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THE WINNERS!
 	!�"	�
���#�
�	$	�%���


And the almost winners…
2nd Scott Turner & Sue Zellner
3rd David Nelson & Pat Krause
4th Mike Eliasen & Donna Nelson
5th Preston & Connie Eliasen
6th Jack Berry & Alyssa Eliasen
7th Doug Nelson & Elanie Eliasen

Looks like a TON of fun was had 
by all.  Start practicing for next 
year! 







Sometimes you have to wonder why you have some of the likes and dislikes that you do.  I know my husband, 
who has a basic dread of water, probably wondered how on earth he ever got into boating and on such a grand scale.  I mean, The 
Lady Santine isn’t just a little run-about.

If you asked him how it all started he would tell you it was my fault.  For as long as I can remember, I have had 
a love of water and anything associated with it.  Some of my happiest moments were spent looking out the window across our pool 
and the site of three connecting channels when we lived in the Fort Lauderdale area.  He, on the other hand, was happiest scaling 
the mountains around our home in California.  While I loved the view of the mountains from our California home, some of my 
happier moments there also involved water.  I found a little park in Laguna Beach that was very private.  On more than one 
occasion, I would entice him to take the drive and escort me down the winding stairway to view the Pacific Ocean by moonlight 
when I was unable to sleep.

Then we moved here.  Having come to the Oconto area off and on to visit my husband’s family during our 
marriage, I had never realized how accessible the Great Lakes were from this town.  His family farm off of County A was as 
landlocked as anywhere I could imagine.  I had never had the occasion to look at a map of the area, since Ralph didn’t need the 
assistance of one to get us back to his stomping grounds.  Then one day, shortly after we moved here, I joined the Oconto Area 
Historical Society and learned that Oconto was considered a “city with a history on the bay.” I had Ralph drive me down to the 
river and we took the now very familiar drive along the breakwater and I was in awe at the beauty of the water, even though it was 
the middle of winter.  Viewing the frigid water, I found great peace.

That first winter back in Wisconsin was an especially difficult one for me.  I had just left all my friends and 
activities in California to come to an area that was so foreign to me on so many levels.  I mean, seriously!  When we got married 
back in 1973, I had told Ralph that I loved him, but there were two things he needed to know.  First, I could never be a farmer’s 
wife and secondly, I would never, ever, ever live here.  I think Ralph would have done anything to help make me happy since I 
had made the sacrifice to move here.  So, when I suggested we go to a boat show, he was happy to oblige; stressing of course that 
we wouldn’t be buying a boat.  I reasoned that the purpose of going to the boat show wasn’t to purchase a boat, but that in the 
dead of winter, going to a boat show just somehow made you feel warmer and cheered you up.

Well, I had come up with this clever idea, just a few days following the Green Bay boat show and there were no 
others on the calendar in the near future.  So I reasoned, let’s go to a boat showroom.  The moment we entered Mr. Outboard’s 
DePere showroom, the magic started working.  I immediately felt warm and my disposition became much sunnier.  We walked 
slowly past the little fishing boats and before too long were being escorted by a salesman assuring us that we could view the line 
of power boats across the back wall much better if we climbed up on the ramp and removed our shoes and got aboard.   We were 
awed by the splendor of the highly polished hulls and the gleaming interiors that had the wonderful “new car” smell.  We left the 
showroom in a daze. 

Once home, I told Ralph that I thought it would be a wonderful idea if we bought a pontoon boat.  It was 
something the entire family could enjoy, especially his mom, who had mentioned how she always thought it would be so much fun 
to laze in the sun on a slow moving pontoon.  So, the logical next step was to find somewhere that we could view pontoon boats. 

I did an internet search and found that there was one boat show we hadn’t missed.  While it is a very small show, 
the Appleton Boat Show promised an array of pontoon’s for our viewing.  So, Liz, Ralph and I jumped into the car on that chilly 
February morning and headed for Appleton.  As we walked among the pontoon boats I queried “Where do you go to the 
bathroom?” Ralph will always remember that question as the one that changed the conversation from a simple little pontoon boat 
to run around the bay on to a powerboat capable of living on.  I think he calls it the 150,000 dollar question.  We looked at their 
display of powerboats, but weren’t very inspired.  He then told Liz of the boats in DePere and we were back on the road to show 
her what we had found.  As we discussed the boats with the salesman, he mentioned that their Sturgeon Bay location had a used 
Regal that we could view that afternoon, if we wished.  We headed for Sturgeon Bay and the rest is, as they say, history. 

Since that time, I have continued to question where my passion for the water and boating had come from.  
Growing up in Oak Creek, the daughter of a construction worker, we had never known the luxury of owning a boat or anyone else 
who did.  Then, following my father’s funeral I found what I believe to be the source of my love of water.  We were going through 
dad’s drawer and came across a whole pile of photos of dad and me that were taken when I was probably 18-months to two years 
old.  There I was with dad standing on top of a rocky precipice over rushing water.  Another had dad and me standing on a pier 
looking over a lake and finally there it was my first boating experience; dad and I in a canoe on some unidentified waterway.  It 
was my dad, his love for water and nature had transferred down to me.  Dad never did get to ride on my boat with me, like I had 
wished but I don’t think I will ever again sit on the bridge of The Lady Santine without smiling and recalling that photo of my 
introduction to the wonders of boating and passion for water, but most of all my very special experiences with dad. 

The Beginning of a Passion
by Pam Loberger
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