
The AMSA Championships Perth 2015 
 

A personal view from John Forrest……… 
 
Following Canberra in 2013 and then just up the road to Bathurst in 2014, the recent AMSA Championships in Perth make for a 
far more exotic if remote location. Some three dozen of Canberra’s Masters redoubtable (read: retired, re-trenched, rich, rabbits, 
rakes) members are making the long trek by various means. Jenny Moylan and Mike DiNardi among others choose to drive there. 
I choose to fly. 
 
The long trip begins well with no fog at Canberra airport to cause concern (or in fact panic) to your ageing correspondent. Para-
noia and age go hand in hand after seventy. Now I have travelled many times on really long haul flights to and from Europe but 
the flight to Perth seems to take forever. I pick up my red Hyundai from Red Spot Rental and head off, red eyed, for the Sun-
Moon resort at Scarborough Beach. The Sun-Moon shows distinct signs of the WA mining slump. The guest laundry is out of ac-
tion (not good with lots of squash gear to wash) and my ‘studio-spa-suite’ (which faces the rear car park instead of the Indian 
Ocean!) is so dark I am forced to buy several decent light globes from the very handy Coles store which, to my amazement, does 
not open till 11.00am on Sundays!  
 
I am awoken at 4.00am with what sounds like a musical lawn mower. How could anyone be so f*^*”^* inconsiderate! After a few 
seconds I realise that it’s the bedside clock/radio/alarm that’s slightly ‘off station’. At 6.00am I get a Fathers-Day call from my 
daughter who has forgotten I’m on Perth time. Now wide awake, I consider phoning my son (who is also a dad) but decide 
against it…..then he rings me! 
 
In the evening we attend the Welcome Function. I follow Karreen Watt who is really good with maps. She gets lost and I end up 
going down the wrong side of the road on the West Coast Hwy.  Now I have never been good with names and greet almost every-
one with ‘Mate!’ or ‘Doll!’ or just G’day. They all seem to know that I’m John and this is a worry…(or a compliment?)  
 
And so the Individual Championships begin at the impressive 14 glass-backed court squash centre at Mirrabooka and equally im-
pressive is the organisation and execution of all the things that go to make a successful tournament.  On the day that horse racing 
legend, Bart Cummings is laid to rest, several ACT Masters fall at the first hurdle. (It seems unfair to name them and anyway I 
have lost the bit of paper on which I jotted down their names!) It is 31 C in Perth so perhaps several of our members are in 
shock? Several more take a tumble on day two. After three days I appear to be the only unbeaten ACT player. This changes on 
day 4 when, after leading 7:1 in the first, I lose 9:7. I repeat exactly that in the third game to lose in three. In WW1 I would have 
been shot by my own side for LMF (Lack of Moral Fibre). This failure is exacerbated by the fact that I am the youngest player in 
my grade having only turned 70 a week before the tournament. I feel ‘performance anxiety syndrome’ coming on. A ‘big win’ on 
the final day dispels this fear and I celebrate with a spa. Now I’m not ‘into’ spas and, on a steep learning curve, I discover that 
adding ½ cup of dishwashing liquid is not a good idea. I emerge smelling like the washing up and then discover a small bottle of 
‘Spa stuff’ thoughtfully provided by Sun-Moon. Just what a spa does for the ladies is beyond me and probably quite unsuitable for 
this article.   
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Individual Results   
Denis Mettam   65-69 Plate  Div1  John Forrest 70-74 Runner-Up Div2 
Sue Parker    55-59 Runner-Up Div2 Heather Campbell 60-64 Runner-Up Div4  
 
And so the 1st week of the AMSA Championships close with a Presentation Dinner in the impressive HBF stadium with dear Ka-
reen once more acting as chauffeur as she doesn’t drink… what a treasure!  We now have a couple of free days before the rest of 
the troops arrive for the much more ‘sociable’ Teams Championships. I decide to ‘explore’ WA….well just a tiny bit of it because 
boy, is it BIG! 

 

Denis and I head north to Dongara up the coastal hwy. We explore the Pinnacles which is well worth the visit and continue on 
and on and on to Dongara. A pleasant town but there is S.F.A in between. Not even any road-kill! Not in the entire 2,546 I drove 
my ‘plastic pig’ did I see anything even dead on the road? I reckon we could put all the refugees currently flooding across Europe 
into WA and they would simply disappear… So, with Denis fast asleep and snoring I take us back to civilisation and Perth. 
 
