guys at Tullamarine airport who refuel the planes.
were threatening to go on strike the next week over something
er, and it was going to upset the weekend travel arrangements
ousands of people. 'And my plans too," | thought. I would have
Scrub my original plan. I couldn’t take the risk, not with the chance
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of a strike | sat there thinking ahout what to do. If the plane wag
out, so was the motorhome. I would just have to go and get they
myself, and drive up. After working it over and over in my mind |
came up with this: I would drive my truck to Cairns, leave it with gy
auto workshop to get the valves done; fly on to Melbourne, hire 5
car and Raja would hire a car; and with two cars and four driv ol
leave on the Friday morning and go like hell north to Cairns; they 3
we would change to my truck, part company with Raja’s friends
then myself, Raja, and the children would go on to Weipa.
First thing the next morning | went and cancelled my flight to;
Brishane. They didn't have the money to give me a refund and said
to call in on Monday and they would give it to me. I never did get it
Next [ arranged for the truck heads to be reconditioned in Cairns on
Monday. If I took it carefully I could drive there.
Then [ went to see Mark and said,'With the hoat out of action
for a while, I'm going to Brisbane on business. Might as well dg
some work. I'll be back on Sunday, 12 Tuly. Can you have it in
water and all set to go by the time [ get back?’
‘No problem,” Mark said.
About 1.30 pm, Saturday, 4 July I left Weipa for Cairns,
[ arrived at Cairns at 10.30 am, Sunday after stopping if
Mareeba, The next morning [ went and handed the truck in. I asked
the guy if he could leave my truck ata place where | could pickit
on the following Sunday. He said that he'd Teave it in his side ya
with the keys to the yard in his mail box, and the truck keys on t
of the rear wheel. [ paid him for the job as | wouldnt see him on the
Sunday. It was $850, cash.
At the airport I booked on the afternoon flight, arriving i
Melbourne about 6.30 pm. | arranged with a car hire to pick up!
car in Melbourne that | would be driving back to Cairns. [t was
minimum twelve day hire for dropping a car interstate, and the gu
wouldn't take cash. 1 had to use my credit card. I drove into to¥
and checked into a motel just off the end of the freeway that lea®
to the airport. The next morning I called Raja at the Victoria Hot
When I told him that T was in Melbourne he said, "What
you doing here, Bryan? Has something gone wrong?
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‘No, Raja,’ I said. "There's nothing wrong, but we do have to
nge our plans.’

‘But why, Bryan? I thought we had left no room for error”

‘We'll have to forget the plan we made. There's a possibility of
airline strike on Friday, and even if there is the remotest chance
strike it will be best to change our plans’

‘I'd wondered about that too, Bryan. Strikes always seem to

ppen during school holidays. What is the alternative, Bryan? What
b you propose?’
“The only alternative we have is to go by car. We'll leave on
ay morning if possible and go like hell. I already have a hire car.
Il have to get one. With four drivers we can go nonstop and still
in Weipa by Sunday night.'

‘It looks like you have done some thinking on this, Bryan,' he
T'd like to meet with you, but I can't today. If vou would meet
and his friend tomorrow morning at 10 am at the Pancake
flour in Market Lane, between Bourke and Little Bourke Streets,
7 will bring you to a hotel nearby. We can have lunch and g0 over
new plan. And Bryan, will you bring with you all the cash you
e left. Just keep what you will need to get to Weipa. The rest, as
on't need it all now, will have to be repaid.’

‘That's fine with me, Raja," I said. ‘It's been a worry to me,
ing all that cash about. I'll see you tomorrow, and don't worry:
Ulall be OK.

Lalso had a few things [ wanted to do so for the rest of that day
nt into the city, and cashed the rest of the travellers' cheques
fille 1 was there. I went to a shopping centre and bought pillows
blankets, a portable food cooler, and potata chips and sweets for
ids. That night I called my wife. All was OK at home. She told
1ot to work too hard, and that she loved me. After talking to my
I T just sat on the hed and thought what a bastard | was: not for
what I was going to do, but for deceiving my wife.

The next day, Wednesday, 8 July, I got a cab into the city and
into the Pancake House at 10 am, I spotted Henry right away
ent over to his table. He greeted me warmly and introduced
o his companion, Sulan, a woman of about 30. She spoke very
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good English and was a polite, pleasant sort of person. 1 had a cup of
coffee and told them there was a change of plan.

‘But I'll wait until we meet Raja and I can tell you about jt
when we are all together.

We then went to a hotel not far away that had a mezzanine
restaurant. Raja was already there, and we joined him at his table,

“You are right, Bryan, Raja said after I'd explained everything,
"We can't take a chance. We have only this one opportunity, and if
this fails we won't get another. It's not such a bad thing. I'd always
thought flying might pose some problems as too many people would!
see us, and sa the strike has helped, in a way. So Bryan, what do you
want us to do?’

‘When will you have the children?’

‘From tomorrow on,’ he said.

‘OK, then. We will get away as soon as possible on Friday morn-
ing. We'll get Henry to hire a car in his name on the same deal that
I have on mine — pick-up here, and drop-off at Cairns — beca ¢
when we get to Cairns, you and me, Raja, with the children,
change to my 4x4 truck. Henry and Sulan will get out of the couns
try as fast as they can. We'll carry on to Weipa with the kids (and
when you see the state of the road you'll understand why | deci
not to go with a mobile home or a car). I want you to travel with
children, Henry and Sulan, for the first few hours. After that, and
once the kids are settled, we can change around a bit. I'll be in fre
and I'll keep in contact with you by a CB radio that I've bought:
They're small portable sets with a range of only a few kilometres)
but will be OK for us because we'll be on the move. When you wan
to stop for anything you'll call me and tell me, and I'll stop to
When you want to go on you'll call me and tell me that you're o
the move. Then I'll move too. That way we won't get separated,
it'll be the same if I want to stop. We'll keep a few kilometres ap
and we'll only come together if the kids want a change, and
we'll do it on a deserted stretch of road. We'll be travelling on
inland road. We'll keep clear of the coast road, because there'll be#
Jot of traffic on it during the holidays. We'll have a better run #8
land.’
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‘Exactly what route are we going by?’ Raja asked. ‘T've worked
put a tentative route, but you know the country better than me!

“I'll give you a road map on Friday morning with the route

arked on it so you'll know just where you are at all times. What do
ou think of it so far, Raja?’
‘It sounds fine to me, Bryan,’ Raja said. 'It's just a pity that we
ill lose the time that the plane trip would have given us. | hope
at the children's mother will not raise the alarm when she has no
phone call on the Friday night. | will let the children call her on the
riday morning and tell her that we are going out for the day and
nay be back late. That may hold her for a while, but | don’t think
or long. Knowing her she'll kick hell even if we're a few minutes
e from dinner!

"That's the risk we have to take, You'd better leave all your,
ind the children's, clothes in the hotel room. If they look it may give
is:a bit more time. Just take a change for yourself and the kids. And
ember it will he hot up there," [ said

‘Right, Bryan. I've bought two new sets of clothes for them
ady. They Il leave all their old clothes behind just in case they're
igged. I'm not taking any chances. Do we need to meet before
iday?’
‘No, I'll call you tomorrow night and tell you where to meet

on Friday morning. It will be just outside the city somewhere to
be north. And now | think we've been sitting here long enough, We
on't want people to remember s’ As we made to leave | handed
he small hold-all that I had with me to Raja. “This is what you asked

Isaid, ‘and I'm glad to be rid of it. I have kept what | think I'll
Bed for the trip, Do you want a full account of the money I've
ent?'

‘Nao; Bryan. That won't he necessary. It was given to you to use
u wanted for this venture, and if there's money left that's a plus
‘me as Henry and Sulan also need some spare cash in case of
mplications. All this trip is to be paid for in cash to avoid tracking

‘OK,’ I'said. 'T'll see you Friday morning.’
The following morning, Thursday, 9 July, | left the motel abouit
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9 am-and drove out as far as Coburg on the Hume Highway. [ weng
past the Melhourne Zoo on my way out, and on my way back, |t
wasn't far from the motel and 1 thought it would be a good place tg
meet up with Raja. It was easy to find and it had a very big car park
all along the front and around the city end of the Zoo, | drove around
the car park and decided on the city end down near the tram trackg,
It was a deserted area at this time of the day and [ thought it would
be the same tomorrow morning. | rang the Cairns engine place and the!
truck was ready. I rang Mark in Weipa who said that he would put the
boat in the water on Saturday morning, give it a run and then putit

the mooring. Just hefore I went to bed | called Raja and told hj
we'd meet at the Zoo and that I'd be there from 8.30 am on. He told!
me that he would be there as soon as he could, about 9 am F

[ was up early the next morning, and during my shower | no=
ticed that a lump had appearcd on the small of my back around the
Kidney area. I couldn’t see it, but it felt about the size of half a grape
and was quite tender. I thought at the time that it was an insect bite
and 1 didn't worry about it. 1 packed up and checked out of th
motel, | drove to the parking lot at the Zoo, and waited. I filled i
bit of time by fixing up the back of the station wagon I'd hired. Ip
the back seat down and made up a bed with the pillows and bl
kets so it would be a place to sleep on the trip. | also hooked up
CB radio, and got the other one ready for Raja. It was just on 9 am
by this time, and still no Raja. I sat in the car and tried to read th
morning paper, but | couldn’t concentrate on it, so [ got out of
car and walked about,

It was quite cool, but fine. [ stood there all alone, for whi
was thankful, thinking that the way things had been going it wo
have been just my luck to have a tour bus pull up and park next
me as Raja got there with the children. But then 1 said to myself, T
hell with that, Bryan. Start thinking positive and give it your
shot.' T had just got the internal pep talk over with when a car ca
around the corner of the Zoo wall and into the car park. As it
closer | saw Raja. He was sitting in front with Henry, who was
ing. As they pulled up beside me I saw that Sulan was in the
with the children. Raja got out of the car and walked around to

190



‘Good morning, Bryan,” he said, as he took me by the arm.
would like 4 word with you first before you meet the children.’

We walked around to the other side of my car.

‘What is it, Raja?' | said. ‘Have you got a problem?’

‘No, nothing like that, Bryan," he said. I just need to tell you
that 1 have told the children. I let them talk to their mother this
morning, and everything is OK. I am going to tell them that we have
iend with a boat that we can go fishing with. [ can’t tell them the
plan yet. They have been threatened with dire punishments if

g0 on a long trip with me. But the children are quite excited, 1

jave also told them that we have quite a drive ahead, and that has
ot bothered them. And 1 have told them that your name is John
nd that they can call you Uncle John '
‘Well, that is fine with me, Raja,’ T said. ‘As long as the kids are
jappy.’
L 'Yes, they seem happy, and Sulan is very good with them. We
ist have to keep them occupied and not let them get hored. Now,
n, come and meet my children.’
We walked back around the Raja apened the back door of
car and said to the children, ‘Iddin. Shahirah. Come out and
Uncle John." The children climbed out of the car and stood
king at me. 'lddin. Shahirah. This is Uncle John.'

They both said, ‘Hello, Uncle John.'

It is nice to meet you both,' I'said. T bet you are looking for-
d to the trip?'

Well, that started them off. The questions came thick and fast
. 'Hold it! Hold it!" I said. ‘I'll tell you all about it on the way.

&r a while you can come in my car and we can talk, OK? But
il then you can talk to me over this CB radio I'll fit in your car.’
I got the other radio out of my car and let them look at it. The
ere thrilled at the prospect of talking to me over the radio and
d hardly contain themselves.
| By this time Henry and Sulan had got out of the car, and Raja
b John, these are my friends Henry and Sulan.'

This was for the children’s benefit, just to make it look like we
met before.
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I said, ‘It's nice to meet you, | hope you enjoy the trip.’ r]m‘!
said to Raja, '1'll hook up the radio and show you how 0 use it, apq
then we'll get going.'

Tust before we left | said to Raja and Henry, "Keep close to m
an the way out until we get into the country, and then drop back;
few miles and keep in touch on the radio. And remember, if
want to stop for anything, get me on the radio and tell me, and [
stop too. That way we won't get separated. lh‘ call sign we will
rone' and ‘car two'. I'll be "car one’. Thi
on.

is
up any other CB transmi
We had missed the peak hour traffic, but the roads were st

ily and observed all the road rules and speed limits, as I didn’t
the police to pull me for anything They were outin force during th
schiool holidays. | had seen several police cars in the short time
had been on the road. Henry sat a few car lengths behind me,
once we left the Hume Highway at Seymour and got on the inla
road, 1 called Raja on the CB and told him to keep well back
now on, which they did. I didn’t see them again until we were we
up into New South Wales. | was just a fes miles from the town o
Forbes when 1 had a call from Raja. He said the children wanted 8
ride with me for a bit. Would it be OK?

“Yes," 1 said. 'T'd love to have them, but let's wait until we
past Forbes. It's just coming up. | was going to stop for fuel an;
and 1 recommend you do the same, Raja.” He said they would,
also get something to eat.'OK, Raja,' 1 said. Tll fuel up and then
wait for you just out of town. Give me a call when vou are reads

get going once more.”

I drove into Forbes and went on until T was just about out®!
town, and then stopped at a service station and fuelled up. 1
hack on the road in a few minutes. | drove out and stopped in a
by to wait for Raja. While I was waiting | got out of the car tostre
my legs, and T felt the lump on my back. It was now as hig as
golf ball and was very tender. | knew now that it was a boil of
carbuncle and it'd get very painful. I'd have to try and get somet "J,
for it soon. I was there about thirty minutes when Raja called on'th
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g and told me that they were on the move. I told him to look out
eme on the side of the road and the children could come with me
- while. They were soon with me, and as soon as they pulled in
dstopped the kids were out and running around.
1 asked Raja, ‘How are the children taking it?'
Very well, he said. T am quite surprised. They have been very,

ry good. Iddin suggested going fishing even before I could propose

xth sensc. Iddin even requested to go further north to warmer cli-
He remembers home well. [ think it is a real

it lasts.

‘Tewill, I said, ‘as long as we keep them happy. Are you com-
with me and the kids?'

| “Yes, he said. ‘T think 1 had better, just until they get to know

‘OK. Then TI'll Jet you drive for a while, and Tl talk to the

So we set off once more, Raja and myself and the kids in my
d Henry and Sulan following, It was about 3.30 pm,

0 we
not doing too bad on time. The children were very comfort-
in the back. They had pillows and blankets, and they soon found
e sweets and chips. | gave them a few each, as they had just had
imething to cat, and told them they would get more later. They
a delight to talk to. They were very intelligent, and their con-
sation was well in advance of their years, They asked me all about
boat, and what sort of fish would we catch, and how big would
y be? Was I married, did | have children, where did 1 live? It went
and on, and | thoroughly enjoyed myself. I told them some outra-
0Us stories about my fishing, and we all had a good laugh. They
d talking with Sulan and Henry on the CB, They thought it was
turous like in the movies. And as it turned out we did have
lite an adventure. All this made the time pass quickly.

We stopped for fuel at Narrabri, and then carried on to Moree,
fiere we had something to cat, At least Henry, Sulan, and the chil-
did. Raja and I went looking for the hospital to see if I could get
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something done with my back, which by this time was giving me all
sorts of hell. We found the hospital and T went into ‘outpatients’,
asked if T could see a doctor, but was told that it'd be tomorrow
unless it was a emergency, | went back out to Raja and told him that
it was no good, I'd just have to put up with it until we got to

Rockhampton in the morning.
We went back into the main street of Moree and found Henry,
Sulan, and the kids, who were just finishing off ice-creams. Sulan
told Raja that they had a meal of chicken and chips, and had some
milk. I kidded the children about not saving some chicken for me,
and Shahirah told me I must go and buy my own, and that she would
come with me to show me the place to get it. I told her that [ wasn't
ready to cat just yet, but she could help me get something to eat the
next time we stopped, | asked Henry was he OK to keep going? He
said he was, so we set off once more. Raja and the children travelled
with me, We knew that the children would go to sleep soon, as they
had been on the go all day.
We left Moree at 9.30 pm and headed for Rockhampton on:
the Leichhardt Highway. We were not long on the road before the
kids were sound asleep, 1 was driving, and Raja went to sleep. Th
wasn't a lot of traffic on the road so it was easy driving. We pass
through Goondiwindi, and Moonie. The next town was Miles. We
were about 10 km out of Miles, when | came over a hill, and ther
on the road, about 300 yards from me, was a road block.
There were two police cars with flashing lights blocking
road, and I could see a policeman out in front with a flashlight
ing at me. | couldn't stop and tumn back; T just had to keep going
got on the radio and told Henry to stop where he was until he h
word from me to go on, and if he didn't hear from me in the ne3
half hour to turn around and go back to Melbourne and fly out
asked what was the problem. 1 told him that there was a road bl
up front and for him to stay back. I didn't have time for more,
was just about there. Raja and the kids didn't wake up, and 1 did
see any point in waking them. If the game was up, well that We
that. By now [ was up close, and slowing down to a walk. I could
an ambulance and a tow-truck behind the police car. I hadn't $¢€
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them before because of all the flashing lights. And then | saw, in the
bush, a car upside down. It is hard to describe the relief [ felt when
Irealised it was an accident that the police were attending and they
weren't looking for us,

1 had such an adrenaline rush when I first saw them, immedi-
ately afterwards | felt like a balloon that had the air let out of it. The
liceman on the road just waved us past, and 1 didn't need any
ging to do that. Once past, I drove on until I was out of sight, then
pped. | had to let myself settle down. | sat there for about ten
utes, until I felt normal again, then T called Henry.

It's OK, Henry, it was just a car accident. They'll just wave
u through. The town of Miles is coming up soon, and if there's a
ce station we'd bath better stop and get fuel’

‘Very well, Bryan. I will stop if | see a service station.’

As | pulled away Raja woke.

‘What did we stap for, Bryan?' he asked me.

I'ooked in the back before | answered him, just to check that
e kids were still asleep, then I told him what had happened.

‘It gave me quite a scare, and when [ got past | had to stop to
my heart slow down.’

‘Why didn't you wake me up?’ Raja said.

‘There wouldn't have been much point to that; you couldn’t
e done anything. Anyhow, [ didn't have the time. | came over the
and there they were.’

‘Do you think that the police will set up road blocks looking

Fus?' Raja asked.
‘Ldon't know, Raja, but if they do, it won't he this soon, and
y don't know in what direction we're heading. It's a big country,.
can't cover all of it. And we are off the main highways. |
uldn't start to worry yet, Raja Maybe by tomorrow night they
have something underway, but by that time we should be past
s, and once past there we'll have a good chance, There aren’t a
police up that way.'

