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fter two months of repairs and 

maintenance to bring Take It Easy to a 

standard we are happy with, we are ready 

to go.  She is sound, looks smart and we are 

thrilled with its finish…. A head turning cat is on 

the prowl! 

So it is with trepidation that we head off for our 

annual adventure.  But this year, the anticipation is 

more intense than ever.  Just think: a maiden 

voyage on the refurbished Take It Easy, with a 

challenging destination in mind Port Davey and 

Bathurst Harbour on the South West corner of 

Tasmania.  Everything about this trip is exciting: six 

weeks at sea to get to know our beautiful cat, the 

exhilarating experience of sailing faster and further 

than we’ve ever done, the pleasure of exploring 

new anchorages and revisiting old favourites, the 

prospect of discovering a remote and iconic 

wilderness area. 

James the shipwright is back from his holiday 

cruise on his cat Slinky Malinky.  “Did you 

recognise us?” I ask jokingly on Friday 16/12/11, 

when we meet up with him…  Yes he did, and in 

fact here is the last bill!  Bugger!   

After so much effort, time and money spent on 

Take It easy, it is high time we reap the rewards! 

With strong wind warnings and an Easterly low, we 

won’t be leaving today.  We head off from our 

berth at Paynesville to Flagstaff, the jetty right at 

the entrance of the lakes, so we can wait there and 

check the state of the bar… but the wind is so 

strong and the lakes so choppy that we abandon 

the idea and instead throw the pick just 

underneath the Tambo bluff before Metung.  We 

spend a quiet night there, getting used to the 

movement and noises of the boat… not a bad thing 

to do before we head out.  Saturday’s forecast is 

still for 30 knots Easterlies, so early in the morning 

we motor the last stretch to Flagstaff and stay put 

for another day.  The day before a departure, we 

always feel a little keyed up, apprehensive and 

excited all at once, and this is particularly the case 

with this trip, since it is our first big cruise since 

bringing Take It Easy down from Sydney.  We are 

keen to leave the Lakes, and any direction will do! 

A study of the weather charts shows it will be 

windy still on Sunday, with 30 knots Easterlies 

again.  It is too strong for Deal Island, but if we stay 

close inshore, we could leave the Lakes and head 

due West for Port Albert…  We might as well go 

and check our mooring!  So at 5.30am on Sunday, 

with red skies in the morning, we leave the safety 

of the Lakes, cross the bar and the 2011/12 

expedition officially begins.   

A 
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There is enough wind to turn the engines off 

pretty well straight away.  It is on our bottom and 

unlike Medina with its big MPS, Take It Easy does 

not much like it with the breeze right on the stern.  

The wind is not very strong, so Wade is keen to put 

Big Red, the spinnaker, on the job.  As it turns out, 

for nearly the whole duration of this first leg, Big 

Red is flying and we enjoy a long downwind pull.      
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We take it down a few times when the wind gets 

over 17 knots, only to deploy it again when it 

lightens.  We get plenty of practice launching it 

and bring it down… with the sock at the top, it is 

easy to snuff the beast out.  We still need practice 

at avoiding oscillations, but overall, it does a good 

job.  It is only during the last couple of hours of the 

sail when the wind picks up to 25 knots and the 

swell gets bigger, that we revert back to our 

mainsail and jib combination.  The important thing 

to note is that for the first time ever, we sail all the 

way from Lakes to Port Albert.    In the past, 

whether we were going to or coming back from 

Port Albert, we have always had to motor, so this 

is a big improvement. 

The Entrance to Port Albert is “interesting”.   As we 

reach the front lead, I think: “Mm, Easterlies and 

Port Albert… the entrance can be nasty and the 

bar can close out.  I wonder whether we will get 

in.”  Plan B if we can’t, is to keep going to Port 

Welshpool via the Corner Inlet entrance.  We 

anxiously look at the line of breakers.  There is a 

small gap, with the occasional breaking wave.  Yuk!   

We are lucky it is dead on high tide and slack 

water… damn lucky!  So we turn in and run the 

gauntlet with the engines going flat out.   

It is a bit hairy with the odd breaking wave rolling 

in, but we surf in on a swell line that takes us 

nearly all the way to the inside green marker.  We 

are in!  Phew! 