The next day I drive through the John Forrest National Park and then south via the John Forrest Hwy to Bunbury where I have a  
beer in the Lord Forrest Hotel. I notice an impressive statue of my distant relative, now Lord Forrest, Baron Bunbury in Forrest 
Square. I am taking a photo when I hear a voice telling me to remember to flush….? Its then that I notice his statue is adjacent to 
one of those trendy automatic loos. I am appalled and cross the square to the Town Hall to complain. I am dismissed by a snotty 
public servant who informs me that as I am so full of shit myself, it is quite appropriate to leave the loo where it is! 
 
And so the Teams Championships begin. The Mirrabooka courts are supplemented by an equally impressive and recently built 8 
court centre at Wangara. The format is 3 person teams, preferably of mixed gender and similar standard. The ACT is represented 
by 11 teams spread across 25 Divisions. My own team in Div 13 has Frank Cassidy at 1, Chad Addison at 3 with me at 2. We have 
Ronnie Smith as a reserve and he comes in very useful when Frank pulls a calf muscle (instead of a woman) and has to retire. 
Poor Frank, a very expensive three games of squash, though probably cheaper than a woman! Chad is a strong 3 and is unbeaten. 
I lose once and our team wins Div 13.  Of the 11 above mentioned teams a very creditable 4 were Winners with 2 Teams coming 
Runners-Up. This is a very impressive percentage. 
 
Midway through the Teams we have the Wrinkleys Revue. The ACT’s act is a poetic masterpiece penned by our own poet laure-
ate, Frank Cassidy and recited by Denis Mettam. They were ably supported by Bruce Morgan, Alan Martin, Scott and Vicki Caban 
in an amusing sketch called Sarah Parry and though it is not a competition, we win hands down. Regrettably it may be the final 
act as the Revue only enticed 4 of the 7 States to put on a show. It appears to have run its course and will not feature in next 
years AMSA Championships. Shame! The same goes for the Victorian sea-food night which has been a splendid feature of many a 
Championship. 
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Teams Results Winners  
Div 18  Vicki Caban     Lynda Hancock   Heather Campbell 
Div 13  Frank Cassidy/Ron Smith  John Forrest    Chad Addison 
Div 9  Kareen Watt   Clare Maunder    Minh Phan 
Div 8  Alan Martin  Geoff Coggins Debbie Carlisle                               

         Runners-Up     
Div 10  Julie Medway      Alan Brownlee Richard Fry 
Div 20  Ron Bates       Jeanette Williamson    Rhonda Fry 
 
The ‘trophy’ for all this effort was a tad disappointing I thought…1/2 doz place mats with scenes of Perth…not really my cup of 
tea but quite useful should you spill something, I suppose. After one, or for some two weeks of competitive squash, several of the 
ACT’s finest were looking more like proud ANZACs being evacuated at Gallipoli ….by hospital ship! Julie Medway, Frank Cassidy  
and Donna Chalmers all succumbed to injury and we wish them a speedy recovery but, as the saying goes, ‘To finish first, first you 
have to finish’. Squash is not all about ability. It’s also about keeping your body and mind in shape. We play a vigorous game at an 
age when most people have given up any form of strenuous activity. We are remarkable!   
 

Next year the AMSA Championships will be hosted by the Northern Territory in Darwin….Be there! 



A Poem for old Squash players 
By Sue Parker 

When the battle scars have faded 

And the truth becomes a lie 

And the weekend smell of liniment 

Could almost make you cry. 

 

When the last match is well behind you 

And the player that once ran now walks 

It doesn’t matter who you are 

The mirror sometimes talks 

 

Have a good hard look you masters guys 

The melons not that great 

The snoz that took a sharp hit turned 

sideways 

Used to be dead straight 

 

You’re an advert for arthritis 

You’re a thoroughbred gone lame 

Then you ask yourself the question 

Why the hell you played the game? 

 

Was there logic in the muscle tear? 

In the corks and in the cuts? 

Did common sense get pushed aside? 

By courage and just guts? 

 

Do you sometimes sit and wonder 

that your time would be better spent 

than frantic lunge’s to hit the ball  

and end up with a back that’s bent 

 

With a racket to the eyebrow 

and a ripping muscle strain 

And your overtly aggressive opponent 

Rejoicing in your pain! 