‘Well, let’s hope so,' Raja said, "but I think it is better for Henry
Sulan to drive shead of us as a lead vehic le from now on, to
us of anything ahead.’
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By this time we were coming in to Miles. We found an open
roadhouse and got fuel. We didn't stay, as we knew that Henry would
be right behind us. We stopped out of town and let Henry pass u,
and I asked Raja to drive so I could get some sleep, but it was impos-
sible. I couldn't get comfortable. The lump on my back just wouldn't
letme. The pain was quite intense, and | knew that I'd have to get it
seen to in the morning,

I didn't know how long we'd been driving since Miles, as I'd
been dozing. 1 wasn't really asleep, just drifting in and out. There
was a terrific bang, and the car swerved violently. In a split second 1
was wide awake, and in the same second I knew what had hap-
pened: we had hit a kangaroo. [ had told Raja to keep his eyes open
for them. | had seen a few when 1 was driving, but not on the road,
Raja got the car under control and stopped. The children had woken
up and were asking what was wrong. Raja and I got out and had a
look at the front of the car. It was a mess. All of the passenger side
front was wrecked. 1 opened the bonnet and checked the radiator,
and thankfully it was OK. We only had one headlight but it would
have to do.

I didn't have a chance to miss it,’ Raja said. 'If I'd tried to!
avoid it totally we might have had a more serious accident and heen
thrown off the road.’

“Don’t worry, Raja," [ said. 'I've had plenty do that to me. The
damage looks worse than it is, We can still keep going.' By this time
Henry had come back for us and I explained what had hapaned.
While I spoke to Henry, Raja had been with the children.'What di
you tell the kids?' I asked.

I told them that I had hit a kangaroo, They had heen quit
excited about looking out for ‘roos’. They are a little sad, but OK.

I asked Henry and Sulan how they were getting on, They sai
that they were fine. They had taken turns driving so as to get plen
of rest.

‘OK, then, let's get going.'

Raja and 1 set off first, with Raja driving. | talked to the chi
dren for a while, until they went hack to sleep. It was about 3
and 1 thought we would get to the next town Bilocla by daylight,
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Itried once more 1o get to sleep. [ was still trying when we got into
Biloela about 5.30 am. We fuclled up, and | had two cups of black
coffee with six aspirin to try and kil the pain in my back. Raja had a
look at my back andl he said that it looked like a tipe plum, Shahirah
was quite concerned, and she told me (in a very stern voice) that |
must go and see a doctor and get it seen to. We set off for
Rockhampton, arriving mid-morning. Raja and I looked for the hos-
pital, leaving Henry, Sulan and the kids playing in a park by the
water's edge. We found the hospital, only to be told that hecause it
was a weekend there were no doctors on duty, but there was a medi-
cal centre elsewhere in towin. We found it and I left Raja in the car
and walked into the waiting room. I had only a short wait before [
was called into the doctor’s office. He quickly lanced it, gave me
me sedatives to help me sleep it off, and we Were on our way
again. | was considerably relieved.

We tound Henry, Sulan, and the kids, still in the park.

‘Uncle John, is your back better?’ Shahirah asked.

‘T'm fine now. The doctor has fixed it, thank you," | replied.

We left Rockhampton at 10.30 am. For the rest of that day we
ve hard, only stopping for fuel and 4 bite 1o cat. The children
e very good. For most of the day Shahirah was in with Henry
d Sulan, and talked to Iddin over the radio, It kept them occupied
hours. They were very excited and treated the whole trip as an
enture. The car in front was to warn the car behind of ‘enemies’
ad. Although they had been instructed to call their mother regu-
y, the fun on the trip and the sense of adventure made them so
ed they weren't worried about their mother getting angry, Raja
d assured them he would take full responsibility and make sure
te didn't punish them.

I'wanted to get to Cairns before 10 pm so | could hand in the
i but it wasn't to be: We didn't get there until 11.30 pm, so 1
ded to leave the car at the workshop where T picked up my
- 1 had the car on hire for another week, and all going well |
ld be back in Cairns by Wednesday of the next week to drop it
in person. | drove to the workshop and, as arranged, my truck
in the yard, I found the key in the mail box and the truck keys
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on top of the rear wheel. We soon thad all our gear transferred to the
truck. 1 had told the children that afternoon that we would be doing
the last part of the trip in my truck as the roads would be bad. They
had been looking forward ta it all day. Raja had also told them that
Henry and Sulan were going to stay in Cairns to have a look around,
and would join us later. We were soon ready to go. I put the children
in the back of the truck. They had plenty of room, and with a big
soft mattress and pillows, they loved it. It had a sliding glass parti-
tion from the back to the front so the children could come into the
cab with Raja and 1 if they wanted to. [ said my goodbyes to Henry
and Sulan, and thanked them for their help. We left them standing,
in the workshop parking area.
We drove out of Cairns at | am, Sunday, 12 July. On the ste
climb out of Cairns up to Mareeba, 1 thought, This is the third tim
in the last two weeks that I've been up and down this hill. The
time up | was towing the boatand it was a slow climb, but th
is a big change: [ don't get out of top gear.” Raja was surprised that
had towed the boat up such a steep climb. I told him, Just wait until
we get to the road down." By the time we got to Mareeba the chil=
dren had gone to sleep, so 1 closed the partition. That way the
dren, if they did wake, wouldn't hear what we were talking abo
This was the first time that T had to talk to Raja since leaving
bourne. 1 told him all about the prablems that 1 had with the b
and the truck, and about my trip over. [ also told him that the bog
was back in the water and ready to go, and the truck was runni
fine, so we were in good shape. But I'd be glad when it was ovefy
1 had been on the go for over three weeks and [ was beginning tofe
it. He agreed with me, and said that | had done an excellent jg
getting the boat across the country to Weipa, and getting us a4
here from Melhourne
‘We aren’t in the clear yet,' | told him, ‘But it's looking 8@
When we got to Carbine 1 parked in the hotel parl
about 3.30 am. Raja got in the back with the kids, and I slept
cab, 1 woke about 6.30 am and lay there thinking. | reached
the partition and shook Raja awake. [ put my finger to my
him to be quiet. We got out and walked away from the trucks
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‘What's on your mind, Bryan?' he asked

‘It's like this, Raj. Up here there aren't a lot of people, and
anyone travelling gets a good look over, especially when you stop for
fuel. You and the kids are going to stand out like a sore toe. 1'd think
by now that they will be looking for the three of you, so we have to
keep you all out of sight..*
“Yes," Raja said. "I can understand that, but how are you going
to do it?’
‘I've gotan idea, Listen.” I told him, and then asked his opinion
‘Ithink it is OK, Bryan. But you will have to sound convine-

T will, Raja. T will !

The children were awake so | opened up the back and told the

dds that 1'd like to talk to them. They came and sat on the tailgate

me.

‘Iddin. Shahirah. 1 want your help. We don't have far to go

10w to get to the hoat, but I am not supposed to take children on
boat, and there is a fishing inspector up here that will stop me

tking you fishing if he knows that vou are here with me. The pea-

le. up here will tell him if they see you, so what I want you to do

hen we stop for fuel is to hide in the back of the truck and we will

ick them. Will you do that for me?'

They both said that they were good at hiding, and no one would

nd them. I said that | was going to put paper up at the windows so
e could see in, and it would also keep the hot sun out. Both

tren entered into the spirit of my request without question and

iped me tape up paper and showed me how they were going to

under the blankets when it was time.

‘When we went down the escarpment hoth Raja and the chil-
‘were apprehensive, as they could look over one side and see

fiing but a long drop 1o the bottom. Tust before our first fuel stop
a I told the children to hide and Raja got into the back with

They thought it was great fun,

There was a lot of giggling until [ called out to them, I can still
u! You are supposed to be hiding,

By the time | pulled into the roadhouse they were quiet. |
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bought fuel, and ice creams for us all. As soon as we were on the
road again Raja returned to the front but the kids wanted to stay ip
the back. We stopped another couple of times and all went well. We
finally arrived at Weipa at 7.30 pm, just on dark. | drove down the
track and parked right on the beach. I could just make out all the
hoats at anchor, except mine! | left Raja and the kids in the vehicle
and ten minutes later | walked up to the shop. Ken and his wife were.
there.

‘G'day, Ken," | said

‘Jeez, Bryan. How are you? Did you have a good trip?’

Yes, Ken, Not too bad at all, How did you go with the hoat? s
it in the water?'

‘Bryan, | have some bad news, and some good news about
boat’

As Ken said those words the look on my face must have bees
something to behold. ‘Good news and bad news, [ thought to my-
self ‘What's gone wrong now?"

Ken quickly said, ‘But don't worry, Bryan. The boat's OK.
mooring broke last night and the wind just pushed it up on
beach. But the hoat's OK, there's no damage.”

‘On the beach,’ T thought. Jesus H Christ, what else could go
wrong? The prince and his twa children not half a kilometre
where I'm standing, and probably half the police force in Aust
looking for me, and there’s the boat, up on the beach '

“Mark, the mechanic, and a friend are around there now;’
saidl. “They're just waiting for high tide, Bryan, We'll get the boat oft

‘When did this happen?’ T asked.

‘Last night we had a big blow, he replied, ‘and the moorin
just couldn't bear it with the weight of the boat and the wind."

‘Look, Ken,' | said, ‘whereabouts exactly is it? I've got to'8
around there and have a look at things

“Just around the point in the hay, Bryan. Just past the i
jetty; follow it round.’

‘0K, Ken. Can 1 borrow your dinghy, please?’

“Yes,' he said. 'Go for it. Go for it

‘OK. I'll come back later, Ken, and we'll sort things out hee
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‘Don't worry about it, Bryan,” he said. 'I'll catch you tomorrow.”
Ken's dinghy was pulled up on the beach. I pushed it back into
the water, |umpud in, started her up and had it out around the main

jetty, up the estuary and round into the bay. It was only a couple of

minutes from the landing and as | rounded the far end of the main

jetty | could see the boat. It was laying on its port side at ahout 4 45°
(degree angle The weather was very good: no wind. | thought to

myself as | motored along, ‘Should I go up and tell Raja that I'll be a

ittle bit late? No, no. I'd better leave that, he'll only worry himself
o death, and I can do enough worrying for both of us right now.' So

1 put Raja and the two children to one side and concentrated on

hat was in front of me: trying to get the boat back into the water.

Aark saw me coming and walked down to the waters edge as | put

e boat up on to the beach

'G'day Bryan, G'day. Not a very pretty sight, is it”’ he greeted

e.
‘No, Mark," I'said. ‘Is it .. is it alright? Is it alright?’

“Yes," he said. ‘Fine, fine. The hoat didn't suffer any damage at
L It just came in on the high tide with the wind and sat there on
the beach. But if you look on the aft end there, and around here,
nd the bow, you're lucky - really — because it just missed rocks
ticking up out of the sand.’

There were three nasty-looking jagged rocks sticking out hoth
Bnds. It had just come right in between them. | thought, ‘Luck? [
fon’t know if we could call it luck. After all that has happened, T
on't think I'm having much of it.' I could only have a look at the
kposed starboard side, as the portside was still laying over on the
nd. They had managed to rock it up a little and get a big truck tyre
nder the chine against the sand to keep that from digging in.

‘We just have to wait for high tide and we'll get her off, Mark
‘That's about half an hour, Bryan. Give or take a few minutes
fwe should have enough water around it to rock her up and get
roff here.”

~ While we waited Mark told me about the work he'd done on
€ motor and the leg and assured me all was well

It's running beautifully, Bryan. Purring, he said.
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As we spoke | could see the water coming in rapidly on the
flood tide. In about half an hour there was enough water around the
boat for us to rock it and get the bow free, push it around and poing
it out to sea. Mark got into his dinghy and puta tow line back to the
bow and started pulling. His friend and 1 got up on the bow and
started jumping and after a couple of minutes the stern lifted clear
of the sand.

[t was only a very few minutes and we had her into water deep
enough to put the leg down. It fired up straight away and sounded
lovely. Mark headed off in the dinghy with me chugging along be-
hind and within two to three minutes we made fast to the new
mooring Once we were secure Mark and [ went through the whole
hoat, She seemed tight enough for both of us so we gave her a clean
bill of health, Mark apologised again ]

“Well, hell, It's not your fault, Mark," I said. "You can't control
the wind or the weather. Nobody knew the condition ol the moor
ing under the water. It's not your fault it broke. Anyhow, everythi
sort of ended up OK. It's just one of those things, Mark.’

They motored away and left me ta it. By this time it was nea
fully dark. The other dinghy, which | had tied to the back of
truder, | pulled in close and climbed ahoard. I knew [ had to get on
the beach quick, and get Raja and the children onto the boat. | mo
tored in and as | came aground on the beach, Raja w: Iked down.

‘What has taken you so long, Bryan? We were very worrd
The children thought maybe you had sunk your boat, and they
coming up with all sorts of crazy ideas.

‘No, Raja, no. I just had a bit of problem. It's all solved
We can get a move on and get aboard. If we get our gear out of th
back of the truck and loaded aboard, we'll set off”

Within a few minutes I had both the children, Raja and th
gear aboard. The children were very ¢ cited. They were on the b
finally! They were poking around into everything, typical of "
dren. Raja and | got the gear stowed and 1 explained to Raja &
workings of the galley, the stove, and showed him where everyt#
was, 1 said | had to go back ashore and move the truck.

‘Make the children something to eat. There's plenty of fo
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there, and soft drink and whatever you find. See if you can get them
down to sleep in the forward berth.’
‘Alright, Bryan,” he said. "It's nice to he fere. We can finally
relax a bt
Just keep off the deck. Stay in the cabin and keep the side

(curtains pulled.’
‘Don’t worry, Uncle John," Iddin said. ‘We'll hide. The inspec-
or won't see us.’
1 got back into the dinghy and headed back to the beach and
the truck. T drove the truck round to the landing and parked it adja-
tto Ken's little shop, then walked back around the bay to where
1 left the dinghy and headed out to Intruder in it I was only gone
than an hour. In that time Raja had fed the children and settled
them in the forward berths. They were both asleep, I made myself a
pot of coffee and sat at the galley table with Raja.

‘When are we leaving Bryan?” he asked, almost immediately,

‘Shortly, Raja. Just let me get this coffee in me and have a few
utes and we'll get underway.” [ told him about our boat being up
in the beach.
‘We've been very lucky,” he said.
“Yes, we certainly have, | replied. ‘Our luck is about to change
the better, | think. The weather is settled and we should have a
od run up the coast.’ I started the engine and let it warm up. After
e minutes | said to Raja, ‘OK, this is it, mate. Let's take off”
I east off the mooring and headed Intruder out towards the
My plan was to follow the main channel out to its end and then
course approximately northwest, to clear the point of the north-
‘end of the bay. We motored out through the channel with a
bre [ was on a lea shore, the weather was very goad and
was calm. When we reached the end of the channel we turned
board and set a course northwest, We hadn't gone two nauti-
miles when the engine suddenly died. Jesus H Christ,’ T thought
Bat now?’ We were drifting. | tried re-starting the engine to no
cranked that damn thing and it wouldn't start.  went out to
, opened the anchor hatch and put the anchor over the side,
M0g out plenty of line. The water was shallow at that particular
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point and she swung around with her bow pointing back towardy
the shore, because there was a slight southeasterly breeze.

It didn't take me long to find what I thought was the problem,
The fuel bowl glass was nearly full of water. All aluminium boats are
like tea kettles. The condensation in them is excellent. The few Wgeka
travelling rom Western Australia with the extremes of heat and cold,
from day to night and then the boat sitting around in the tropical
heat must have created condensation in the fuel and tanks, | kney
1'd have to pump the fuel out, get rid of the water in the tanks and
replace it with clean fuel before 1 could attempt to go any further,
Raja had no experience at all, so | had to explain it all caretully to
him. I think it was the first time he had ever been on a hoat. 8

‘Raja, I said, ‘we've got to go back into port. [ can't do it out
here. 1'll have to drain the main tank and then top it up again, I
could do itout here but then we wouldn't have enough fuel - enough
safety margin — to get where we're going,’ 4

‘But will it be alright going back into port?” he asked.

‘Raja, I don't know: Anything could happen. I'd be silly to even
try to go on at this moment with the water problem in the fuel."

‘When are you going back in?" he asked.

‘We'll spend the night out here and go back in at first light
That'll be in keeping with the story I've told to Ken and all the
others back there, that 1 go out fishing at night. Best try and get
some sleep. We'll look at it again in the morning.’

I dozed off and woke to the motion of the boat, which had
changed dramatically in the two hours | had been asleep, It was 2.30°
am and the seas had risen to very short, sharp swells, approximately”
one metre. It was making a very uncomfortable motion on the boat:
I went on deck and checked on everything. | went back into the:
cabin and Raja was sitting in the helmsman's chair, very sick. | got 8
bucket and let him sit there with it between his knees,

“You're going to have to beat it yourself, or just live with it,' I

said.

The children were still asleep and didn't wake until first light
By this time the wind had died off a little and the sea was running
very slight swell. | cleaned out the fuel bowl and cranked the engin€
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over and pumped more fuel through the engine. She was missing
but it would run and get us back in. 1 had a problem getting the
gnchor up and back on board hecause the breeze was still blowing, 1
ld Raja | needed him to help while | went up on the bow and
ed in the anchor

‘When T wave back at you, put the throttle back and pull the
ears back into neutral.” | went through it several times with him
e have to work as a team,’ 1 said. ‘You are going o have to do this
T'll never get the anchor up.’

I could have done it myself and taken the risk of over-running
my line and getting it fouled in the prop. I thought the lesser of the
o risks was to use Raja. When | thought he had it firmly in his
d [ went up onto the bow and waved back at him to start his
manocuyres. He gave it a little bit too much throttle but we moved
ghead and I pulled the anchor over very quickly, not without con-
iderable risk of being dragged overboard. The anchor and line now
secure, [ went back into the cabin. He scemed a little bit better. |

ink having something he could concentrate on had taken him out
his seasick mode for a little while.

We were underway again and the boat wasn't pitching and
rocking, so he seemed to chirp up a little bit. We motored back into
he harhour. The children were up by this time,

‘Please now, it's daylight, and you must keep out of sight,’ 1
told them. ‘Don't go on deck, and as we pass the main jetty — the
ding — just keep down in the cabin out of sight’

Tentered the harbour and motored passed the main jetty. There
ere a few people fishing there. I could see Ken at the landing as |
ent past and he gave me a wave. | waved back, went up the ba ay to
the mooring and cut the engine.

I'went into the cabin. 'It's OK now, Raj. You and the children
come on out and we'll have some hreakfast.!

Raja passed on breakfast and had a cup of tea. The children
had Weeties, bread and jam, and more. They had very good appe-
fites. [ pumped all the fuel overboard after we'd eaten. It was a hell
Of a thing to do, polluting the water, but | had no option at the time.
I refilled it from the long-range tanks and once 1 had that done
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said 1o Raja, 'I'm going to have to get some more fuel, Raja. 1']
ave to go to shore and organise it.’

‘Can | come with you?' he asked. ‘I need to make a phone cal]
) Indonesia and relay to them what has happencd, what the delay
_They will be waiting, and if I can talk to my friend he will pass a
essage on to Merauke and they will contact the boat’

‘Well, Raja, 1 said, 'it's quite a risk. Do you have to2’

“Well, if 1 do not, they may think we're not coming and go
ack to Merauke."