At 7.30pm we are anchored behind Clonmel 

Island.  Time for a celebratory drink! 

 

 

 



 8  

 

 

n Monday we venture into Port Albert 

proper, a few miles further along the 

channel. We find our mooring without 

problem and clip on.  It is a rather ugly buoy with 

lots of evil growth on it, but it is there.  No one 

mowed over it this time! 

No sooner are we clipped on, do we get a call from 

David Nicholson… standing at the top of Deal 

Island.  Dave is the man who built Medina.  He and 

Mary are spending three months as Caretakers on 

Deal.  “When are you coming to visit us?”  “As a 

matter of fact, we are hoping to sail there 

tomorrow!  So get those scones ready!”  It is a 

blustery day: heavy skies, wind howling.  We 

would like to get ashore to top up water and fuel, 

grab a shower at the yacht club, maybe get a loaf 

of bread so I don’t have to start baking straight 

away, take a photo of our pride and joy on its 

mooring.  But that means dropping our dinghy 

Peasy in the water, putting its outboard on, and 

braving the weather… With the wind and tide, 

rowing is not an option.  This is where we get a 

pleasant surprise. Compared to the fun and games 

on Nutmeg, Medina’s dinghy, Peasy is remarkably 

stable, well behaved, and boarding it is a civilised 

affair from the sugar scoops.  We might not need 

to trade it in for a rubber dinghy after all.  And 

with the noodles all around its gunnels, it is kind to 

the hulls of Take It Easy.  So we are quite 

impressed. 

The day passes quickly.  We head off again in the 

late afternoon, to anchor off Rum Island, near the 

entrance.  Wadie tries his new acquisition: 

dehydrated sand worms – the non-smelly bait 

recommended by a local fisherman.  He sets 

himself up on the sugar scoops, and after 10 

minutes, sets up a bell at the end of his rod.   

When it rings, it means he has caught something.  

Meanwhile, he comes back inside the cabin and 

studies the charts in comfort.   “And you call this 

fishing?”  On the off-chance he does not catch a 

fish, I have some meat ready for a barbecue. 

On Tuesday, we were hoping to sail to Deal.  

However it howled all night and was still too 

strong by mid-morning.  So we reluctantly texted 

David and Mary to say we are not coming today.  

Having been bitten by sand flies, we are not keen 

to stay anchored in our spot and decide to go back 

to our mooring.  We might go and buy a bottle of 

the wonder “suicide for sand flies” concoction they 

sell at the fish and chips shop.  It smells like a mix 

of Dettol, citronella and eucalyptus, but if it works 

both as a deterrent and a soother, we will be 

happy!  The wind is supposed to abate and go 

South East, which might allow us to sail to Corner 

Inlet or the Prom, for a change of scenery… still on 

the Victorian coast, but pleasant enough. 

O 
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e thought we’d make our life exciting 

today, Wednesday the 21st, and 

rather than get to Corner Inlet in the 

traditional way, which is to exit Port Albert 

Archipelago, into the ocean for a short spell, then 

back in at the Corner Inlet entrance, we would go 

the Middle Ground route.  This ‘inland’ way is a 

series of channels meandering through areas that 

totally dry out at low tide and thus can only be 

attempted at high water.  In fact on the charts, the 

Middle Ground (sounds a bit out of the Lord of the 

Rings) shows no water at all in parts, with some 

sand banks 90 cm higher than the water level, and 

very skinny rivulets in others for at least 6 miles.  

The Sailing Club at Port Albert told us about this 

little challenge, but warned us that plenty of their 

members have been caught high and dry.  So doing 

this on a rising tide is highly recommended.  The 

conditions are perfect: wind and tide working 

together…  We’re game!  We look at the height of 

the tide all the way through.  This is when we 

apply the “Rule of 12
th

” for tidal flow calculations.  