 

Mate – you must recall the pain 

to your feet that did not pass 

Then the soothing sting of Dettol 

On a ball bruise that hit you’re …  

It’s almost worth admitting 

Though with some degree of shame 

That your friends were right in asking 

Why the hell you played the game? 

 

Why you’d always rock home legless 

Like a cow on roller skates 

After drinking at the clubhouse 

With your drunken old squash mates 

 

Then you’d wake up – check your wallet 

Not a solitary coin 

Drink Berocca by the bucket 

Throw an ice pack on your groin 

 

Copping Sunday morning sermons 

About boozers being losers 

While you limped like Quasimodo 

With a half a thousand bruises! 

 

The urge to hug the porcelain 

playing next morning just the same 

Would always pose the question 

Why the hell you played the game! 

 

And yet with every wound re-opened 

As you grimly reminisce it 

Comes the most compelling feeling yet 

God, you bloody miss it! 

 

From the first time that you laced a shoe 

aw the memories that flood 

That virus known as masters squash 

Has been living in your blood 

When you dreamt it when you played it 

and your were pretty good you thought 

Now you’re standing on the outside 

But your hearts still in the court 

 

And no matter where you travel 

You can take it as expected 

There will always be a breed of people 

Hopelessly infected 

 

If there’s a teammate, then you’ll find 

him 

Like a gravitating force 

With a common understanding 

And a beer or three, of course 

 

And as you stand there telling lies 

Like it was yesterday old friend 

You’ll know that if you had the chance 

You’d do it all again 

 

You see – that’s the thing with masters 

squash 

It will always be the same 

And that, I guarantee 

Is why the hell you played the game 



Minh, and his good friend Karl, were photographed in Canberra airport on Friday 11 September. Why, I hear you ask, is this news-
worthy? In itself it isn't, as Minh and Karl were both flying to Perth. Unfortunately the first leg of their flight, to Sydney, had left 
about 30 minutes before this photo was taken. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Minh and Karl had been so engrossed in their conversation that they missed their boarding call, missed their names being called 
(several times) and ultimately missed their flight. 
 
Luckily, they were scheduled to have a four hour wait in Sydney for their connecting flight to Perth. With the assistance of a very 
helpful Virgin staff member, they were about to board the next flight to Sydney, with their wallets intact, but looking very embar-
rassed and sheepish. 
 
PS - Helen and I caught our flights to Melbourne (to watch the AFL finals) shortly after seeing Minh and Karl, without incident!! 

Paging Mr Minh Pham 
By Mark Young 

When Insults had class:  

From an era before the English language got boiled down to 4-letter words: 

 

"He has all the virtues I dislike and none of the vices I admire." 

 Winston Churchill 

  

"I have never killed a man, but I have read many obituaries with great pleasure." 

Clarence Darrow 

 

 "He has never been known to use a word that might send a reader to the dictionary." 

-William Faulkner (about Ernest Hemingway) 



Total Traction Services is a local family run mechanic business. We have been operating for 12 years and specialise in all vehicle 

makes and models. As the owners, local Canberra Rally Driver’s Thomas and Michael Barrett, are also keen 4WD competitors, we 

specialise in all 4WD Servicing. Including all Diesel work, Suspension Set Up and Accessory Fitting. We are currently members of MTA 

NSW and IAME. 

 

 We pride ourselves on our quality of workmanship and have an excellent reputation throughout Canberra and surrounding areas. 

Located in Belconnen, just behind Westfield, you can leave your vehicle with us and easily catch a bus to work or walk to the shops. 

 

 Thomas and Michael have been involved with Motor Vehicles from a young age, both branching off into Mechanic and Panel Beat-

ing trades. They then came together and have had the opportunity to open their own business. With their passion for Rallying and 

4WDing they have a great network of suppliers throughout Australia. 

 

  

Getting to know our Sponsors 
Total Traction 

UPCOMING EVENTS 2015 
 
October 24th to 25th - Crookwell Masters NSW 
 
November 9th to 13th - Norfolk Island Masters 
 
November 21st to 22nd - Dapto Masters NSW 

ACT Masters Uniforms 

 
 
Men's 
Polo or T Shirts                                                 $50.00 each 
 
Shorts (with side Pockets )  

Royal or Navy Blue                                   $35.00 each 

 
Women's  
Polo with sleeves, Polo without sleeves  

T-Shirt                                                     $50.00 each 

 
Skorts 

Royal or Navy Blue                                   $35.00 each 