‘I don't like leaving the children on their own and we certainly
an't take them with us," [ said.

‘Bryan, | must do it. We have put too much planning and ef-
ort into it to fail now.

‘OK,' I said. | turned to the children and said, Kids, your fa-
her and | are going ashare. We have to get some more supplies. Can:
trust you to stay in the cabin out of sight? That fisheries inspector
vill be up and down here today.’

“Yes, Uncle John. We'll stay out of sight. We won't let them see
s, 1ddin said.

“You mustn't touch anything, either,” and I pointed to the con-
rols. "That area there, you're not allowed to go near it.’

‘OK,’ Shah said.

‘We will just play here on the table, lddin chimed in.

We left them on board playing with their toys. It worried
ut it had to be done, I had ta drop Raja at the beach, on the bay.
lidn't want to take the risk of taking him to the landing, I motored:
o the beach to where 1 had picked him up the night before.

‘Raja, you just wait here. I'll go back around to the landing,
ny truck and come back to pick you up.’

[ motored round to the landing, Ken was up and about, doing,
vork on his boats.

‘G'day, Bryan,” he said. ‘How's everything? Did you catch any*
hing last night? | saw you coming back in.’

‘No, Ken. 1 had a bit of a problem: water in the fuel. I hung o
he pick last night at the end of the leads. T cleaned her out and I'm
ust going to see about organising some more fuel.’
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I drove around the bay and picked Raja up, drove to the shop-
ping area a few kilometres away, and Raja phoned outside the post
office. There were quite a few people about by this time and [ was
concerned because we heard on the truck'’s radio that the news had
broken about Raja and the children. It wouldn't be long before Ra-
ja's and thee kids' photos would appear on television and the news-
papers. | rang the local fuel depot and asked them when they could
get their fuel truck down to the jetty. He said he probably couldn’t
make it until Tuesday afternoon. 1 thought, 'Oh God, no. Without
the fuel I really can't attempt to make the full voyage up to Indone-

‘Raja, they can't get any fuel at least until tomorrow after-
noon. It's cutting it too fine. | just wouldn't want to do it without
e extra fuel’

‘We cannot wait until tomorrow,” he replied. ‘I've told our
iends in Indonesia that we will be leaving today; that we have had
1 bit of trouble, but we would he Ieaving today.
‘Al right, Raja," I said, ‘can you get back on the phone to them
ind ask them to get a message to their hoat? Ask them if they can
me down the course line and meet us further down? If they'll do
at then we will set off and meet up with them somewhere along

course."

Tl try”

‘Good. That's the only option we've got right now, otherwise
e will have to wait till tomorrow. Your hoat will just have to keep

ioned there. Let's get away from here and use a phone where
e aren't a lot of people.’

We found another public phone and Raja called Indonesia. He
on the phone for a good five minutes. When he came off he said
Was going to have to ring them back in a couple of hours.

‘T don't like leaving the children for that long. Do you think
will be alright? I asked.

‘T'm sure they will be, Raj said.

‘We'll go back down to the beach,' I said, “and wait there. We
be out of sight and I can keep an eye on the boat from the
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We sat there and talked. In all that time I never saw any move-
ment on the boat. The kids were obviously not going to let any fish.
ing inspector catch them. At the end of two hours Raja made hig
phone call to Indonesia.

He came back to the truck and said, 'Yes, Bryan, they will come
down the course that you've given them and if we travel up and
meet them, we should meet about half-way, Will that be OK?>'

“That's fine, Raja. Yes, I'll have enough fuel for that. Then I'll
refuel from what they're carrying for me.”

I drove Raja back to the beach, then parked the truck at the
landing and handed the keys to Ken. [ went back in the dinghy around
the bay and picked up Raja and motored back out to Intruder.

‘We have been very good, Uncle John,” Iddin said when we'd
climbed aboard.

“Yes, Uncle John, Shah said carnestly, ‘we haven't been on deck
and no one has seen us.’

“That's great, kids. That's really a big help. The motor is all OK
now and we will be going out fishing shortly.’

That got them quite excited. By this time it was 3.30 pm on
Monday and the wind was from the southeast, blowing 10 to 15
knots.

‘I hope it doesn't get any stronger than this, Raja, otherwise it
will get quite lumpy out there.'

Once we got out to the leads, the motion of the boat wasn't
violent but more like a corkscrew. By the time we rounded the cape
at the top end of the bay the wind had picked up another ten knots
and the waves had become confused and lumpy. | knew the further
1 got away from the shore the worse it was going to get.

“You're in for a rough trip, Raj. If it stays just like it is now:
OK. But if it picks up anymore I can't risk it

Raja wasn't taking much interest in anything. He was violently
ill and the cabin and galley area stunk. He squatted on the floor with
the bucket between his legs. The two children weren't taking much
interest in him but were sitting at the galley table enjoying the ad-
venture. They were big-eyed, and asked questions about everything:
| left them to it and went up onto the flying bridge, mainly to get
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ay from the smell. We motored on until just after dark when the
«wind had picked up further. [ decided to go back and anchor in the
Jea shore in the bay. We stayed there the rest of the night. As soon as
we were at anchor Raja seemed to throw off a bit of his seasickn

d was able to take more of an interest in what was going on,
“That's how it's going to be, Raj. It won't be very pleasant for

‘Why have we stopped, Bryan? We must keep going to meet
the other hoat.’
‘Raja, you're not a seaman. The decision is mine. [ have just
got to think of the safety of all of us. To continue with the wind
ing and those seas, it was just foolish. We'll go back into the har
bour tomorrow and I'll see if [ can get extra fuel because we used up
bit tonight. You'll have to contact Indonesia again and tell them
what has happened. By this time, Raj, the police are going to be
really looking for us. Not for me, but for you and the two children, If
the police are smart they will close northern ports or check them
out thoroughly."
‘Do you think they'll come and search the boats?” he asked.
‘I don’t think so, but they'll probably take an interest in any

ange hoats around. I'm not exactly strange here. ['ve been here a
couple of weeks — at least the hoat has - and the locals know me as
Lgo out fishing, in and out every night, | don't think they will search
‘the boats but the children and yourself must not be seen. We must
be super-careful now. | will not take you ashore during the day. It
vill have to be after dark, Tell your Indonesian friends what has
pened. Tell them to contact their boat and go back to the origi-
nal rendezvous point, to hold there, and wait for news of us, That's
the best thing | can come dp with now, Raja. Let's hope that the

weather is kind and we can get away.

We rode it out comfortably on the Monday night and sat there
until approximately mid-morning, The children finally did a bit of
Hishing over the side, which greatly excited them. They caught a few
small fish which | convinced them were too small to keep. Around
“about 10.30 am I repeated the manoeuvre with Raja at the controls
and we upped anchor and headed back into port. By midday we
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were sitting on the mooring again and the two children were playing
their games on the galley table. Raja was asleep in the forward berth,
1 caught up on some sleep on the afterdeck and that afternoon |
prepared a meal for myself and the children. Raja was still not cat-
ing, At 7 that evening we headed ashore and he contacted his friends
in Indonesia. Then I took Raja back to the beach, dropped him there
and drove round to the landing. Ken was fiddling around with a
dinghy when I came up to him.

‘G'day, Ken, Mate, | need some fuel for the boat.!

“The guy with the fuel truck has been out of town today, Bryan.
There are a couple of fishing boats here waiting for fuel, too. He
won't be available until tomorrow.’

That was Wednesday.

‘When do you think he will be down here on the jetty?" Lasked.

‘Usually he comes down in the afternoons,” he said. 'l can find
out in the morning and I'll get vou on the radio and let you know.

I went back round in the dinghy and picked up Raja. The next
morning we slipped the mooring and headed out into the bay to
spend some time fishing while we waited for the fuel. It was a very
pleasant morning we spent out there, Shahirah caught a baby shark,
which really got them excited. Iddin was quite upset that he hadn’t
caught the shark and his little sister had. About mid-morning we
were having a cup of coffee in the cabin and the two children were
playing at the galley table. I wasn't really listening to what was being
said between the children but there was some sort of squahble over
a game that Shah was playing.

1 heard Raja say, 'lddin, please leave your sister alone. Iddin!
She will play with you when she’s finished.’

Iddin jumped down from the table and stood before his father:
and velled at him, ‘T hate you! [ hate you! | hate you!”

His face was all screwed up and his little fists were clenched.

He was really putting some feeling into those words, He went into
the forward cabin and shut the door. [ looked at Raja and he just
shook his head, shrugged his shoulders and didn't say anything. 1
didn’t say anything either, just turned back to my coffee and the
chart | was studying at the time. It was later that morning when we.
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were moving from one spot to another and [ was up on the flying
bridge that Shah came up and sat beside me.

After a little while [said to her, *Shah. What happened earlier
with your brother and your father: you and Iddin don't hate your
father, do you?'

‘No, no, we don't hate him, she said.'But it's just what Mother
has told us to say to him.’

I couldn't believe what 1 was hearing. Hene was a little girl
telling me that her mother had told her to hate her father. | thought,
*God, some people will do anything,” because hate is not a natural
trait in children. They are, on the whole, very trusting of adults and
hate is something that's got to be taught. | thought it was very sad
for a mother to teach her children hate, playing with children’s minds
in the worst possible w.

Raj later related another incident to me, when Shah got very
upset with him for telling her not to do certain things. Shah ran up
“to him, and kicked him on the shin and said, "You're not my real
father!" Iddin intervened, asking Shah to shut up. The words Shah
uttered hurt Raj more than her kick.

Tddin soon got aver his tantrum with his father and things got
ack to normal. We carried on fishing for the rest of the morning
until about 11.30 am, then I turned back to port. We were fishing
just around Duytken Point, about twenty nautical miles from Weipa,

d were heading back round the point into Albatross Bay when all
f a sudden we were going round in circles, I had no steering. | im-
ediately cut the motors and set the anchor. I soon found the prob-
 three bolts had come off the steering plate

It's just as well we're going back to port,’ | said. ‘If this had
ppencd when we were half-way to our rendezvous point we would
wve been in very serious trouble.

Iooked through my tool box but didn't have any holts that
uld do to get me back to port. I sat on the engine hatch wonder-
what the hell Iwas going to do when I noticed the battery termi-
bolts were approximately the same size, but they weren't stain-
stecl or high tensile, just a galvanised-type gutter bolt. | thought,
ell, they Il do to get me back to portif I don't handle it too rough,’
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On theway in | radioed ahead to Ken to have four bolts ready
for me The trouble with the steering had put the thought of re-
entering the port under circumstances where the police would be
really looking for us by now out of my mind, but as we motored in it
all came back. T couldn’t help worry that maybe this time the palice
would be waiting there to check the hoat. The children and Raja
stayed out of sight down in the cabin as | entered the port but there
was no activity or police boat as | motored past to the anchorage

‘I'm taking the dinghy,' 1 said to Raja, "and going back to the
landing for the parts to repair the steering and [ will be straight hack,
Then we'll fuel up and get underway. This time we will go, and we
will not he coming back. We've got to make it tonight or not at all.’

'Let me come ashore with you to make one more phone call to
my people in Indonesia to let them know we are definitely leaving
tonight, Raja asked.

‘Raj, not during the day. It's too ris|
all over television and newspapers, We'll wait till dark, then I'll take

¢ now. Your picture will be

you ashore.'
‘Right, he said. ‘That will have to do”’
I went ashore and picked up the balts.
Ken remarked, “You're not having much luck with the boat;
Bryan, are you? '
“Well, Ken,' 1 said, ‘these things happen. You've been in boats:
all vour life and you know what can go wrong’ i
“Yos, he said. ‘I've had a lot of problems with boats at the odd:
time when [ thought everything was going all right." 1
| went back out to Intruder and it didn't take long to install the
holts and fix the steering bracket firmly onto the mounting plate. B
then it was very close to 3.30 pm and [ had arranged the fuel for4
pm at the jetty belonging to the bauxite mining company, adjac
to the main jetty. I slipped the mooring again and motored to that
jetty. The wind had picked up in the period of time we had heen'
port. It had been a beautiful morning with only a very light bre
but now it was blowing at least fifteen knots and it was quite chop]
in the bay. | had a little bit of difficulty tying up onto the jetty an 3
it hadn't been for the help of an Aboriginal fisherman there, 1 do
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I'would have got it tied up, because Raja couldn’t help me. He had
to stay out of sight in the cabin with the two children, After bumping
the piles a couple of times and doing a few roundabouts 1 finally got
a rope onto the jetty and moored it fast. 1 waited twenty minutes
before the fuel truck arvived. The boat was quite thirsty: 420 litres,

I cast off and went back to the mooring. | had more trouble
securing the mooring because of the wind and the choppy condi-
tions and had to make four passes hefore [ finally hooked up, We sat
there and waited till dark. I turned to Raja and spoke what 1'd been
thinking as the wind blew stronger and stronger.

‘If this wind keeps up, Raj, there's no way we can get out of
here tonight, and if we don’t leave tonight you're going to have to
consider the possibility of maybe aborting this plan and taking the
children back to Melbourne and saying vou had them on a holiday.’

He became very agitated and said, 'No, no! Definitely not! We
will leave tonight, we have to'

‘Raja, the decision is mine. If | think it's unsafe I'm not going
to do it. [ can't control the weather but we'll proceed as if we are

going to leave tonight.”

Later that evening | took Raja to the beach in the dinghy and
‘he made his phone call. We went back to Intruder and waited until
9.30 pm.

; The sea had dropped so [ said to Raja, 'It's going ta be now or
never. If the wind stays like this we will have a pleasant passage.’

Lslipped the mooring and started the motors and we headed
ut of the harbour again, [ hoped it was for the last time. T knew
ow | was committed and there would be no turning back.

J
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We made very good time, rounding Duytken Point at about 11.30
pm, Wednesday night. Once round the point | set course for the
rendezvous with the Indonesian boat. The passage was very good for
the first three hours but at 2.30 am the wind started to rise again
and in the next hour blew up from 5 to 25 knots. The sea rose to a
metre and a half of sharp swells.

1 had to slow down considerably because with a following sea
it's a very dangerous manoeuvre to travel at speed, especially at night,
as any seaman will tell you. T just kept enough power on to keep
steerage. The sea rose over the next two hours to two and a half
metres, very nearly breaking seas. The hoat, as it came up on a wave,
would surf down the front at an alarming rate until the stern lifted
itself and the wave passed underneath. [ had to stay up on the fly
bridge in such weather. If the wind didn't drop there was no way:
we'd make the rendezvous point in time.

By daylight on Thursday morning the seas were alarming. 1
don't know what Raja thought of them. L only knew he was sick
because | had called out to him during the night, from the bridge, so
he could check my course heading as | didn't have a compass up.
there, | picked a star and used that as a course check, but then cloud
covered the star and 1'd lose track, and when the cloud blew away 1
had to call down for another compass check.

Raja, from the sound of him, was very sick. The boat was be-
having quite erratically, The surfing motion down the waves was
strange in itself, and sometimes it would very slightly sheer off to
port or starboard if I didn't catch it quick enough. A couple of times:
[ did miss it, and she got away from me. Luckily she didn't roll on’
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the face of the wave, but it gave us some very bad moments,

At daylight the motor suddenly cut out and we were in real
trouble. | came down off the fly bridge, opened the engine hatch
‘and checked the glass for water, thinking 1 had the same problem,
but the howl was full of pure petrol.

T'm at aloss,” Tsaid to Raja. '] don't know what's wrong with
it. It could be any number of things. With the water we're taking
now, hecause we're beam on to the sea, she is taking quite a bit of
slop over the deck. I can't really work on that engine with this lot
coming in."

‘What are we going to do, Bryan?' he asked.

“Well, we'll just let it sit for a while and 1'll try again.

‘Are we in any danger?”

‘She seems to be handling the sea at the moment. She's not
likely to break up or anything, Raja. She's a strong hoat. We'll just
ide her out for a little while and see what happens. We can always
call in for help if we can't get it started '

So we drifted for about two and a half hours. 1 tried to start
at engine several times, but only for short bursts, because | knew if
I flattened the batteries we would never get it started. The satellite
vigation showed that our rate of drift was about two and a half
autical miles an hour. The wind was still very strong from the south-
ast at approximately 25 knots. The seas were now bigger than four
etres, and every now and again a real ‘daddy’ up to six metres
ould come through. The children weren't concerned. I told them
e were just resting the motor for a while and we would drift, They
idn't seem frightened by the size of the seas or the motion of the
boat. | thought, “The innocence of children. If they really knew the
osition we were in, it would probably give them a screaming fit.!

After two and half hours [ said to Raja, ‘It doesn't look like
e're going to get the engine started. T think now it's time to make
decision. Do we radio for help and go back?’

‘Bryvan, if we do that, we've lost everything. We'll both go to
ison.!

‘L know, Raj. It's not a prospect I'm looking forward to, but it's
good drifting around out here with the weather like it is. We are
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handling it right now, but if it gets worse we're in real trouble.’

We finally agreed, and | sent out a mayday that was picked up
by a rescue station on the Queensland coast. | gave our position, 11°
South by 140° 30" East. Then | lost radio contact and couldn't raise
them again. Just after [ had talked to the sea rescue | tried the motor
again and it started as if nothing had been wrong, The clation on Raja’s
face when he heard the motor start up was something to behold.

‘Right, Raja,’ | said.'Now, don't look so happy about this. We're
still in a bad position. This could happen again. The motor could cut
out again. What I'm going to do is head back to Weipa." The look on
his face was really something this time.

‘No, Bryan, you can't. Let us go on.’

‘Raja, 1 can't go on. It'd be irresponsible now to even attempt
to go on. We've given it our best shot and we've failed. The weather
has beaten us. If it had heen calm weather | might have given ita go,
but with weather like this and seas like this, Raja, we're just dicing
with death, and I think we've just about used up all the luck we've
got.

He could see that | meant it and he said, "'You must do what
vou must do.'

He sat there and didn't say any more. | went back up to the
flying bridge and got the boat headed into the sea, and T knew after
twenty minutes that [ wasn't going to make Weipa. [ wasn't making
any headway at all. The sat-nav showed me that I was in the same
position after half an hour. I stamped on the deck and called out to
Raja.

He stuck his head up through the hatch and 1 said, ‘Raja, I'm
coming about. Just hold on to everything down there, it might geta
bit rough. We're going to go with it. I can't make it back to Weipa
with this sea. I'll just pound the hoat to pieces. We'll go with it and
try to get to the rendezvous.’

‘Right, Bryan,’ he said. ‘Let us just hope we have some good
tuck.!

I waited until | had what I thought was a calmer piece of wa-
ter. The waves coming at me weren't quite so big and I put the
power to her and I got her round. I immediately had to cut power’
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again becausc of the following seas. | just ran with it. When Isay ‘ran
with' it, [ was more or less pushed. We went like that all that day.
On Thursday and into Thursday night, the wind didn’t drop and the
seas were even a little bit wilder. Once the darkness fell and there
was only starlight, intermittent with cloud cover, it was really fright-
ening.