Here is how it works.  You are given the daily high 

and low water on the tide charts.  So when you 

review the whole ebbing and flooding cycle, you 

can calculate how much water should be 

underneath the keels at a particular stage of the 

tide, as per the table below:

Height change per hour over a 6 hour 
cycle: 

1/12th 2/12th 3/12th 3/12th 2/12th 1/12th 

Height change (based on 2.4 tidal 
range between high and low water 
level): 

20cm 40cm 60cm 60cm 40cm 20cm 

So water level at each hour (based on 
0 at low tide): 

0.20m 0.60m 1.2m 1.8m 2.2m 2.4m 

 

We leave our mooring at 7.30 am, about 2 hours 

before high tide, immediately set sail on the jib 

alone with the wind on our back quarter, and run 

the gauntlet for the 20 nautical miles from Port 

Albert via Port Welshpool to Chinaman’s Beach.  It 

is amazing sailing at 7+ knots, being awfully careful 

to follow the markers and not fall out of the skinny 

little channel… The GPS is essential, as is the depth 

sounder.  

“Oh my god, we are officially aground, yet floating 

in just on 1.8m of water, and flying at 7.4 knots!  It 

all seems like there is plenty of water all round, 

but looks can be deceiving!   On the chart, 

anything yellow is land, anything green dries out at 

low tide, blue is shallow water, and white is deep 

water.  We go from Port Albert on the far right and 

proceed left behind Sunday Island, through the 

Middle Ground behind Little Snake Island, to Port 

Welshpool, then down the Lewis Channel, across 

W 
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Corner Inlet Entrance at Singapore Deep, to 

Freshwater Cove and Chinaman’s Beach.    Once 

past Port Welshpool at 9.30am, we breathe a sigh 

of relief as the channel deepens and widens.   

The crossing of the inlet to Chinaman’s Beach is a 

little tense as the wind picks up to 24 knots, by 

then on our beam… still we are going well at over 

8 knots with just the jib!  Bengie is funny.  When 

the going gets tough and it is rock and rolly and 

noisy, she perches on her scratching pole of all 

things and miaows disapprovingly.  By 10.40am we 

are anchored in the quiet little bay. It is time to 

celebrate our achievement with bacon and eggs.  

The sun is out, so Wadie jumps overboard for a dip 

and shampoo.  Now we definitely know we are on 

holidays!   

Take It Easy has done well.  It’s early yet, but we 

reflect upon our trip so far: hardly any motoring… 

just to manoeuvre in and out of harbours.  

Everything else, we have sailed at a good pace.  

Nice! 

The excitement of the day continues, with Wadie 

catching half a dozen flatheads while sitting 

comfortably on the sugarscoops. We keep four size 

ones; Mr Hunter Gatherer is enjoying himself, 

dinner for tonight is sorted, Bengie is game and 

comes for a close look. 

It is really lovely to discover our boat at last.  We 

are learning how it handles, its idiosyncrasies, its 

best point of sail, which is different to Medina.  It 

seems to sail best on the beam to quarter aft.  It 

points better than Medina.  Its effortless cruising 

speed seems to be around 7 or 8 knots. 

Once at anchor there are lots of comfortable spots 

to sit and enjoy the scenery.  The cockpit cushions 

work a treat, sitting on the sugarscoops out of the 

wind with your legs dangling in the water is 

pleasant, lounging around in the cabin watching 

the world go round, with the sun streaming in, 

quickly turns into a snooze.  Everything feels 

comfortable and easy.  Dropping the dinghy into 

the water with the davits, getting in and out of it 

from the sugarscoops… it is all effortless in calm 

water.  It all makes a big difference to the whole 

cruising experience.  Moving around the deck is 

easy too, but we will need to repaint the grey with 

some beads to make the surface a bit rougher, as 

it is too smooth and slippery when it is wet.  
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here are strong South Easterlies on Thursday 

the 22nd, so we stay put.  The day starts cool 

and overcast, but as the clouds lift, the sun 

comes out and it gets quite warm.  Wadie fishes and 

again catches a few flathead.  They are sweet and 

melt in your mouth, so another nice dinner is 

provided… those dehydrated sand worms work well. 

We go ashore for a wander, in search of a piece of 

driftwood on which to carve Take It Easy’s name.  At 

some stage we will get to Refuge Cove and have a 

plaque hanging ceremony on the visiting yachts’ 

board… next to Medina! 

When we get back, Wadie dives to check the 

anchor… the new Manson Supreme is doing its job.  