Since this whole epic started I hadn't had much sleep. With
battling the wind and the waves, trying to hold the boat and stand-
ing on my fect up in the flying bridge because I couldn’t sit on the
seat (I had to stand and brace myself with my legs against the seat) |
was very, very tired. | could hardly keep'my eyes open. | went with
it as long as | could and twice 1 virtually went to sleep standing up
there. In those split seconds that [ was out I nearly put us under
because | lost control of the boat. | never thought she would come
back from it but she did. After the second time I shouted down to
Raja that I would have to stop and get some sleep.

‘Is it safe to do that?” he asked.

‘No, Raja. But it will be a lot safer than doing what I'm doing.
['lltry and keep it going for a little while longer, but T can't really go
all night’

I persevered but around about midnight I started to see big
ships. Then something happened that really decided me: I saw a
carpark with signs ‘Carpark’. Parking and trees either side of the
entrance. In my semi-comatose state | turned into the carpark. As
soon as I'd done that I snapped out of it, but it was too late. The boat
was sheering off down the front of a wave and I knew [ couldn't
bring her back. [ just hung on hoping that it wouldn't roll when the
crest of the wave passed us. It came over on its port side and | was
actually standing on the side of the bridge gunwale. For those two or
three seconds | thought, “Well, this is it, we're gone.” And then the
wave passed under us and the boat violently rocked as it dropped
over the back of the wave and nearly threw me off the bridge. I
quickly got control of it again and powered round. I had such a rush
of fear that it gave me a burst of energy, but I knew it wouldn't last.
I'stamped on the roof of the cabin and called down to Raja that I
was going to cut the motors and [ had to get some sleep.
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‘Be prepared for violent motion!”
1 knew that the boat couldn’t really survive a broadside drift,
anchor and stream it from the bow. | had

so | decided to rig a
been standing up there for so many hours | was stiff. I couldn’t get
my legs to work properly. The skin on my hands and feet looked like
sh belly from the constant wetting with salt water, The backs of my
legs were rubbed raw from the front of the seat. I cut the motor and
immediately the boat swung broadside. As the first wave passed
underneath, 1 thought, "My God, we're not going to survive too many
of these.’ [ climbed down and went to the locker on deck to get the

sea anchor. It's a heavy canvas tube, one end about two feet in diam-
eter and the other about five inches in diameter, about six feet long,
It's strung off the bow, and the force of a large amount of water
going in the open end and squeezed out of the small end puts a drag
on the boat and keeps it ahead to the weather. It can be used from
the stern with a following sea quite effectively to slow a boat down,
When [ went to the locker there was no sea anchor. I couldn’t be-
lieve it. T thought T had it on board when | packed the boat up in
Perth and had no occasion to use it or look in the locker since, but it
wasn't there. | have since later found out that | did leave it in the
workshop in Perth

What could [ do? 1 collected several spare life jackets and some
rope and went out onto the how to make my own sea anchor, which
took about half an hour, lying on deck. I couldn’t stand on the deck
because the motion of the hoat was too violent. I lashed the life
jackets to the anchor securely with rope, then played it out over the
how and ran out 100 ft of anchor line and made it fast to the samson
post. 1t did help to bring the head around, and we were then riding
about 80% better, riding over the waves in a type ol corkscrew mo-
tion. | sat there on the combing of the hatch into the cabin to see

what would develop.

‘Ifit’s going to behave itself;’ | said, 'we'd best try and get some
sleep. What I'll do, Raj, is I'll sleep for a couple of hours and then
you wake me up: You stay awake, and if there’s anything happening
other than what is right now, if we lose the anchor and she swings
round again, which could happen wake me immediately.’
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He didn't feel much like sleeping anyway; he was too sick. The
children were under the table in the galley, all curled up with their
life jackets on, tucked away in blankets. They were absolu tely sound
asleep, totally unaware of any danger they werc in. | wedged myself
adjacent to the cabin entrance hatch up and immediately went to
sleep. It was just cracking daylight when | woke. Raja was still sitting
in the lower helmsman’s chair and the anchor was still holding. The
motion of the hoat hadn't changed and neither had the weather
abated

1 thought, "We have ridden this out, maybe things will get bet-
ter and the weather will drop during the day." My next problem was
Thad to get the anchor up before T could continue, With the sort of
sea that was running and the wind that was pushing us, trying to get
an anchor up by hand is virtually impossible. The drift of the boat
and the violent motion of the waves created a lot of drag on the
anchor. ['simply had to cut the anchor loose though even that ‘sim-
ple’ task was perilous and [ nearly went overboard and immediately
she swung round broadside again. | went up onto the fly bridge and
started the motor and lo and hehold! it started straight away. We had
drifted so far off course during the night | would have to come back
to the northeast course to get anywhere near the rendezvous.

‘Raja, we'll just have 10 go slow and steady like we did yester-
day, and when the sea abates we'll come back on our original course,’
Isaid.

We set off again with a following sea and | thought to myself,
‘With what this boat's heen through it's amazing it's still afloat. Thank
you, Star, builders of the Intruder.’

Around about 11.30, Friday morning | thumped the deck and
shouted down to Raja, "You had hetter pump some fucl!’ 1 had ex-
plained to him the first day on the boat that it was his job to pump
fuel from the auxiliary tanks on the afterdeck into the main tank.
He stuck his head up through the hatch and I shouted to him, ‘Pump
the fuel, Raj. We're running out! Remember how I showed you?' [
have to give that man his due; as sick as he was, and first time on a
boat, he started pumping the fucl. T could just see the top of his
ead and his arm from where | stood on the flying bridge. After
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about ten minutes 1 shouted down, That'll be enough, Raj, for a
few hours.'

Maybe an hour after that, the motor cut out.

‘Raj! We're just going to have to drift, mate. | can't get the
motor started. We'll have to just ride it out.”

'OK," he feebly replied.

He still wasn't taking much interest in anything. He looked
like death, a lovely shade of grey. The two children were as happy as
two birds, chirping away down in the cabin in the middle of their
big adventure. | heated some baked beans for them, and some choco-
Jate, and we talked and played games, That's how we carried on all
Friday, Saturday, Sunday and Monday as we drifted. The wind didn't
abate one bit and the seas didn't drop. After the first two or three
hours | knew I'd never get the motor started again. In the end I had
to stop trying because | would have run the batteries out and [ didn't
want to do that because they powered the radio. | checked the chart,
and over a period of hours I calculated that at the present rate of
drift and the direction we were drifting, it would take several days,
but we would end up in Indonesia. But where? [ couldn 't pinpoint it
at that stage, but probably somewhere along the Irian Jaya coast, not
Papua New Guinea,

‘Raj," 1 said, looking up from the chart at the poor bloke hud-
dled in the corner; ‘'we'll just go with it for a while. Maybe the motor
will start, maybe it won't, maybe we'll drift, maybe your Indonesian
friends will be lucky enaugh to find us and come and pick us up.
Anyway, once we get close to Indonesian waters we can send out a
mayday with our position to Merauke and maybe they'll send outa
boat to get us.’

‘We'll have to try that,’ Raja said, 'because | definitely don't
want to call the Australian authorities, unless we really have to. You
are the better judge of that so I'll leave that up to you.'

I tried to keep the children occupied by telling them stories
and playing games with them. Every now and again when a particu®
larly heavy sea would come over and put us on our beam end, which
would happen quite regularly, the children would squeal and saf
that was a big one! | would joke about it and say, 'O, wow! This is
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part of the fun of fishing '
“When can we really go fishing?” they asked
‘When the sea dies down. It's a little bit rough at the moment,’

I said

"OK, Uncle John," they replied.

They were very good, as if we were on a day outing on a lake,
Periodically I'd go up on to the flying hridge and check all around to
see if | could sight anything. During the day it didn't seem so bad,
but when night fell on the Friday night and the sea hadn't abated,
that was a different story. Drifting at night is particularly dangerous,
The children hedded themselves down under the galley table. Raja
slept on the galley floor and I sat on the threshold at the entrance to
the cabin, 50 as to be on deck immediately if anything happened. It
wasn't the most comfortable spot to spend the night, but [ felt that
if I was to have any chance of getting the children out if something
did go wrong, I had to be very close to them. All | had to do was
reach out my right arm and I could grah hold of them.

It was sometime before midnight on that Friday that the wind
picked up, even more 40 knots in gusts, sometimes. higher, and the
seas with it. The waves were ahout six metres, and they were break-
ing seas, which made a violent movement on the hoat. We took a lot
of water over the starboard quarter and 1 congratulated myself that
1 had put armoured glass all round because it took one hell of a
pounding. I one of those windows caved in it would have been all
over. | had been to sea many times in my life and consider myself
experienced yet [ had never seen a sea like that in such a small boat,
1 was worried, naturally, but | wasn't terrified, You can beat the sea
s long as you keep vour head and don't panic. Daybreak on the
aturday awoke Raja and the children and we had a makeshift meal,

‘We're in international waters now, Raj," | announced after
reakfast and a glance at the chart. ‘We're well ont of reach of the
ustralian authorities. The way the sea has picked up | think it's
ow time to call for help. I want you to get on the radio and speak in
donesian. Call for help from Merauke They may pick up our dis-
ess call and come to our aid, or if the boat is still out there that we
ere supposed to meet, they may hear it and come. It's worth a try,
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Jon't like the way the sea is running now. [Us very, very strong and
could put us over at any moment.’

WVery well, Bryan,” Raja agreed.'But what should 1 say?"

“You must be convincing, You mustn't be hesitant. You must
¢ very strong and convincing on the radio.

T'll do my best, Bryan. But what do Lhave to say?’

‘Whoever answers will want to know the name of the vessel.
yon't tell them it's Intruder. That's our Australian registered name.
a sea rescue group is monitoring the mayday, which they probably
ll be, they'll know where we arc. But the people in Merauke that
e expecting us are expecting a boat called Intruder. Isn't that sc

Yes,' he said. 'l told them the name of the boat and our call

ign.

“You can still use the call sign, but we have to change the name
[ the boat. Then 1 hit on an idea. 'Raja, what's the equivalent in
ndonesian of “Intruder”?’

He thought for a little while, then said, ‘Penceroboh’.

‘OK’, I said. “That's what we'll put over the air. | doubt that
he Australian authorities would speak Indonesian. The people moni=,
oring the airways will probably think you are an Indonesian boat,
ind that's what we want them to think.’

I handed Raja the handset.'Mayday, mayday, mayday,” he spol
nto it. “This is fishing vessel Penceroboh. I am in trouble. | have no!
‘ngine. [ have no engine. I am en route to Merauke, Merauke. Can'
mybody help, please? Can anybody help?' 1

We waited a few minutes and then he repeated it. It was twen!
minutes later that we got a reply from a Darwin sea rescue grou
After establishing contact they wanted to know how many perso
were on board. | held up one finger to Raja.

‘I am by myself. [ have been out fishing for one day and I hat
lost my motor. [ was going to Merauke. Could you notify Mera
please? Could you notify Merauke in Irian Jaya? | would apprecial
this, please.”

Darwin sea fescue answered, 'We will try to comply with y
request. Are you inany immediate danger? Do you need assistan

I shook my head at Raja and we settled down to wait. Ab
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two hours later, near to § am, Satarday, Raja got on the radio again.
\ ‘Mayday, mayday, mayday. Any stations monitoring this call
please notify Merauke. [ am adrift approximately 120 nautical miles
southwest of Merauke, [ need assistance.’

We put this call out several times. We picked up the
Maroochydore sea rescue group down on the east coast of Australia
Raja talked to them and gave them the same story, Could they pl
contact the authorities in Merauke. Could they send a boat to assist?
After a couple of hours, with no reply, L got Raja on the radio again
and told him to keep calling. He settled himself in the corner of the
galley where the radio was, and for hours kept repeating the mayday,
Around about midday on Saturday, when he was taking a bit of o
break from trying to call Merauke, an Australian voice came over
the radio.

“This is a coastal surveillance plane. We have been monitoring
your calls. We will be over vour position in approximately thirty
minutes,

This had me stunned for a minute, then I said to Raja; 'If they
recognise us as Intruder, which they are obviously looking for by
‘now, we could be in a bit of a bother.”

‘But they cannot touch us: we are in international waters,” Raja
lied.

‘Yes, you're right, the plane can't do anything, even if they
nd a boat,’ [ said. "There is no way they can make us get off he-
use it could create a lot of ill feeling with the Indonesians. They
n't want any vibes like this, or bad publicity.

“No, it was supposed to be a very quiet operation, and the less
ple who know about it the better, Raja said.

‘Well," 1 said, "we are going to have to try and fool them that
‘re just an Indonesian silly enough to go out fishing in this weather,
0 has the boat stop under him. Il have to cover up the name

der on the transom.’

I'took a doona off one of the bunks in the cabin and hung it
er the stern. Luckily, it was white, so 1 hoped from the air it
dn't be so noticeable. Then [ found a small tin of white paint,
ed over the side — a precarious position - and managed to oblit-
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te two numbers of the registration. Some missing were hetter
n none. | knew it wouldn't stand close scrutiny, but from the air

wouldn't get the full number. I'd just finished when I heard the
ne. | jumped back in the cabin with the two children,

Raja was on deck and 1 said to him, 'When they fly over, Raj,
ve up at them. Wave and make things look normal’

The fishing rods were sticking in their rod holders, so it just
ked as he said: he was out for a day’s fishing and had engine
uble. The plane came in very low and circled.

The radio started up again, “This is Coastwatch calling
©ceroboh. Calling Pencerohoh. Do you read me?’

1 called out to Raja to come back in and answer them. The
erator asked the same questions: 'Have you enough food? Are
u in any danger of sinking? What assistance do you need?’ Raja

ked at me,

‘Raj, just ask them can they notify the authoritics in Merauke?’

Rija thought for a couple of seconds and then he said, "This is
nceroboh, Penceroboh. Coastwatch, do you read?’

Then she came back on. Yes, can we help you?'

Yes. Could you notify Merauke, lrian Jaya, of my situation? 1
s supposed to meet a friend, and he is waiting there for me. If you
4l do this he would then organise someone to come out and help!

“Very well, Penceroboh. Very well, Penceraboh, We will notify
crauke. We will notify Merauke.

With that they signed off, did one more circuit, and then headed
{ in a northwest direction towards Merauke. I thought, That's one
 the hook. I didn 't think they would fly off to Tndenesia. | thought
cir radio would have been able to reach.” An hour later the radio

umie to life again.

“Penceroboh. Pencerohoh. This is Coastwatch. We will be aver
yur position in approximately ten minutes.”

They circled once and then, "We have flown near Merauke and
stified the Meratike authorities. We have given your position and
Jld Merauke that you are in need of assistance. This is all we can do
v the moment, Penceroboh. | wish you the best of luck and hope
verything goes well for you.”
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With that they signed off and flew towards the Australian coast
1 thought to myself, This really takes the cake: the Coastwatch sur-
veillance plane helping a man abduct his children out of Australia,
They couldn’t have got the news, or it hadn't filtered through to
them, or they hadn't heen asked to watch for any strange boats or
anything unusual regarding boats in their arca.’ Half an hour after
the Coastwatch plane left we had a call from Canberra Air Sea Res-
cue, the main coordinating body in Australia. Raja said he needed
help, but the Indonesian authorities had been notified and they should
be sending a vessel out to assist him into Merauke.

The Canberra Air-Sea Rescue guy said, “The Australian Navy

patrol hoat Dubbo is in your area and we are diverting her to stand-
by in case you need to abandon your boat. The weather forecast for
your area is not good. We understand the seas are bad and the winds
are high!'

Raja looked at me and said, ‘What do we do now Bryan?’

‘We're in deep shit now, Raj," | promptly replied. 'If that boat
comes alongside us they are going to know. | mean, we can refuse
them entry on board as we are in international waters, but with the
situation we are in in seas like this and with a dead motor, if we
refused help, even if they wanted to send an engineer aboard, they

would know there was something very suspicious going on. And
that blanket over the name at the back won't fool those guys, not
down at sea level. I'd imagine they'd have had some sort of notifica-
Is on the northern coast. | really

tion to be on the lookout for ve:
think, Raj, that if they get here, the game is up. What they can do, |
don't know. They can't board us, and they can'tarrest us, but they
can stand by If an [ndonesian boat comes to assist us, they could
demand we be put in Dubbo's custody because they'd be caught
out in an international incident. The Indonesians would have no
choice but to say, “You take them, We were just out here to help”
And that'd be the end of it. Dubbo'd take us and the children back;
the children going hack to their mother, and you and I'd land in jail
for a few years,'

‘How do we stop them coming?' Raja asked, looking desperate
after my little specch.
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“The best thing we can do is wait an hour. They aren’t going to
he here for three. Get back on the radio then, and you must sound
convincing, Raja, put a little bit of huppiness and relief in your voice
and tell him your motor started. Under your own power you are
now heading for Merauke. Thank Rescue for their assistance. Say, "1
shall require no help.” Just keep repeating that and they'll pick it
up.

We waited an hour by which time it was midday and we started
sending out the call we had rehearsed earlier. It only took a few
minutes before we had Canberra Air-Sea Rescue.

They asked Raja to confirm, and he said, 'Yes, my motor i
running again. | am under my own power and heading for Merauke;
Everything is OK now. Thank you for your help.

‘Best of luck, Pencerohoh. We shall redivert Dubbo back to
normal patrol. Best of luck, replied Canberra.

With that they signed off, and we sighed a great sigh of relief;
Raja was smiling all aver his face. ‘We have done it! We have doneiﬂ
We will not be meeting with the Australian boat!

By mid-afternoon the wind had dropped considerably, Wesetj
tled down again for another night, approximately ninety nautical
miles to the west of our planned rendezvous point with the Indong
sian boat, and still drifting northwest at a very rapid rate. Accordin

area known as False Cape. We sat there and weathered it out
Saturday.

‘We're not going to use the radio for a while, Raja, because
batteries are very low. We'll start calling as soon as we're inside!
donesian waters, and we'll call constantly until we get a responst
the batteries die out.'

He seemed a little brighter now the weather had abated, bd
he still looked like death warmed up. The two children? Marve
not a squeak out of them. They were now able to come out i@
under the table and sit up. [ prepared some toast, beans, and
for us, It was the first food I'd had for a while, but 1 needed
even more than | needed food as | was working on sheer will poW!
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As we came into darkness again on Saturday night the sea dropped
considerably,
If the weather doesn't blow upagain we'll be all right,' T said
to Raja, 'hut we're not out of the watery woods yet. Our next big-
gest problem is when we come ashore. With no power and no an-
chor, we'll be at the merey of the sea. The way our luck’s running, it
could be on a reef”
‘We'll just have to hope for the best,’ Raja replied,
‘Hope doesn't do a lot for you when you're in a drifting hoat,’
1 said.
I'was getting tired and testy. | couldn’t remember when 1'd last
had a good sleep. Under such circumstances it's not always possible
to be as polite as you'd like It was relatively calm so 1 spent the
‘night up on the flying bridge with the binoc ulars, constantly scan-
ning, hoping I'd spot u fishing boat. The next morning, Sunday, the
ea had come down to metre high swells and we busied ourselves
tidying up the boat. Shah helped me clean the galley section, the
sink, and the stove and Iddin helped me on deck Raja tidied up
‘around the cabin and then sat at the galley table studying the drift of
the boat and tracking it on the chart, It wasa comparatively pleasant
day. I did lift the engine hatch to look at the fuel bowl. There was
fuel in it, but it was only about half full. This didn't register in my
mind: why it should be half full? The fuel that was there was clear,
Why? I thought at the back of my mind somewhere, ‘Maybe, with
he rough handling of the boat, it's lost it out of the fuel bowl?" 1
new I couldn't do anything anyway hecause the two batteries were
as a tack: barely enough to run the radio. I had to wait until
e got ashore before I could look at it. Late afternoon on the Sun-
&y, Raja informed me that we were inside Indonesian territorial
iters.
‘Get on the radio, Raj, and start calling, and keep calling, until

battery goes out,’ | said.
* He grabbed the handpiece and started: ‘Merauke. Merauke,
rauke. This is Penceroboh, Penceroboh. We are drifting.’

He gave our position, which was accurate to a few metres, and
fated the message over and over, with still no reply from Merauke:
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wondered what the Australian authorities were thinking while they
wonitored the transmission? The last they had heard of us we were
nder power and heading to Merauke. Next we were approximately
50 nautical miles west of Merauke and about to go on the beach at
outhern Irian Jaya.

It amazed me, and still does to this day, that we got away with
vhat we did: in and out of Weipa harbour many times; Raja walking
round Weipa making phone calls. Even Coastwatch’s observer
ouldn't have been very well informed on her types of boats. Any-
ady with half a brain would've been able to look dawn at the In-
ruder and see that she was a cabin cruiser of the more luxurious
ype. The registration on both sides was obviously in the Australian
ashion of boat registration, | would have thought she would've be-
ome immediately suspicious when some Indonestan fisherman said
hat he was just out for a day’s fishing in such a vessel. The only
woats along that coast from those fishing villages wouldn't be of the
libre of the Intruder. They would have been just wooden canoe-
ype boats with sails on them. I guess Coastwatch doesn't put much
raining into their observers as to types of hoats and identification,
sut maybe they will in the future.

On Sunday Raja was on the radio constantly giving the update
Jf our position. 1 thought, ‘No answer, Don't they have a radio?
Aren't they listening any more? Have Raj's Indonesian friends as=
umed we're lost? Or don't they care? Maybe they don't want to|
inswer in case they alert somebody else. Maybe they don't want
hat “somebody else” to know they're helping us, or are in on the
lot?' But at that stage I had a little bit more to worry about. Night
ll that Sunday and we were approximately thirty nautical miles;
Jff the coast. Our rate of drift had slowed because the sea was sligh
1nd the wind had dropped. But by my calculations it'd still be rﬂid"
morning to noon the next day before we beached. Once again |
spent a slecpless night, That close to the coast [ didn't want to miss
iny opportunity of picking up help from a fishing boat, or any boat
that was passing along the coast. I sat up on the flying bridge with®
Jarge, handheld lantern. Intermittently during the night I'd stand uP’
ta get as much height as 1 could, and flash the light 360 degrees:
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did that for several minutes, stopped to see if 1 got any response,
then waited another hour to do it again. | repeated that operation all
night, without success, but 1 guess it was a very lonely piece of coast

By daybreak Monday morning | could hardly keep my eyes
open, but at 7 o'clock | could use them to just see the faint haze
outline of the shore of Irian Jaya. T told the children we'd soon be on
the beach and they'd be able to play. | just hoped there was no reef
between us and the beach. The water was dark, muddy brown from
the outflow of the Sungai Marizhe, It stretched for many kilometres
out to sea and we couldn't see what was below the surface. We pulled
all the spare life jackets together and tied them in a bundle to use to

get the children ashore if we struck bad ground before we got to the
beach. It would work quite well with their life jackets on and that
large pad of floatation. [ drified off into a very deep slecp and | don't
really know what timie it was when I woke. I looked over the gun-
wale and there it was: a rippled, sandy beach with palm trees and
greenery, just like something out of o travel brochure. It took me a
few minutes to realise what had happened. 1 sat there for a while
just staring at the trees and the beach. We had drifted in and grounded
very gently on a sand bar, about 200 metres off the beach. [ contin-
ed to sit there savouring the total lack of movement, and the all-
pervading quiet
But the idyllic coast I was staring at was also seemingly unin-
‘habited. There was no settlement whatsoever marked on the charts
for this picce of real estate: the Crocodile Coast, 1 hoped like hell
that the residents wouldn't be exclusively reptilian. | was sitting there
plating what to do — whether to get the children off and
Wade ashore, or swim ashore first - when | looked up at the beach
again, and saw movement. | couldn't believe what I was secing. |
tubbed my eyes and sat up. There was definitely movement. | went
across the boat and leaned on the portside gunwale. T stared at this
movement which, because of the foliage in the background, was a
bit hard w0 define. When it did define itself T was amazed, It was a
Man. He was walking on the water towards the hoat. T couldn't be-
€ it. My brain couldnt absorb what [ was seeing, [ thought | was
pping out again, hallucinating, He raised his arm and waved.
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[ waved back and called to the cabin, 'Rajl Come here! Quick!
Raj!"

1 was still standing looking out towards the man when I heard
Raja stumbling down next to me.

‘What's wrong, Bryan? What is it? What's the matter? Bryan?'
Raja blurted.

‘Look! There's a man! There,' | pointed.

Raja came and stood beside me.

He looked, and then rubbed his eyes too, and looked again,
and said, Tt is

‘Raja. Do you see what he's doing? Raj, he's walking on the
water! Fe's walking on top of the water!’

[ couldn’t believe it. I'stood there, clutching the gunwale, squint-
ing, trying to fathom it. And then | saw another little figure behind
him! It was the figure of a child.

Raja said, quite calmly, ‘It must be a local out fishing.'

I thought, ‘You beauty! At least we're not on uninhabited coast.!

Then my brain switched back to the walking on water.

‘Raj, mate. How does he do that?” | guess it must have sounded
silly. Raja started to laugh.

‘Maybe they're gods," he said, and that had us both laughing;
though I wasn't completely sceptical. My brain still couldn’t make:

any other sense of it.
1 said, probably sounding a bit desperate, There's got to be an.

explanation for this!
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T kept staring at the man and the child. The child was wav ing vigor-
ously, and jumping up and down. I thought, "Walking on water's one
thing; jumping up and down is another.” My tired old brain must
have finally reached a point where it could da its job. It suddenly
realised that with the tide out the water must have been very shal-
low. It was a very flat beach. Those ‘gods’ were walking in water
maybe an inch deep. They stopped about a hundred vards from the
boat and didn't seem to want to come any nearer.

‘Come here! We need help!' I shouted. I turned to Raja and
said, “Try talking to them in Indonesian and see if he understands.’

So Raja rattled off something in Indonesian. A big smile hroke
out on the face of the local and he shouted something by

Raja translated for me:'He said that he will help us, but there
is a channel that is deep between him and us He doesn't want to
cross this channel. His village is just behind the heach, Bryan. | don't
ow how big it is, but he said he would go for help!

“That's arelief, Raj. Even if it's small it may have some form of

mmunications. We might get some help,' I replicd, beaming at
aja, We were elated. 'Kids! We'll soon be off the hoat!”
They had come out on deck and had seen the man and the
ild. They were quite excited that they were going to meet the
al people. We celebrated with tea and cocoa and generally made
rything shipshape, While we were doing this, and just being happy
out things which was the first day in quite a while we had any-
g to be happy about, 1 noticed the boat give a bit of a lurch. The
thing, we were free and floating again! The tide was on the
rn, and heading back in.
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We were carried, very swiltly too, across the river mouth, and
put up alongside the mangraves on the west, Within hall an hour
there were twenty canoes and a hundred-odd people. Some had
walked from the village and were on the point of land opposite us
on the heach, and the rest were in canoes. There were several on the
boat, lashing lines together to make them long enough to stretch
across to the peaple on the sand sa they could pull as well. Within 4
few minutes we were around the sandy spit and into: the river. It
hooked back on the west side and was a shcltered litte hay with
palm trees.

We passed the two children over the side to the fishermen
and, o my, what a fuss was made of them. The local children went
mad and the adults wanted to hug and kiss them. The children loved
board the boat and have a

it. All the fishermen wanted to come
look. 1t was a carnival! | indicated to one guy that | needed some-
thing to drink, some water. | was having difficulty making him un-
derstand, so Raja spoke to him in Indonesian. He immediately left
the boat. Raja commented that all of these people must understand
Indonesian, and one even spoke a little English. He pointed him out
to me: 4 large, strongly-built guy squatting on the transom. He was
dressed in khaki shorts and t-shirt. 1 approached him and asked him
if he spoke English.

Very, very little,’ he said.

‘Where did you learn?" | asked

‘Seven year on merchant ship. Engine room. Me engineer,” was

his reply.

His name was Rahaou. The man who had run off to get me
water returned with a fresh coconut. It was the best thing | have
ever tasted in my entire life. All the beer in the world was nothing
compared to that coconut. Long may coconut trees grow on ship-
wreck coasts! While | was drinking and recovering a bit, the children
were on the beach having a marvellous time. Raja was talking to the
headman of the village: a white-haired, dignified man

‘Bryan, the headman tells me that there are communications
at the village,' Raja said.

“You'd better go down there, Raj, if he'll take you, and try and
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make contact with the authorities, I'll stay with the boat and the
children '

He talked with the headman a litthe more. 'Yes, he will take me
in the canoc to the kampong,'

‘OK. Let's hope you get something sorted out. 1'll wait here
with the kids until you return'

With that the headman and Raja, with a couple more guys to
paddle, jumped in a canoe and headed off up the river. The children
played ecstatically on the beach with the other kids for most of the
afternoon. They certainly behaved as if they helonged, 1ddin and
Shahirah. You would have thought they were just two village kids
the way they fitted in. It was pretty remarkable, | thought, for two
kids hrought up in the middle of a big Western city like

Towards late afternoon Rahaou came to me and said, "The
women want to take children back to kampong, Their father already
there.’

‘How faris it?’ Lasked. 1 didn't fancy a 10 mile jog through the

bush. 1 was a little weary.

Rahaou said, ‘Short walk through jungle,” and smiled, pointing
to the bush.

‘Yes, I suppose it's alright if their father is there. They can go
with you, yes'

In a few minutes most of the villagers took the children — eve-
ryone was laughing and shouting and carrying on - up around the
beach, and disappeared round the point. I'was left with Rahaou and
a couple of athers who staved o keep me company. The jungle
hummed with silence after the women and kids left. | made a pot of
coffec and shared it with the guys while we waited, and did a bit of
target shooting with my little collapsible .22 rifle, to keep us enter-
tained. About dusk some guys arrived with long poles and ropes to
tow the boat upriver. On the way, waving my spatlight around, 1
was instructed by Seadog, as | had begun to call Rahaou, much to
his pleasure, to shoot at crocodiles. Not that | wanted to hit a croc —
I didn't think a .22 would make much difference - just to scare
them away. The guys wading through the mud didn't seem too con-
cerned either way; they were all laughing and yelling. About half an
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wr later we arrived at the village, and as soon as | stepped ashore |
dn't gone half a dozen paces my legs buckled under me and |
ent down on my side. It was going to take a little while o get my
nd legs back. | proceeded, with the help of some of the bigger
1ys, through the village to the headman’s house. It had one very
rge, central room with sleeping beds with mosquito nets. There
ere several rooms going off this room and as 1 entered I noticed
ere were quite a few people at one end sitting around a large table.
 one bed the two children were sound asleep; and Raja was in the
xt bed, also sound asleep. T was shown a bed, lay down, and joined
y companions in slumberland.

An instant later; or so it seemed, it was daylight. It didn't seem
at the people around the table had moved. Once they noticed 1
as awake they all started talking excitedly, Tea soon arrived, and
ter that | sat on the verandah, surrounded by the villagers who
ere most curious, very kind and generous,

Raja soon joined me, and said, "They are going to take us to

imaan, and from there [ will go on to Merauke with the children.
/hen we get to Kimaan [ will ask them to radio Merauke and have
iem send two new batteries for your boat. They have fuel in Kimaan.
hey will bring it back here with you in a few days and you can fix
»ur boat and return to Australia.’

The two children had woken up by this time, and were run-
ing around with the headman's children having a fair old game.
hah had a water pistol that held a large amount of water and shota
ng stream. The village children thought this was marvellous. They
ad never seen anything like this before and were running all over
e place with Iddin and Shah squirting them. [ left them at it and
ent on board to have a look at the engine. [ noticed again that the
el bowl was half empty. Then it sort of hit me: we'd run out of
iel. But | couldn't work out how. I'd seen Raja pumping the fuel. I
ot the pump from where it was stowed, put one end into one of the
<tra fuel tanks alongside the gunwale, and the other into the filler
ap of the main tank and started pumping. | hadn't made half &
ozen strokes when 1 realised the problem: the hose had split right
n the goose neck and was pumping mostly air, not fuel, Most of the:
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fuel was spraying onto the deck. Raja, as sick as he was, hadn't no-
ticed this. I just sat back on the tank and couldn’t believe it, but
there wasn't much | could do about it. | removed the two flat bat-
teries to take them to Kimaan with me to see if I could get them
charged, as well as get two new ones. | thought [ might need extra
batteries at a later date: 1 still had to get back to Australia. | went
back to the house and I told Raja about the fuel.
He didn’t say anything for a few seconds, and then, simply,
‘But I pumped fucl.
‘Raja, you weren't to know in your condition, and with the
weather. The main thing 1s we are here and safe.’
‘ ‘T am very sorry, Bryan,' Raja said, looking quite sad. He was
abviously thinking the same as me: all that drifting didn't have to
‘ happen.
\
\

After a briel rest we set about making preparations to leave,
which involved a canoe journey upriver. The headman, who was a
trapper, had two small crocodiles tied 1o a pole, very much alive, to
take to Kimaan to sell along with bags of other stuff. We were given
more tea and more fruit, and then set off to the river bank with all
the villagers following us and shouting farewells, They were a very
hospitable people. We loaded everything into the hig canoe and set
off down the village stream to the main Mariahe river: a hig, open
stretch of water a couple of kilometres wide in some places. Al-
though we were close ta the bank we weren't ¢l

e cnough to get
any shade from the trees and after a while the children were starting

to suffer from the heat. We made them cover up as hest they could
We arrived at Kimaan late afternoon. It was a well laid-out town
with proper streets and a dock, lying some four kilometres off the
river, down a little tributary. Vs all swampy jungle around but Kimaan
is on a raised picce of ground and covers an arca maybe three kilo-
metres square, with a little air strip and cultivated vegetables and
rice. A bit of deer shooting goes on in the jungle. 1t was a neat place
With two wharfs, a little dilapidated but serviceable. It has a popula-
tion of a couple of thousand and is the seat of district government,
There's 4 police post, and a Catholic mission and school run by a
Portugucse priest called Father Joc.




When we arrived it turned out that friends of Raja’s had al-
ady arrived to help, from Merauke, so he stayed with them. | bed-
od down with Father Joe in the church, and it was good to have a
hower and clean up after all those days at sea. The next day, aftera
ood rest and a meal, we met with Raja’s fricnds who said they had
cen in contact with Merauke to arrange things for us. A plane would
rrive the next day. It was a local internal flight that came once a
ek 1o Kimaan, Raja and the two children would fly out to Merauke
nd then make their way home, Spare batteries were arriving on the
lane, and the others [ had brought with me were charging at Father
oc’s. | took the children for a walk that afternoon and explored the
own. The streets ran in parallels and they had a big central grassed
rea which 1 think they used for football, but I never saw them play
ny. | bought tinned foods and bottled waters and all that I was
aing to take back downriver with me to the boat. | got the kids
ollies and different things. Some local children tagged along and
hey all got sweets. Everybody was quite happy. Prior to Raja and
he kids leaving we had a dinner at his friends’ house and everything
vas festive and jolly. The children had a marvellous time playing
vith the local kids.

After the children had gone to bed Raju and I sat on the veran-
lah and talked. He told me that he had arranged for fuel for my
Joat in Kimaan and as long as the weather prevailed 1 could get back
o Australia, He urged me to return with him ta Malaysia, but I
cally wanted to get back to Australia, and | thought I may well have
1 go in the boat. It was my only excuse, after all. If | suddenly turned
ap in Malaysia it would be a little hard to explain to the Australian
police, should they be looking for me as well. My future was a little
uncertain at that moment. I went back to the church mission and
hedded down. | gave Father Joe a donation of $AUS100 (RM200)
because he wouldn't accept any money for the fuel. He was a g0
man who had worked hard in that outpost. I also fulfilled his re="
quest to me when | got back to Australia: [ sent him some classical.
music tapes. The next day Raja and the kids were flying out. [ he:
the plane come in just before noon and shortly after that saw 3 bi
group of people coming down the track 1o go to the airstrip, an®
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with them was Raja, Iddin and Shahirah. 1stepped out into the track
and said goodhye to Iddin and Shah and told them to be good and to
take care of their father. They said they would and gave me a big kiss
and a hug, and thanked me for what 1 had done. They trotted off
with all the little friends they had made, but Raja stopped. The rest
of the crowd had moved ahead

He shook my hand and said, ‘Bryan, are you sure you won't
come with us?'

‘I can't, Raj. What would Sheila say? I've got to get back soon
orshe'll be furious!"

Raja grinned and said, "OK, Bryan, but keep in touch. We have
been through a lot together.

‘We have, Raja, and it's not over yet. Will you da one thing for
me, please?’

‘Anything, Bryan. What is it?'

‘IFT don’t make it back to Australia, if something happens on
the way will you please look after my family?’

‘Of course, Bryan. | promise you I will, but let us hape that all

goes well’

With that he turned and walked away to catch up with the
group of people, I sut on the steps, all of a sudden feeling very lonely
now that he was gone with the children. After a while [ heard the
plane start up and take off and it flew overhead and away
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next job was to get home, and some of that had already been
nged for me by Raja before he left. I had to try and return to

pa, but first I had to get back to the boat and get it going! A guy I

»d Malo, a diesel mechanic, one of Raja’s friends’ friends, came
v me to help with the boat, and assist with navigation downriver, /
nt and packed what few belongings [ had - just a t-shirt and a i
- of shorts and the stores that [ had bought. Just on dark we E
hed off from the dock. t
All the villagers gave me a rousing farewell. It was really touch- t
and away we went down the little narrow section of water all 1
thung with trees, out to the main Mariahe River. We canoed li
ugh a very rough river, and part of the night we spent huddled s
sme reed banks heing eaten alive hy mosquitos. It was just break- a
t

dawn when we came to the final stretch of river, which is com-
wively wide near the kampong, and we could open up the mo-
and travel a bit faster for the last half kilometre. By the time we
1o the village | could see Intruder — Pencerobah — was still moored
he centre of the river.