It will be interesting to see how it performs in 

seagrass.  Just as Wadie gets out of the water, a seal 

appears… what big teeth it has… It lolls about, doing 

laps around the boat, rolling, slithering, flipper out, 

tail up, diving, its underwater track given away by a 

trail of air bubbles.  I can see them disappearing 

under the hulls, then a blow tells us the seal has 

surfaced on the other side.  This little game goes on 

for a couple of hours.  I am a bit reluctant to go for a 

swim, but relish the photo opportunity.  Round and 

round it goes, in a relaxed, fluid motion.  There is no 

one around, just us and the seal, and the sound of 

the wind, the lapping of the water and the breath of 

the beast. 

       

 

Bengie wakes up from her afternoon snooze, decides 

to come out on deck and shows way too much 

interest in the wallowing seal, leaning over the side 

for a closer look.  She would make a tasty meal for 

the beast and we take her back into the safety of the 

cabin.  

The weather forecast is for East North East on 

Saturday, so it looks like a passage to Deal may be 

possible on Christmas Eve.  We will have a little sail 

to Port Welshpool and back on Friday, to get rid of 

our rubbish. 

T 
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s usual, we wake up at dawn on the 23rd, but 

laze around in bed and read, thinking there is 

no hurry.  That is until Wade checks the 

weather on my IPhone, and discovers they have 

changed the forecast and we have light North 

Easterlies today.  We need to go!  It is after 7.30 am.  

We ready the boat for a passage and up the anchor 

by 8.00.  Not exactly an early departure, but at least 

we are finally leaving the Victorian coast and on our 

way across Bass Strait. 

The conditions are light and we are going hard into 

wind, so keep one engine ticking over for a few 

hours, but by noon, there is enough breeze to turn it 

off!  Ah… All we hear is the water rushing, the wind 

in the rigging and the slow whirl of George, the 

autopilot.  We are sailing at 5.7 knots, in 11 knots of 

true wind, pointing hard with both jib and staysail 

and the main: respectable. 

 

As we near the Hogan Group of Islands, a few 

albatrosses appear.  It is still a little too light for them 

to put on a display though.  We pass quite close to 

the islands, and catch the sight of seals on the rocks.   

From Hogan, with the wind more easterly, we have 

trouble pointing as high as we need to for Deal Island 

and have to turn one of the engines on.  We end up 

motor-sailing for the next four hours. 

  

A 
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A couple of hours out of Deal, we call “Deal island, 

Deal Island, this is Take It Easy, Take It easy”… a chirpy 

Dave responds. “We thought you might have gone to 

the West coast with these Easterlies!”   “Perish the 

thought…No, that’s too scary!”  

It will be nice to see them soon. 

 

The approach to the Kent group of islands is 

spectacular, particularly on sunset.  The buttresses and 

sheer cliffs of Erith, Dover and Deal islands are 

majestic and take a golden hue, highlighted in places 

with the characteristic orange lichen.  It is a stunning 

time to arrive.  It is a breathtaking destination to come 

to and have to ourselves. 
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By 8.00 pm we have dropped the pick in East Cove, 

exactly 12 hours from anchor to anchor.  We radio in 

our safe arrival and settle in for a feed and a rest.  We 

will climb up the hill to see Dave and Mary tomorrow 

morning.  We feel a bit wind and sunburnt, but happy 

with our passage.  It is so good to be here, across the 

Strait… and Deal Island for Christmas… wow!  We have 

East Cove to ourselves… even better!  We normally 

don’t anchor here as it is often too crowded for us and 

the holding is not that great. 

We are having a debate as to what to call the two 

Yamaha engines.  Wadie is suggesting Yasmin Port and 

Yasmin Starboard.  I am going for Yam and Aha, Yam 

for the Port one, and Aha for the Starboard one.  Aha 

did most of the work this afternoon.
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hristmas Eve on Deal Island with David and 

Mary… What a nice way to spend the day.  They 

come down to the jetty at 9.00 am – “enough 

of this sleeping in behaviour!”   Wade drops Peasy in 

the water, picks them up and brings them back to Take 

It Easy to show them on board.  Then up we all go to 

the house. We are pretty impressed with Peasy… Four 

of us in the dinghy, no difficulty boarding, no wild 

tipping like we used to on Nutmeg.  It is roomy and 

stable.