Seadog was sitting on the stern, keeping guard. When he saW
he started a big commotion: waving and shouting, Within min-
s, before we had even tied up alongside my boat, the whole vil-
. was on the riverbank, cheering and clapping. When [ started the
tors there was a great cheer and I left with much more commo=
1. I motored downstream and arrived as the sun rose at the tribus
/s entrance to the Mariahe. There were two or three hun
yple on both sides of the estuary, all waiting for a coastal steamefy

Emprit, which was heading to Merauke. [
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The man who'd come with me and guided me, Malo, said, '
must get back, Mr Bryan.’

‘OK, Malo. Thank you for your help. You have heen very kind,
Lappreciate it,' I said, and I meant it.

He'd told me the previous day that he came from an island
further cast, around Ambon, and his wife and children were there
He just worked at the mission because there was no work on the
island and wanted to go back as he hadn't seen his family for two
years,

Just before he left I gave him a SAUS100 bill and told him,
This is for you, Malo, because you have been so kind to me. It will
help you get back to see your family. Itis a lot of money.”

He had tears coming down his cheeks and was stuck for words,
A hundred dollars to me, sitting out in the middle of nowhere, wasn't
much help, and it was going to do him a lot of good. I waited until
ibout 10 am, then upped anchor and went out into midstream of
the Mariahe. I had a letter in Indonesian from Raja's friends to give
o the captain. My plan was to follow the steamer to Merauke and if
| got into trouble, which the way my luck had been running, was
ikely, at least I'd have somebody there. I just drifted, waiting for the
teamer. [t wasn't hot, and was away from the mosquitoes. About 11
im, way up the river (the view was unobstructed for many kilome-
res) the Emprit came into sight. Just before noon she came across
rom her side of the river, the east bank, and dropped anchor oppo-
ite the tributary that leads into Kimaan, 1 passed the letter up to a
leckhand and told him it was for the captain. He understood and
lisappeared. 1 laid off a couple of hundred metres and after a little
vhile somebody came out on the bridge and waved at me, beckon-
ng me to come in. So | tied up and went on hoard

The Chief Engineer met me and I was taken to the bridge and
et the captain, 1 told them all T wanted to do was follow in his
vake all the way to Merauke,

‘Yes. You can do that. Is your boat ready for the journey? asked
he Engineer.

I assured him it was. They gave me a mobile radio tuned to
teir frequency. Whenever I needed to contact them | could use it
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‘We will be underway in about three hours, as soon as passen-
rs and cargo have been taken on. Will you he ready then?' he
ked.

Of course. | went back to Intruder and cast off. I motored three
indred metres, cut the engines and drifted for a couple of hours,
©ere was still a lot of activity on the ship when the radio they had
ven me came to life and they asked me to come aboard.

On board, the Chief Engineer said, ‘Mr Bryan, the Captain

lises that you must get to Merauke, but we have just had a weather
port and it is not good. It will be a very rough crossing from the
outh of the Mariahe to Merauke. Near gale force winds. Your hoat
ill not stand that.’

‘Not into it. But if [ was to follow in your wake, on your lea
de, | might make it.'

‘No', he said. ‘It is too risky. The Captain has decided that you
il come with us!

‘Look, no way. I'm not going to leave my boat. I've got to stay
ith my boat."

He smiled. 'No, no, We will take your boat 100!

They then set about clearing four hundred people off the
idships deck and sticking them all over the place. It wasn't a big
old, only about 10 m long. I went back on hoard Intruder and made
sady to lift. They rigged two big slings made of thick nylon, put a
preader bar in between the slings, hooked it up to the jumbo crane
nd lowered it over the side. Four of the crew swarmed down and
corked the sling over the hows and stern. The crane picked Intruder
ut of the water and swung it inboard. She was as snug as a bug in 2
ug. They covered up the hatches again and as soon as this was done
he people staked their claim to their little piece of ship and settled
n again as if nothing had happened. The whole procedure took about
n hour. It was marvellous. | thought, ‘Well, I'm going to travel in
tyle!’

And 1 did too, because the Chief Engineer insisted [ take his
abin, It was a great feeling to know that these seaman were helping
nother seaman, That's what it boiled down to: no matter what our
ace or creed, [ was a man of the sea and so were they. They under-
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stood my plight and were still trying to come to grips with the fact
that I'd reached Irian Jaya in such a small boat. It was an uneventful
trip downriver, but once we cleared the mouth of the Mariahe and
started pushing into those southeasterlies, it was a nightmare! The
Emprit had a big, blunt bow and took those seas like a hammer
hitting an anvil: hoom! hoom! It vibrated right through the ship and
top speed was six knots. | swear sometimes we were going astern. It
took twenty-four hours to reach Merauke. We finally arrived about
8.30 in the evening on Saturday. Those boys were very kind to me
and were true scamen. [ thanked them very much for their help and
wished them all the best. The Intruder was unloaded, and T cast off,
motored downstream and dropped the anchor, a gift from Raja’s

friends. | decided 1o wait until the next day before I tried to leave.
I'was up with the sun the next morning and bounced so hap-
pily out of bed 1 nearly put mysell in the drink. 1 was leaving! |
started the engines as soon as | was dressed, and downed a cup of
coffee while they warmed up. When 1 reached the sea the weather
conditions were good: 5 to 10 knot southeasterly breeze and the
y slight. I started to think my first real thoughts about what
since 14 Tuly and

seas v
waited for me back in Australia. ‘I've been awa
it’s now 2 August. That's quite a long time. [ guess there would've
been a search out for me by now? But how would I know?' I went
along nicely for the first hour, sitting on around 15 knots, but over

the next forty minutes it developed into a strong blow. | slowed
down in the heavy sea and thought, 'If it doesn't get any worse than
this I'll keep going.” But of course, it wasn't to be. The wind in-
creased over the next half hour to better than 40 knots, The seas

came up to an unbelievable sis metre cresting, 1 took a hell of a
battering, coming off the top of some of them and dropping into the
trough. T was sure the boat would splitin two and [ knew if this kept
up I'd never get back to Australia; | was barely making headw

Reluctantly, I made the decision to go hack to Merauke. 1 waited
for what I thought was a higger gap between the waves, and in the
trough [ fed her some gas, turned round smartly and set course for
Merauke. I'd been two hours going out and it took about forty min-
utes to get back. I was back in Merauke in shallow water about mid-
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 There was a trawler in port, the Dankov, full of Russians, which

| been arrested for not paying entry fees. They were waiting for 1:
company to send them money so they could leave. | suppose (1
‘re still there. | went aboard and introduced myself and spent a i
asant afternoon drinking whisky. I've seen some hard drinking in o
- days, but thase guys were really seasoned. They'd been there for a
g time and had sold off most of the boat in exchange for drink st
1 food. But they were good company. i
The next day | motored out to the mouth of the river early in -

- morning, Sure enough, that southeasterly wind was blowing and of

entured out four kilometres from the mouth. It was worse, so |
ne back and tied up to the Dankov again. While [ was out one day
lioed Australia, an air-sea rescue place on the south coast some=
ere, and asked them to tell my brother Gordon that | was alright.
¢ operator said they'd pass the message on. Eventually, after a
¢ more attempts to leave over the next few days, never succeed-
because of that wind, 1 decided that I would have to sell the boat
1 leave by air, After much negotiating | finally sold it for about
US8,000 (RM16,000) to a Chinese merchant. He drove a hard
gain, but there wasn't much | could do about it. He knew | wanted
leave, and he was the only guy around with any money or interest
the boat. While this deal was underway | rang a friend of mine in
th and asked him to contact my wife and tell her that I was a
ht. He told me he'd heard | was in trouble and my brother Gordon
s in Weipa organising an air search party for me.

‘Can you get in touch with Gordon and tell him to back off2"
d. "1 sent a message over the radio that I am alright, He mustn’®
ve got it.’

Il try, said my friend. ‘But he's in Weipa right now.”

| hung up and thought that at least my wile would now-defi
ely get confirmation that | was alright, and maybe she would g
contact with Gordon and stop him looking for me, I was fee
etty low after speaking with my friend, knowing that Gordon W
nning around the countryside searching for me.

Finally [ flew out of Merauke, after much bargaining to
kets, to Jakarta, and met with some people there who suggest
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ather strongly [ fly to Barcelona rather than go back to Australia, to
et things cool off. [ changed the money I had left, about SAUSE,000
RM12,000), into US dollars and flew out to Barcelona, via Schipol
n the Netherlands, but at Schipol | changed my mind and my ticket
nd flew to Glasgow, then drove on to Edinburgh. 1 stayed there for

few weeks, and was in touch with friends in Perth. They said [
hould come home and face the music, but I was worried about my
amily. Some of the people I met in Indonesia had suggested | needed
o stay away until the dust settled. 1 thought | should take that seri-
usly. [ have relatives in the States, so [ went to Florida and worked
round the arca until the Australian Federal Police caught up with
e. I wanted to come home earlicr and had even hought a ticket to
erth via Bangkok, but at the last minute I got cold feet and stayed

was finally nabbed because of going through Immigration at Mi-
mi. |'d already been out of the country once, via West Palm Beac h,
b renew my visa. But Miami has a focus on illegal immigration be-
ause of the Caribbean connection, and their computers must have
icked me up.

Meanwhile my family had been harassed by the Australian
ederal Police. My wife and brother had been arrested, on Christ-
as eve, on some trumped-up charges that were later dropped, all
an effort to lure me back. [ was pretty much relieved when the
lice did catch up with me, in the middle of March 1993, 1 wasn't
1 the run for my own sake, but for my family's. By the time I was
wght the heat had cooled, so it was time to return. | didn’t contest
e extradition proceedings in the States, and after a fow weeks in
istody in West Palm Beach I was escorted to Australia. My mate Al
as there to support me in court, and he said things about me that
owed what a true friend he was. | pleaded guilty in Melbourne
d was sentenced to eighteen months imprisonment, but nine
onths to serve, and nine months off for good hehaviour. T was re-
y in the fast lane. It was unheard of in the State of Victoria's legal
Story: charged on Sunday night to appear in court that same night,
manded until Wednesday, and in court on Thursday. From there 1
ent to Pentridge Prison, the main jail in Melbourne, for assess-

t, and then to Laddon Prison, at Castlemaine, a small town out
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Velbourne. Pentridge was a very nasty place, and I had a run-in
h some of the more notorious inmates, and was very glad to be
sferred to Loddon. Tt was very modern and, as far as prisons go,
y comfortable. 1 lived in a cottage with three other low security
joners, and we cooked our own meals. We weren't locked up
il 8 o'clock at night.

The day | was released my wife and son were there to meet
,and believe me; it was quite a reunion. | am just trying to geton
h my life now. My wife has stood by me, which Tam thankful for.
whole family has been very supportive. All my friends in West-
Australia have heen very good, and now it’s time to put all this
iind me and try and get on with my life. [ took Sheila to Terengganu
see Raja and the kids, just so she could see for herself that they
re alright, but Il let Raja tell that part of the story.

I don't make any excuses for what | did. | did what [ thought
s right. I'd probably do it again, but I'd do it different the next
ie: I'd make sure | wasn't caught. [ believe the Australian govern-
nt broke the law. I believe the Australian Family Court broke the
. Australia is a signatory to the Hague Convention which stipu-
s that children in disputed custody, from foreign countries, that
brought to Australia must be returned to their country of origin.
why wasn't that done in this case? Those children were born in
laysia to a Malaysian father. They were born under the Islamic
igion, with both parents embracing that religion. It was wrong to
n try to keep them in Australia. They were denied their birth-
ht as members of the royal family because their mother didn't
o the restrictive lifestyle. She abducted the children from Malay-

under a pretext, knowing full well she was not going to return.
who was the criminal? Not [, | don't think so. All T did was try to
the record right. That lady did the deed first by removing the
ildren from the family and bringing them to Australia. The Aus®
lian authorities should have returned them to the jurisdiction of
> Malaysian government. If that had been done none of this wo
er have happened.
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nd now 1 take over the story from Bryan. People say a long period
f contemplation is good for one’s soul. | certainly had plenty of
me to contemplate life the four days we were adrift at sea. I could
ever really sleep at night in the boat, so when everyone had dozed
ff, 1 would clamber out onto the deck and observe the dark open
a. | feared that while all of us were asleep, some pirates would
imh on board and surprise us.

Occasionally | would flash the hand-held searchlight, hopinga
sing vessel would spot us. It was important to think positive and
cep hoping help would come our way soon, Sometimes | could
vear [ heard the sound of engines approaching us and I would stare
ito the night expecting the welcome sight of some ship or vessel.
Jne’s mind certainly plays convincing tricks when one has heen
drift for a couple of days.

In the dark lonely nights [ often wondered if T would ever see

e rest of my family again. The face of my youngest daughter then,
ia, kept appearing in my mind. She was only one year old when I
st left her at the airport with my mother, my wife, Badrul and Ari.
erhaps some people might find it hard to understand why I left
hem to take such a risk to ‘save’ Iddin and Shahirah. To me, it is all
matter of principle and my sense of responsibility as their father.
ven if Tdidn't make it back, my family in Terengganu would still be
1 a much better position than Iddin and Shahirah, who were ne-
lected and not receiving proper love and care. | suppose this was
‘hen a man just had to say to himself, ‘A man has got to do what
an has got to do!’, and hope God would be on his side. The fact

t Iddin and Shahirah had been taken away from me for seven
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years does not diminish my sense of responsibility and love for them

At the same time 1 used to wonder during those long nights
about what Iddin had said to me when he became angry with me for
intervening during his disagreement with Shahirah an the boat. Did
Iddin really hate me? Had the seven years of Jacqueline's propa-
ganda and cultural cleansing conditioned Iddin to hate me? That
rare outburst by Iddin made me think hard. Shahirah's kick on my
shin and uttering of “You're not my real father! also haunted me. If
T was not her 'real’ father, did Jacqueline’s act of replacing my name
with that of Gillespie's as Shahirah's surname make lain Gillespie
her real father now? The Gillespies certainly had a mind cleansing
scheme well worked out to make my children disown me. Would
these two children really be mine if we made it back to Malaysia?

But in God I had put my trust so far and I realised [ should
continue to do so. [ had scarched deep into my soul before deciding
to bring them home and now [ placed my trust in God that he would
take care of all of us.

When we landed on Irian Jaya and I saw Iddin and Shahirah
jumping ashore and playing with the local kids even though they
could not understand one another, [ was convinced that they both
knew they were getting closer to home. Iddin had tears in his eyes
when we Had to leave his friend of two days, Musa, as we prepared
to make our way to Merauke. That he could relate so well 10 the
locals was a very positive sign.

When we left Kimaan for Merauke I urged Bryan to come with
us. He and T had been through an enormous amount together, and |

wasn't convinced that it was going to be easy for him to return to
Australia by boat. I talked to him about it, but he insisted he wanted
to get back to Australia by sea. After all, Sheila would be worried
about him! He was still more concerned about his wife than the
police!

Iddin, Shahirah and | flew to Merauke, jammed into the light
plane, and arrived to he greeted by the curious locals, with a refer-
ence from the people in Kimaan to assist us to return to Malaysia
after our trauma on the high scas. My friends had arranged for peo-
ple to help us, and they were very kind. We tried to sort out our
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programme with the airline ticketing officer who was also very
o a trio of shipwrecked travellers and asked him to help us
w first flight out. There were no direct flights to Mal
e, so first we had to go to Jayapura. | told friends in Merauke
3ryan would probably be coming to Merauke in his boat, and
age for

ia, of

sect him. Before we flew out from Merauke [left ame:
in a letter, but he never got it. It just said 1'd arranged things
m, which he knew anyway.
"The kind and sympathetic friends we made in Merauke wanted
stay longer but we couldn't. ] wasn't going to feel safe until we
back in Kuala Terengganu. I was afraid that Australian or even
wsian police might walk up to us at any moment and arrest us.
no idea what kind of news was out ahout us by then, and the
r we tarried in one place the more risky it became. lddin and
rah's hair and skin colour were quite light by comparison, so
were easily noticed. Fortunately the week at sea had tanned
skin, making them less noticeable, and I' made sure they wore
o hide their hair. Initially there were problems getting tickets,
1ey managed to squeeze us on a flight the next day. There were
iny people at the airport they were fighting for places. From
ura we went to Tamiaki, then Serebon and Ambon. We stopped
ight at the most at each place, though some were connecting
s. The kids thought it was the best trip in the whole world!
had never even been allowed near a plane when they were in
alia, and now they were flying in every sort imaginable, every
On one leg, as the kids were trying out tongue twisters and
1z, we were noticed by an Australian pilot who was on the same
He later reported to the media what he had seen: relaxed,
v kids which was contrary to Jacqueline's claims that they had
drugged and kept against their will. The only times I had to

irage them to do something against their will was in leaving the
s we visited because they were in such high spirits after their
itures on the high seas, in the villages of Irian Jaya and the
s of the Indonesian archipelago! At Ambon we stayed over
and from there we went west to Sulawesi, stopping at Ujung
ing, There was no direct connecting flight so we had to wait
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here another night until we caught a flight to Balikpapan on
Kalimantan and worked ourway up north to the northernmost town
on the coast of Kalimantan, called Tarakan. The kids particularly
iked this leg of the trip because they were fascinated by the local
afts and culture. They constantly wanted to collect souvenirs, and
till they keep asking me when they can return to their favourite
slaces in Indonesia. By now they well and truly knew that we were
0ing to Malaysia to see their family. They became more and more
xcited as we got closer, though in the beginning they were a little
rightened of Jacqueline's reaction. It was understandable, as they
ad been continuously 'brainwashed’ for seven years to never think
f Malaysia as their home, or of even going there for a holiday. Tarakan
s very close to Sabah, the nearest main town. We didn't have pass-

orts, sa | wanted to avoid going through Jakarta. I expected there
vas going to be a big hoo-ha and didn't want to be stopped. From
arakan we went to Tawau in Sabah, by hoat, smuggled across with
0 passports. That locale is shown as only one big island on many
naps of the arca between Tarakan and Tawau but there are thou-
ands of little islands dotting the place, so it was quite toslip by
nnoticed. The main island, Sebatik, is disputed territory between
Aalaysia and Indonesia. The night before we crossed into Malaysian

erritory, 24 July 1997, we were all so excited we couldn't sleep, and
tayed up till well after midnight talking. Iddin especially was plan-
ing things he wanted to do in Malaysia, like camping in the jungle,
shing and sighting Malaysian tigers in the wild! At Tawau we caught
domestic flight to Kota Kinabalu and no longer needed passports.
Ve were as good as home.

Sabah was the first chance I'd had to look at the papers. [ had
ne sent up to our room in our hotel. The first thing I saw was a
hoto of my mother holding Iddin's traditional dress which he'd last
vorn when he was two and a half years old. T went down into the
bby and looked at all the other backdated papers that were lying
round. The story was on the front pages every day. The New Straits
imes, Utusan Malaysia, Berita Harian, you name it, it was every-
here. | didn't realise our story was that big. There was a lot of hoo-
a from politicians saying this, and other people saying that, and
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ic opinion polls, OF course, Australia was making a lot of noise,
about an evil Muslim prince stealing two Australian children,
media in Australia treated my case as if it happened in a vacuum,
nothing happened before [ decided to bring my kids home, Ty
- have been too much trouble to properly research my story,
use the treatment | experienced at the hands of the Family Court
never even mentioned. I was simply portrayed as a fanatical,
st suicidal Muslim who impulsively took the law into his own
Is. There was also a big diplomatic row, which came to a head at
SEAN conference in Manila when the Australian Foreign Min-
Gareth Evans, questioned the Indonesian Foreign Minister, Ali
15, whether the Indonesian government was sheltering me? It
hecome a diplomatic problem for Indonesia, Malaysia and Aus-
1+ so | thought it was a bit risky to appear anywhere. If | was
2 to appear [ wanted to wait until [ got back to Malaysia.
Throughout the trip, and even in Sabah, I lay low. 1 shaved
> of my beard off in Indonesia, though when I left Australia T
"t alter it because Jacqueline probably would have expected me
ange it and told the police as much, But in Sabah nobody no-
| me. The issue didn't become very big there. Perhaps the resi-
s of Sabah are interested neither in Australian nor western
wysian dramas? In West Malaysia the story was huge, T discov-
upon my return. | rang my mother and wife briefly to tell them
vere safe and on our way back, but I couldn’t tell them where |
because their phones could have been tapped. I asked them to
for us in Kuala Lumpur on Saturday and Sunday because we
Id arrive either day. We tried to get a flight from Kota Kinabalu
ight we got in, about 6 pm, but the next flight to Kuala Lumpur
pm was booked out. The next available flight was the following
noon, so we rested at a small hotel, The kids had been thor
ly enjoying the trip though it was hardly a pleasure jaunt for
sspecially the flights across the sea and islands, the multitude of
rent, and very friendly people, and the trip in a small boat. It
s great introduction to the culture of Indonesia, They just wanted
ep on travelling, despite being keen to get home and see theif
dparents and brothers and sisters!
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Iddin, as we lay on the beds in the motel, said, in a dreamy sort
of way, ‘Abah, when we get to Terengganu, can we stay in Malaysia
1 bit longer than the school holidays?'

Before | had time to answer this most wonderful of questions,
Shah said, 'Yeh! Can we stay longer?

I said, "Yeh, [ suppose so. Yeh,' in-a normal voice, though | was
ery pleased at these unexpected requests. 1 thought they would
ake a while to settle in, and possibly pine a bit for their mother.
Dbviously the excitement of the trip and the thought of secing their
elations was very strong. It was probably a relief for them to he
way from Jacqueline's control, as well.

‘But school's opening soon,” 1ddin said. ‘How can we miss it?"

‘'l take care of it,’ | said. 'T'll write to Australia or whatever
nd sort it out. How long do you want to s
n we stay until the end of the year?" Shahirah asked
“The end of the school year? That will be about four months,'

replied.

‘Can we? Can we?' they both chanted in unison. There was no
alk of mum and no interest in ringing her. Away from her influence
hey quite happily, and of their own accord, torgot the rules that
ad been imposed upon them in order to keep them apart from
heir father. And they hadn't even met their grandmother and brother
nd sisters yet! It's incredible how things work out for the best. That
vas the funny part: they were a bit worried about school, not about
heir mother.

‘What happens if we miss a lot of school? Can we go to school
1 Terengganu?’ [ddin said after I'd agreed that they could stay untl
he end of the year.

'Yes, Abah, can we? What sort of schools do they have in
erengganu?’ asked Shahirah.

“That'll be OK. I'll sort it out for you, and the schools are OK,
st like normal schaols. In the meantime, we'd better get some sleep
1 case we have to catch an early flight.’

T was still running on nervaus energy, and at every opportunity
slept. Like all kids, Iddin and Shahirah would try and stay awake
rever unless they were prompted. While they were getting their
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1as on 1 made a call and found out there was another flight avail-
mmediately because the flight that was supposed to take off at §
had a problem with its hvdraulics which had to repaired. The
ngers who were supposed to board that flight caught another
through Kuching, Because that flight was delayed and there
a fair number of cancellations, there were seats available.
'OK, we'll take it, thank you,' | said, and we rushed to the
.
We left about 1 am and there weren't many people aboard. |
t want to attract too much attention so we sat in first class with
two other people. We touched down at Kuala Lumpur at 4 am,
ay. | was so happy to see Kuala Lumpur.

1 looked down at the city as we landed and thought, "['ve never
such beautiful lights in my life.

We arrived in Kuala Lumpur — for me, at that time, the pretti-
ty in the whole world =26 July 1992, We left Melbourne on 10
Weipa on 12 July, were a week at sea, so arrived Irian Jaya 19
Between 19 and 26 July we were in the air on our way to Kuala
pur! We went straight to meet my family. Everyone came to see
hey were worried because they hadn't known where we were.
nother was in tears, hugging the children. Iddin and Shahirah,
te being tired from the flight, were running about meeting eve-
., and playing with their brothers, sisters and cousins.

The next morning | looked at the papers and we were still on
ront pages. The ASEAN meeting in the Philippines was getting
sf hand. There was tension between Australia, Indonesia and

ysia.

‘Where is this fugitive?' Gareth Evans asked the Indonesians
Malaysians.

They didn't know, but T was sure they would have liked this
ent to calm down and go away. So did I. I spoke to my uncle,
awyer, and he said I had better hold a press conference.
“Today, even though it's Sunday, just to clear the whole thing,
use there's just so much speculation. All sorts of people are
ving accusations at one another. Just clear the air, that you're
here,” he said.
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So 1 called Bernama news agency and spoke 1o a guy whose
name 1'd been given at the switchboard when | rang in

‘I would like to call a press conference this afternoon, 1 said
forgetting to introduce myself.

‘Who's this on the line?' he asked.

‘Raja Bahrin.'

“Raja Bahrin! You're sure you're Raja Bahrin?' he shouted, very
xcited.

“Yes, | am Raja Bahrin.'

‘Oh, Raja Bahrin, we have been looking for you. | am very
leased you rang,’

‘It seems a lot of people have been looking for me," | replicd.
‘Do you remember me?" he asked. ‘1 used to work in
srengganu.’

He mentioned a few places and functions where we had been
ntroduced. ‘Oh, yes. I think I met you.'

‘So, when did you get bac
ort.

“This morning, very early.”

‘And when do you want to hold your press conference?’

2" he said, having established a rap-

“This afternoon would be fine," 1 said, wanting to get it over,

'OK! 'l et everyone know. There will be a lot of people there,
ou know?'

I had my first press conference at the Park Royal Hotel at 3
‘clock that afternoon, and the guy from Bernama was right: half
he world was there, including half the Australian High Commission
nd the Deputy High Commissioner, Tim George

The doors of the lift opened and | was greeted by a flickering
vall of flash bulbs, cameras and half-glimpsed faces.

The questioning was very direct, but I simply said, ‘Sufficient
rme to say we made it back safely.’

Of course, everyhody wanted to see the kids

‘Oh, the kids need a rest, so maybe in a few days time.’

I didn’t want them to be too bothered. They were getting too
xcited meeting their grandmother and grandfather and all the other
ids and other cousins. Everybody was swarming the place. They'd
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a few days to recover from that excitement, let alone the trip,
taved in KL for about a week, to sort out things with the ay-
ties. They wanted to know how the hell I got back, and how the
gotinwithout passports. | had all those legal things to sort out.
ly we left and went back to Terengganu. There were still some
ters from Australia waiting for us: Channel Nine and Virginia
segger amongst others. | had to hold another press conference
rengganu just to satisfy them. 1 told them the story, explaining
ears of deprivation and humiliation that had led up to my deci-

One of the reporters even asked me, 'What took you so long?”
The law is supposed to protect a decent citizen,' [ said. 'l think
uite decent and deserved some protection from the law, but
susly it was a misplaced hope. I didn't get anything from it

After that conference with the Australian media ended about
, T went home and at 6 pm I collapsed. It took me a month to
rer. 1 had a carbuncle on my back, which became infected so
1 [ needed alternate daily trips to the clinic for attention, and
ach ulcers from the stress, as well as chronic fatigue. But the
weren't sick at all, not even a cold. They settled in very quickly,
st as if they hadn't left when they were very young and been
ght up in Australia. Even in my wildest drean
d for them to settle in better than they actually did. It still
fises me. | expected some difficulties at first, at least. | assumed
would miss their mother and life in Australia, and their school
ds. But T suppose, looking at how they landed in Irian Jaya, how
instantly played with the kids in the village; I should have known
wouldn't have problems settling in. They were very happy. It
simple as that.

The day after we got back to Terengganu they both went to
nother's house next door, and wanted to see where their old
were! Iddin remembered his tortoise pillow, after all that time.
turtle-shaped patchwork pillow with a turtle head that he used
-ep with. Turtles are found here in Terengganu, so he must have
nbered a lot about them despite his mother's attempts to make
forget his origins. He also asked for a little play car he remem-
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ered. Shah didn’t remember anything because she was only a cou-
le of months old when she was taken to Australia, but Iddin re-
rembered a lot. He remembered the swing that used o hang on
he tree outside my bedroom window. He used to sit on it a lot in
he afternoon and we used to push him. They fitted in quite com-
ortably at home:

Onie day they both came to me (1 was still ill in bed) and Iddin
aid, 'What will mum say, Abah? We haven't rung her up her for ages.

“Yeh, Abah. Will mummy be angry with me?" Shahirah asked,

ounding very worried.

That surprised me, too. She wasn't missing her mother, other
han to fret that she might be punished for not ringing her. Shah
casn't sure how Jacqueline would react because she was so used to
eporting twice a day.

‘Don't worry, T said. 'Leave it to me. 'l sort it out. [t1] be all
ight.

The other amazing thing was the second night in Kuala Lumpur:
hah met my wife Norilah, and developed a loving relationship from
he start. | didn't really expect that, either. The best | hoped for was
hat they hoth would like Norilah. Shah quickly attached herself to
Jorilah. One night when we were still in Kuala Lumpur | had to go
ut with Norilah for a while one evening, so we left them at the
ouse with my mother and a few other aunties and friends of the
amily. We came back about 10.30 pm and discovered that Shah
ad refused to go to sleep. She sat on the couch and waited for
Jorilah to come back and put her to'sleep: Shali'had seen how
Jorilah attended to Ria who was only one year old and she became
uite attached to Ria because she said she always wanted a baby
he would follow Norilah as she looked

ster or brother to play with.
fter Ria. Norilah was always there as she doesn’t go out to work. 1
hink that devotion and constant closeness really won Shah to
Jorilah, who is a very kind and loving person anyway. Shah wouldn't
a to bed until Norilah was in bed with her. For the first couple of

ecks back in Terengganu she slept with Norilah and Iddin in the
ame room. Nearly everyone, except me because I was too ill, ended
D sleeping in one big room with mattresses everywhere.
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Norilah told me that Shah had said to her, I like the way kids
o sleep here, with you. I didn't get to have that in Australia, My
n wouldn’t tell me stories or sing to me. | really like this, [ lijke
to stroke my hair before [ go to sleep. 1 like all the others to go to
p together. T like that you're always here. My mummy always
le me sleep in a different room. Sometimes when I have night.
es and wake up in the middle of the night and cry, and want to
nd sleep with her, she wouldn't let me 1o sleep with her, She
ld put me back to sleep in my own room, and leave me again,
t of the time we had to go ta sleep ourselves, hecause mummy
n't home much.’

She told Norilah a lot more than she did me. It has been very
| for me to tell these things to people, especially women, he=
e I thought they would feel it was a set-up and probably wouldn’t
sve me. But that is what Shah told us: that she was getting here
tshe was not getting in Australia. She wasn 't talking about good

- fancy, expensive, remote-controlled dolls or video games —
about having people around when she wants to go to sleep,

Iddin brought this up: he said, 'When we were there, some-
s we had to ask for things to eat, but here, at mealtime, theres
ys enough.

That made me think I had been right in Melbourne when I
how skinny they were and suspected they weren 't getting enough
. 1ddin and Shahirah have formed their own opinions and made
- own judgements of where they would rather be, maybe not so.
hwith whom they would rather be. It's not so much a matter=
ast not in the beginning — that maybe they liked Norilah more
they liked their own mother, but that the way things are ar-
ed in Terengganu more to meet their needs than what they had
1 getting in Australia. Shah and Iddin get attention here. Besides
wife, there's my mother, who wants nothing more than to look
- the grandkids

I have heard reports of people in Australia who said 1 brain-
sed the kids, That probably reflects how those people behave:T
‘thave to try and brainwash my own children even if I'd wanted
5 50 because they formed their own opinions, When they first
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ne back they could speak a handful of words in Malay but rapidly
ot the language and became very successful at school. That's
dly the sign of unhappy, troubled children. Before school started
Decerber 1 sent them-for Milay langnage tuition;s:couple of
s a week. Shah was already in Grade 1 when Throught her back
1 when she started school in Terengganu she should've been in

But the schoolteacher said, ‘She's learning a whole new lan-
age, making a new family, and new friends. Let her stay in Grade
nd repeat the previous year

'OK, that's fine," I said. | was just happy that they wanted to
to school. When we were on our trip | had thought there might
some problem when it came to starting school in Malaysia. But
vy wanted o go to school, and they could speak Malay fairly well
er only two and a half months of tuition. They picked it up very
t because with the other brothers and sisters it was just yak, yak,
<, all the time.

About seven weeks into the semester the schoalteacher called
+ and said, ‘We think Shah can move up to Grade 2. There's no
od for her to stay in Grade 1. She can more than cope. There’s no
od to keep her one class behind, because by her age she should be
Grade 2, anyway.’

‘Fine, if vou think she's ready, I'll leave it to your judgement,’ 1
lied.

The school I sent them to and which they still attend is a me-
im-sized school and the teachers there are excellent. They pay a
of attention to the kids and get very good results. It's not one of
sse couldn't-care-less sort of schools, After her first exam at the
1 of the semester - [ thought they might exempt her from taking
_shie brovight back ket report card; She was very proud as she
nded it to me. | looked at it. Then I looked again. Documents
med always to be startling me! | thought there must be some-
ng wrong, She came third in class. | wondered how it could be?

I went to see the teacher and said, 'Is it right?'

“Yes, she said, smiling at my disbelict ‘she came third in the
5.
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And her class wasn't the middle class - it was the best class for
two. During that first year many journalists, especially Aus-
15, would ring and want to interview me. They would ask about
(s, occasionally implying that I was not telling them the truth
I said Iddin and Shahirah were settling in very well
“You go and talk ta the schoolteachers, I 'said.‘You ask them. It
to brainwash Shah to like my present wife and forget her mother,
are there would be some psychological scar there. She would
sturhed, or depressed, or

happy somehow. She would be d
sver. She surely couldn’t perform that well in school, no mat-
w hard she tried. She got third in her first semester in school,
ew language, new environment, new country, new everything.
t explain it myself, but it’s fact. Something must be right here
r to be able to perform like that.!

| was just happy that they wanted to go to school. I didn't
t them to pass with flying colours! The fact that they were
1 to go to'school and mix with other kids was wonderful. T was
ired for them to take two or three vears to settle down, but
moved into life in Terengganu with barely a ripple.

Journalists would inevitahly ask me, ‘Don't they miss their

er? Don't they cry?’

I found it very hard to explain. | think that no matter how
1 tried to explain it wouldn't have been very convincing, be-
. obviously people are going to expect that I was biased and
d hide something.

“You ¢an talk to me all you like about other things, [ said, 'but
- as the kids are concerned | think you should see for yourself
nd farm your own opinion.

e to my house, have afternoon tea
t train the kids to perform like circus monkeys. See them in
environment. They've got their pets, they play away in the
. Just observe them, Speak to them. I don't have to be around.
k to the children one by one, alone, just in case you think [ will
wering over them ta make them say things. Come, see the kids
me.

Diana Webster, Doctor Margaret Harris and Nick Cater from

¢ Kong were some of the journalists who accepted my invita=
' '

260

il

B
th
di



tion and saw the kids, and all of them went back and wrote very
positive things. 1 don't know how 0 explain it without seeming to
want to put Jacqueline down. It's not my intention to say that she
was not a good mather. What do | get out of saying things like that?
It's just that there were certain things lacking in Iddin and Shahirah's
ife in Australia. They were neglected. 1 don't try to compare
lacqueline with Norilah, but there must have been something not
uite right in Australia and something a lot more right in Malaysia
or them to adapt and settle in so fast,

To think that maybe half of Australia is up in arms against me
ecause of what they read in the papers, that I'm a child-snatcher
ind a cruel father, saddens me. But facts are st

wger than fiction.
magination can only run to a certain level, but facts are created by
Sod.

While the kids were settling in and | was recovering, talking to
ournalists and attempting to get my life and finances back in order,
was also faced with pos

ibility of a successful extradition order by
he Australian government. It had been talked about for a long time
cfore they actually applied to extradite me. The Attorney-General
Australia studied the case, looking for loaphole, I had asked the
lalaysian Foreign Ministry and the Law Department if it would be
kely to succeed, and they thought not. Tt would have been a politi-
al decision to allow Australia to extradite me, and that wasn't likely
oth countries really just wanted the whole thing to blow over, but
1t wasn't so ca:

thanks to Jacqueline's manipulation of the me-

[t was unlikely [ would be extradited because it helps if there
a treaty for extradition between the two countries that spells out
¢ legal processes to follow, There doesn’t have to be one, but it's
isier to get extradition if there

Malaysia doesn’t have an extradi-
on treaty with Australia, but that doesn't stop cither government
asionally requesting extradition. There have been instances where
alaysia has surrendered a Malaysian to the Australian authoritics

v criminal s. 1 was confident, though not completely worry-
e, it would not be granted because the application for extradition

s to satisfy prerequisites. Amongst these prerequisites is one that
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hat the applying government must prove there is ‘dual
lity in the other nation, This means that if, say, the crime is
ia? Does

 murder in Australia, is it called a murder in Mala
rime exist in both places? In the case of murder, of course it
riminal breach of trust? Yes, of course. In my casc, it was
s of children.