    

   

C 
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We catch up on each other’s life during the past few 

months over the compulsory Devonshire tea.  Then we 

are ready to go and check out the lighthouse, perched 

high on the escarpment.  Wispy clouds drift past, 

periodically obscuring the view, with surrounding 

islands appearing and disappearing.  Judgement Rocks 

seem to be floating in and out of the mist, Hogan is 

sometimes visible but faint, Flinders is out of sight all 

together.  Still, the view from the top of the lighthouse 

is impressive and you realise how large and rugged the 

Kent Group is.

    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

very hard workers.  It is their second time as 

caretakers.  During their last round, they undertook 

the huge job of repainting the spiral staircase inside 

the lighthouse… This mammoth job took them several 

weeks.  We climb all the way up and inside the light 

room.  How is this for a scary sight: the face of my 

beloved through the heavy green prisms!
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We then come down and decide to check out Little 

Squally Cove, otherwise known as the Bunnings store, 

because of the amount of timber that washes off in 

South Westerly blows.  I pick up a couple of bits of 

driftwood, and Wadie finds two little floats which will 

come in handy for our Port Albert mooring.  The 

quantity and the size of some of the timber washed in 

are amazing and you would hate to have a 4x2 

ramming into your hull when it is out floating in the 

ocean! 
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Mary spoils us with a big spread for a late lunch; more 

chatting, more stories… We watch some gorgeous and 

colourful little birds: “the beautiful firetail” and the 

scarlet robin.  The area around the compound is taken 

over by territorial cape barren geese and wallabies.  All 

are fun to watch. 

Then it is time to return to our abandoned cats, the big 

floating one and the little furry one… but not for long… 

just enough time to pick up some nibbles and meat for 

a Christmas Eve barbecue at the jetty, complete with 

champagne.  It is a great way to end a perfect day. 

By the time we get back to the boat for the night, 

Santa has made a couple of present drops: a Sony 

eBook for me, a serious pair of marine binoculars for 

Wadie. 

The forecast for Christmas is very light North East to 

South East, then a South West blow on Monday.  So 

we intend to continue our move southwards, towards 

the Southern tip of Flinders Island.  It will probably be 

a motor-sail, but we would rather keep moving as we 

still want to attempt to get to the South of Tasmania. 
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hristmas Day!  We are awake early and 

raise the anchor by 6.15 am.  Dave confirms 

the weather on the radio.  We are right to 

go.  At the end of our chat, Bryn, from Tamar Coast 

Guard, comes in to wish David and Mary a merry 

Xmas.  Dave tells Bryn Take It Easy is the successor 

to Medina the cat.  We have a three way 

conversation.  It is lovely to hear Bryn is still at his 

post.  He remembers us all well. 

It is a grey, rainy morning, quite cool, with a light 

swell giving a gentle rhythm to our motor-sail. 

Having been locked up inside all day yesterday, 

Bengie is quite active today.  At one stage, while 

we are both standing at the back looking towards 

the foggy outline of the Strzelecki Peaks, she hops 

up right onto the solar cells!  That’s a bit daring, 

pussy cat, even if it is really calm out there!  She 

then settles at the helm seat for a short time, only 

to be pestered by a fly.  So there is some stalking, 

then mad running around like a crazy cat, with a 

bit of rabbiting of the scratch pole on the way.  

Finally she paws the orange fleecy blanket I have 

wrapped myself in, ready for a cuddle on my lap in 

the saloon. 

 

The conditions lighten even more around the 

middle of the morning and switch to North East, 

thus on our tail, so it is time to put Big Red on the 

job.  We enjoy a very sedate sail, with no engine: 

with  5.6 knots of wind over the back quarter, we 

are drifting at 5 knots speed.  It is slow, but gentle 

and although we won’t break speed records today, 

it is quite a pleasant little sail for a few hours. 

I spot a new bird: a Wilson’s storm petrel.  It has a 

black head and body with a white patch on the 

rump.  Its flight is very different, looking light and 

bouncy just above the surface – very distinctive. 

We are a little undecided as to how far to go.  Both 

Badger, and further on Preservation Islands, will 

afford us good shelter for tonight, and a second 

anchorage option once the West South West 

comes in tomorrow.  Even better, though further 

again, are the beaches along the Armstrong 

Channel, between the islands of Cape Barren and 

Clarke. 