Vhat 1 did was not wrong by Malaysian law, but what
ine did was wrong. By Malaysian law 1 had the right to the
n and it was Jacqueline who did the wrong thing. It should
«en true in Australia, too, except for the Family Court's preju-
Inder Malaysian law, was it wrong for Raja Bahrin to bring his
1 hack? [ could argue that I did it to enforce the judgement of
laysian court in an unarthodox fashion, and not as the sery-
the Muslim court and | did the right thing.

second prerequisite for extradition was that the Australian
ment had to satisfy the Malaysian government that if | were
ent back to Australia | would stand a fair trial. How could I
fair trial? I'd been portrayed all over the media as a villain,
ague and a prince of thieves (it was just after the film Robin
1'd been in the newspapers God knows how many times, so
ere my chances of getting a fair trial? These twao factors stood
uch in my favour, but I was still worried. Governments foul
up sometimes, or there could have been political reasons for
g the extradition, to improve relations between the two coun-

inally news came that the Australian government was going
ly for my extradition but they hadn't yet put it officially to
laysian government. | talked to my lawyers and we decided
1 to make a strong case. We went to the Syariah court and
them to pass judgement on the court ruling that they origi-
nade about Jacqueline's actions in 1985 taking the children
Malaysia against my permission; and removing them from the

s jurisdiction and scope of influence. That original order was

on her at the Family Court hearing in February 1986. So the

lian court, and therefore the government, knew; they just ig=

it.
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Jacqueline didn’t respond 1o that order in any way. She had
rom 1986 until 1992 = six years — and what was her response? Noth-
ng. The Syariah court passed judgement that she was in contempt
f the court order, showed great disrespect for the court by refusing
o even acknowledge that it was even served on her, and put out a
varrant for her arrest. But we didn’t go any further than that. We
ould have asked the Malaysian government to extradite her Whether
hey would have agreed and whether the Australian government
vould have permitted it was a different matter. We just wanted o
nake a point that she had been ignoring the Malaysian court order
ince 1986, so who was the criminal? A lot of Australians didn't
ven realise that there was a Malaysian court order asking for her to
ome back. Jacqueline managed to overlook that when she appeared

or the media,
Finally the Australian government served an order for my

adition, and it was rejected, as expected. Unfortunately, however,
seems the Australian government has not let the case drop. [t seems
iterpol is involved and I'm being hunted down like a murderer or a
reat train robber. I have wondered what it is about me that attracts
o much attention, but then [ realise it has nothing much to do with
1e personally. | have become a famous media figure like Ronald
iggs, thanks to Jacqueline. There are many cases of international
hild abduction each year —about ninety in Australia alone — that go
y without any media attention and only the most cursory judicial
lance.

I've had many letters from men from all over the world who
ave been in similar positions as me and took similar actions. They
rite and offer their moral support and commiserate about all the
wedia and government attention | have received. One father wrote

aid he took his son out of Australia too because he was
ot satisfied he had received a fair hearing in the Australian court. In
ontempt of court, he nevertheless took the child to Poland, leaving
ustralia by yacht. He sailed all the way to Japan, made his way
cross Russia, and went back to Poland. He wrote to the judges and
id, ‘Look, I've got my son here, what do you want to do about
1at?' He even sent photos poking his tongue out and wiggling his

> me and
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ers in his cars! Then he left his kid in Poland, returned to Aus-
a and wasn't arrested. He struck a deal with the Family Court,
Then he brought his son back and
That's just one example.

they finally gave him custody.
1 continue to live in Australia. Why?
re are so many examples. He wrote to me and thought my story
atrocious. That's what a lot of fathers who've been to the Family
rt think. So why single me out? I presume 1 have received such
ntion, especially from the Australian government and media,
wise Jacqueline is married to an influential media person, is am-
sus in that field herself, and because T am Asian, a Muslim and a
nber of a royal family. Alas, | am also an ordinary architect, a
th soccer manager, a hushand and a father who wants to lead a
-t life. 1 hope that this book will finally put to rest this saga and
will all be ahle to live normal lives,

Lver since we came back Jacqueline has been requesting ac-
to Iddin and Shahirah.

‘I'm not against that, I told her, "but it has to be done prop-

Knowing Jacqueline, she'd he out to sensationalise it, both in
media, and with the kids. The kids were settling in nicely and |
V't want to upset that rhythm, no matter what anyone wanted to
me: selfish or revengeful. But I had to be careful for the sake of
kids. If they were happy | wanted to keep them that way.

“You start by writing to the kids,' I said. ‘You write, OK?'

Wiriting can be controlled, but if she was on the phone she
1ld start wailing and crying and 1 didn't know what would hap-
to the kids. It may disturb them.

So I said, ‘You write through your lawyers, sent to my lawyers,
hat there's proof that the letter's sent, and I'll make sure the kids
all the letters, No problem at all.*

She refused. She insisted that the letters that she write be con-
ed by the Australian High Commission in Kuala Lumpur, which
very political and very show biz. The High Commission had
lier written to me and asked to see the children, a request to
ich 1 said no, because of the dangerous implication. Jacqueline
. arguing that they were Australian children because she regis-
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tered them in Australia. | sought legal advice which said that if 1 Jet
anyone from the Australian High Commission sce the children for-
mally, then it amounted to admission that the children were Aus-
tralians. That might not affect my case materially, but it would go
some way towards Jacqueline being able to say, ‘See! They are Aus-
tralian children.’ As far as 1 am concerned they were born in Malay-

sia, and they were taken out of the country on their Malaysian pass-
ports. If they were full-blooded Australian children why did Tain
Gillespie and Jacqueline want my signature for their passports to go
to Fiji? If they're one hundred percent Australian why did they need
a Malaysian man to sign their passports? Why couldn't Jacqueline
just sign? She had to come to me. Finally Jacqueline wrote a letter to
the kids — almost two years later! — through her lawyer, to my law-
yer, and sent to the kids, It was about one and a half pages and said
how she missed them, and what was happening in Australia. A sec-
ond letter arrived in 1993, Twao letters. | made the kids respond to
the first letter. They were sitting watching television when I arrived

home from work.

I took the letter out of my briefcase and said, ‘Iddin. Shahirah
There's a letter here from your mum.’

Iddin looked up at me briefly and said, ‘Oh?"

Shahirah just kept watching the television.

‘Shahirah. It's from your mother in Australia. Don't you want
to read it?’

She turned around to me and shrugged her shoulders. 'OK,
Abah, later”

1 handed it to Iddin. ‘Make sure you réad it, OK?' 1said

‘OK, Abah, he said, and put it at his feet.

I waited for a few days and they didn't seem to write back
Neither of them had come to me or Norilah with a letter to post.

One day [ said to them when [ had them together, 'Why don’t
vou write back to your mum? At least say something. Tell her how
you feel here, whatever.!

They still didn't seem very interested but urged them again
and even gave them some paper and pens. They sat down at the
dining table and wrote, about four lines each. So | put them in an
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pe and sent them to my lawyers, and then to hers, and finally
even months later anather letter arrived from

jueline herself.
vother, the journalist who missed them so much she obvi-
couldn’t even write! If she had started writing and the chil-
tarted to correspond even if | had to continue to coax them
ere were no ‘bad vibes' from the kids, then we could have
‘ded toa telephone call. But she refused to participate in that
or and instead simply demanded phone calls.
said, ‘By all means I would proceed to that. But you start
g
tis a great pity for her that she could not let go of her need for
rama and simply regularly write to the kids. 1 did everything 1
crmitted when the kids were in Australia, and had to fight
ust for that! That | was offering her any access at all after her
ent of me and the kids should be considered a miracle. But
1s were almost afraid of her because they thought they would
d to go back. The children didn't understand that the threat
adition applied only to me. Every night on the television news
would be a reference to the latest development, followed up
- papers the next day,
They'd go to school and their friends would say, ‘Hey! Your
's going to be taken back to Australia. You'll have to go toa!”
They were terrified at the thought of leaving Terengganu and
ing to Australia and their mother! They became quite resent-
well.
“explained, ‘No, it's not for you. [t's only for me.
What happens if you get sent, Abah?' Shah asked.
I'd be there for a few years on Her Majesty's guest list. I'd go
But you'll still be here. They can't take you.’
But neither she nor Iddin quite believed it. Kids don't under-
extradition. They think if it's for me then it's for them too,
built their resentment towards Jacqueline. Jacqueline didn't
the damage she created with her behaviour. She insisted T
e evil one, but when she created situations like that the kids
lso irritated.
ddin came back from school one day and said, ‘Why can't1be
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ke any other kid? Why do people always ask me about this thing?
m really sick of it, Abah. I wish they'd all just leave me alone.”
Every time Jacqueline created some new media exposure or
iplomatic incident, the kids would be upset. I was very careful about
wdia interviews with the kids because | knew they would be af-
cted. | would rather have stayed silent and let it all die down, but
ause Jacqueline was so intent on spreading her own version of
ents, [ realised it would be harmful not only for me, but for the

ds, ta have the population of Australia wrongly informed. It was a
atter of countering the lies. | was also aware that she might try
her means of getting the children back. She was unscrupulous the
st time so | imagined she might try again. In October 1994 there
ere a lot of events occurring around our house that I cauldn't treat
merely coincidental. An Australian was found near our house at 3
n by a police patrol car. He couldn't exactly say why he was there.

vas a serviceman based in Singapore, alone in the car, equipped
ith a car phone. After that there were a couple of Western women
ho came past our house, along the side lane. They stopped in front
‘our house and took photographs, walked on down to the beach
d then returned, got on a bus and left. Were they novelty shots or
rveillance photos? Ever since we arrived back we have employed
curity guards, who are with the kids at all times. Perhaps that will
ve to continue until Iddin and Shahirah are old enough to apply
r their own passports?
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vhat of Bryan during all of this? Thoughts of his whereabouts
ell-being haunted me daily. I was very worried about his fate.
1 to find out through some friends in Australia if there had
any news of Bryan, but he was just reported missing by Sheila.
ugh | wanted to call Sheila it was very awkward for me he-
1 would have had a lot of explaining to do and | imagined that
1 would be quite upset with me for putting Bryan in danger. T
ied to trace back Bryan's stay in Merauke, but was only told he
not go back to Australia by hoat due to bad weather. I learned
hat Bryan had made his way to Jakarta and then to Europe. All
se enquiries took place during the hectic period when we ar-
back in Malaysia and the media and governments were asking
lot of questions regarding our adventure,

After my last media conference in Terengganu | fell ill for a
h, as 1 have mentioned, and in the middle of that month I
ed a call from Bryan who told me he was somewhere in Eu-
and on the run from the Australian authorities. | wanted to
him but [ couldn’t as my own resources were so low because of
ip and the previous seven years of trips to Australia and Family
 cases. Just after that call Jacqueline's friends in the media
how obtained my private telephone number and started mak-
rassing calls. Due to my weak physical condition, and for se-
- reasons as advised by the local police, we had to change our
¢ number as the harassing calls continued without abate. So 1
 get any more calls from Bryan, though he did call my office
and talked to Sharifah. But I wasn't able to get back to work
o months after my collapse.
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Early in 1993 I had news that Bryan had been arrested in
\merica and brought back to Melbourne for trial. Both Iddin and
hah were in tears to learn of Uncle John's' fate. They couldn't
nderstand why Bryan was arrested

‘Why are they jailing Uncle John, Abah?" Iddin asked. "He only
elped us come home to Malaysia after many years away from our
irthplace.

“Who's going to look after Uncle John's children if he is in
112" said Shahirah.

I'was just as puzzled by the relentless pursuit of Bryan. If they
reren't able to get me then Bryan had to pay for it. They had to
1ake an example to other fathers, to warn them of the dangers of
angling with the ‘untouchable’ Family Court of Australia. No one
cemed to care about the inhuman treatment and great hardship
hat fathers had to go through at the Court’s hands. I would not
ave done what 1 did if the Court had at least granted me some
ights as the natural father of my two children. Being denied the
ight to retain my name as their surname was too much for me to
ake. Bryan was the scapegoat they had to have, and the Gillespies
nanipulated the Australian media at an extraordinarily perverted
vel. [ was reduced to a subhuman in their descriptions. Bryan had
o suffer in my place. 1 faxed a letter to the judge on the day of
ryan's sentencing, explaining my role in the affair, and my solici-
ors took it to court personally. I hoped that my letter had some
earing on Bryan's cighteen-month sentence instead of the maxi-
sum thirty-six months. Of course, Bryan had a clean record then
nd | maintain he has one now. After all, he only helped two chil-
ren come home to their birthplace from which they had been re-

noved by deceitful means.

| received a letter from Sheila when Bryan was on the run, She
vas understandably very upset and cross with me. [ felt extremely
ad about it but I could not explain to her the full circumstances. |
ad tried warning Bryan of the gravity of the risks if things went
vrong, hut Bryan, being the jovial, soft-hearted person he is, just
rushed it aside and often said, ‘What's wrong with a bloody man
vanting to take his children home?' He often said it was going to be
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k trip across to Irian Jaya and back but fate had it we were in
eal high-seas, high-drama, international adventure. | had been
ed for the worst, even if T had to spend three years in prison,
as, it was Bryan who had to suffer in my place. 1 wanted to
cila financially when Bryan was on the run and in jail, espe-
15 she had great problems with her house mortgage and other

The media certainly weren't leaving her alone, cither. But
unately I wasn 't able to work for two months after I got back,
‘en when | recovered business was poor and very slow. [ felt
ted to help Sheila as much as [ could, although 1 was strug-
nyself. It was the least | could do since [ had my children back
ne, and 1 still feel bad that I was not able to help much more,
- as much as | could given the tight situation my family was
r the traumatic and tz
‘inally, Bryan was released from prison, after only nine months
sentence, and after a while settling in with his family, made
ements to bring Sheila to visit us. By the time they arrived it
d such a long time ago that our adventure had occurred. So
struggle, anguish and conflict and then Bryan was with us
nore. Both Iddin and Shahirah, as well as my other children,
ery eager to see big 'Uncle John', as he was still affectionately
. It was a very emotional reunion for me as Bryan walked up
kids and hugged them.

You're both a lot bigger than when we were at
ng.

or me, the look on Sheila’s face as she saw how happy and
1ddin and Shah were in Terengganu, was worth more than all
ney in the world. The pair contentedly played with their other
rs and sisters, and both adored the youngest, Nazirah, who
en only one and a half years old. They would constantly pick
‘and cuddle her. It was very important for me to know that
was convinced the children really had settled down happily.
sheila spoke to Norilah, I could see that both of them got on
ell together. They must have exchanged a lot of motherly
Sheila later told me that it made her feel a lot better about
3ryan had done when she saw the actual situation. She had

ing experience.

" he said,
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ad only the Australian press version, and most of them had never
ven seen the kids, let alone spent time with them in Terengganu,
Ithough it may not have compensated her for the hardship she had
» endure when Bryan was a at lcast as a mother she seemed
mvinced it was the right environment for Iddin and Shahirah. She

card from the children's own mouths what their preferences were,
1d what their carlier life in Australia was like. Sheila later said to
e, after she had seen the kids, that when she had read Jacqueline's
counts in the press, she didn't believe them
‘It didn't sound real, as if she was really concerned for her kids.
was more that she wanted to get in the papers, All the photos
ere so set up, you didn’t have 1o be an expert to tell there was
sthing natural about them.’
The most satisfying thing about the reunion with Bryan was

eing Bryan and Sheila's faces light up when the Malaysian media
nobbed' them at the Kuala Lumpur airport on their arrival. The
edia greeted Bryan like a local war hero who had just returned
sme! And he truly deserved it. I noticed the initial look of appre-
snsion on his face, followed by almost utter dishelief when he real-
ed how kindly the Malaysian media were treating him.

[n his typical fashion, Bryvan quipped to me, ‘It sure is a wel-
yme bloody change from the cruel treatment 1 was given by the
ustralian press; Raj!' The night of his arrival at Kuala Lumpur re-
ly belonged to him as virtually the entire media corps turned up to
gerly await him. The next day his face was all over the local news-
ipers and on TV, This very man who was painted as an ‘evil villain’
¢ the Australian press, thanks to the Gillespies' intensive media
bbying, was now a national hero in a foreign land, in a country he
wce served in as a young man with the Australian Army.

Mose fanfare awaited Bryan the following day when | took

m to meet the children in Terengganu. TV3, the country's leading
ivate television station, showed the touching reunion 'live’ to
alaysian viewers, [t seemed as if everyone was waiting to sce big
Incle John' hug the two Malaysian kids he helped bring home.
Now Bryan is back with his family, after helping another fam-
s become whole again. Bryan was a total stranger to the kids when
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sgreed to help me. He came from a completely different back-
and and culture. He risked a lot to help another father regain the
 children who had been slowly cut off from their natural dad.
ly another father who had gone through the same pain could
y appreciate the comradeship that developed between Bryan and
[t wasn't about money and it wasn't about believing in the same
sion or even culture; it was about what it means to a father to
¢ his children under his care. How did these two strangers, who
by chance, form a team that went across thousands of miles,
sued by the Australian authorities? It was fated that it was all to
pen.

I don't know what the future holds for my family, but one
g | know for sure is that we are going to try and stay together.
re are people who live in poverty but perhaps don't realise that
t is better to be not so well off
ier than be s rich that family life is dictated by its influence, We
e gone through much together as a family and we hope we will
tinue to grow strong together. People may recall our ordeal in

future, but only time will tell if there are lessons to be learned
n it. [ hope the narration of our family's ordeal shall be judged
history, as common law changes from time to time. In essence,
ost all laws are drawn up with the best of intentions and for a
d purpose. It is often prejudice that clouds fair judgement. With
aputers, satellites, fibre-optic high technology and information
erhighways at our disposal, we should be less ignorant of one
ther’s culture, as distance and information should no longer be
barriers. The only real barrier ta be dismantled is the deep-seated
judice of the heart, that makes one a person feel that one system
ctter than another instead of accepting that there are bound to
eligious differences. Just because we are of differ-

ir greatest wealth is their fami

raditional and
background, religion and skin colour, doesn't mean we don't
re the same desire to be treated fairly. Just because Australian
iily Jaw favours the mother, the mother cannot always be right
| the father forever he treated shabbily. I feel very sorry for the
usands of Australian fathers who have been suffering a similar
- that I suffered. T used to think they were the more fortunate
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since they could at least see their kids conveniently as 1 lived so far
away. As events have turned out, T now think they are the less fortu-
nate because they are trapped in the system

This book is not meant to be just critical of the existing Aus-
tralian legal system, What it hopes to convey is the great love fathers
are capable of having for their children, experiences both Bryan and
T have gone through. No matter how sophisticated or how rich a
tradition the Australian legal system has inherited from the British
Westminster system, at the end of the day, it is the hands and hearts
that administer the system that determine its fairness. Someone once
said justice must be administered with compassion. But how can
compassion be considered when the minds that administer the law
are so clouded and tainted by prejudice about religion and creed.
My conscience is clear and [ am sure Bryan feels the same way. Hope-
fully this book will move some hearts in high places to do some
deep soul searching. There are many other fathers out there on the
brink of tragedy because they care for and love their children, It is
not wrong for a father to want to be with his children.
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child. mother and matri

— San Fransisco Chronicle

“Conversations of Young Women displays Lim’s sensitive ear for the
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rumaur and fact

— Asiaweek

“Lim
here

15 100 much raw ene
it

and even brutal power 10 be confined hy

— The Straits Times (Singapore)

The short stories of Shirley Geok-lin Lim—born in Mala Malaysia
and now Professor of English and Women's Studies it the University of
California. Santa Barbara—reflect the complex mosaic of her world
From the rich Peranakan tradition of her childhood to the harsh perplexity
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memorable stories—writlen over four decades. from the wmuluous
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