With a strong Westerly change forecast for 

tomorrow afternoon, it would be good to get 

across Bank Straits, reach Northern Tassie, then be 

in the lee and possibly keep going southward.  

However Bank Strait is a nasty stretch of water and 

working with the tide will be important.  We are 

studying the charts; we will see where we get to, 

and what the next weather forecast looks like. 

With the wind swinging all around and 

thunderstorms forecast over Northern Tasmania, 

we decide to stop at a little sandy beach past 

Wombat Point in the Armstrong Channel.  At 

7.30pm we are anchored, having covered 80 miles 

in 13 hours.  Big day!  We did a fair bit of motoring, 

but in light winds and flat water, so it is OK. 

C 
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Being Christmas Day, we both made a point of 

catching up with our respective families along the 

way.  Wade rang his Mum and brother.  I woke my 

parents up at 7.00am their time (5pm our time), 

when we still had some phone coverage.  I did not 

dare do this to my sister, as she likes her sleep-ins, 

especially after partying!  Unfortunately we 

haven’t got any service in Battery Bay now, so I will 

have to leave it till another day. 
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This anchorage is quite beautiful, with crystal clear 

water over a seagrass bottom, and we are 

surrounded by the tall hills of Cape Barren.   

The sky is stormy and sunset is a bright display of 

oranges and pink.
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e had thunderstorms during the night.  

What a show of lightening!  Wade got up 

to drop a wire from the shrouds into the 

water and switched the power off.  We were never 

right under them, but it is never pleasant hearing the 

grumbling, getting the lightening and the pelting rain.  

The possibility of a lightning strike on a yacht is a 

dangerous thing. 

We were awake at 5.30am, having forgotten to clip 

the curtain on over the bedroom hatch.  There is not a 

breath of wind, but the skies are heavy.  Rather than 

wait for the tide to turn, Wade suggests we start 

heading out of the Armstrong Channel and stick our 

nose out in Bank Strait, while things are calm.  I know 

he is right, but I fear this trip is going to turn into a 

single minded descent south! 

We raise the anchor by 6.15am and are on our way, 

motoring against the tide.  Within half an hour, the 

sky darkens, the rain starts, and we can hear the 

thunder over Mt Kerford.  The visibility is poor and it 

is an act of faith in the GPS to meander our way 

through the shoals of Kent Bay in these conditions.  

But we can see the weather clearing towards 

Tasmania.  The exit out of the Channel is like driving a 

racing car through chicanes:  there are strong eddies 

which keep throwing us off course.  I have to be on 

the ball at the wheel to keep the turns to no more 

than 45 degrees!  Wade tells me of a time on Lapwing, 

the monohull he learnt how to sail on, when they did 

a full 360 at the entrance of the Tamar River!  I have a 

healthy respect for eddies! 

By 9.00am the sun is out, we are starting the dash 

across Bank Strait to Eddystone Point at the North 

Eastern extremity of Tassie, with full set of sails out 

and both engines on, doing 7.4 knots.  The tide is 

against us for another couple of hours and we have 

about 28 miles to cover, approximately 5 hours to go.  

No mucking about, we need to get across before the 

strong wind starts!  There is a bit of swell, about 0.5 to 

1 meter, but it is a gentle motion.  We have the music 

playing, we are smoking! 

Wadie sees two flying fishes.  They are amazing to 

watch: like giant dragon flies skimming across the top 

of the ocean.  I think they are his favourite sight.  

Later, as the wind picks up, a large pod of dolphins 

comes bounding.  We count 7 in between our hulls, 

and about the same number on each side.  It is like a 

huge escort. 
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By about 12.30pm we are nearing Eddystone Point and 

decide it is safe to turn the engines off.  We are 

speeding along, now doing 8’s and 9’s as the wind 

steadily picks up.  It is time to head in and hug the 

coastline to take advantage of the wind without the 

chop.  Another rather compelling reason to do so is the 

fact that Wade has just mopped a small amount of salt 

water from the Port hull.  There is a dribble appearing 

to come from the bottom step.  My heart sinks.  Have 

we got the same problem as happened with Medina 

when we slammed into waves and a crack developed? 

But we haven’t been slamming, just rolling with the 

swell.  As we hug the coast along the Bay of Fires, in 

much flatter water, the dribble stops.  We are flying, 

doing 9’s and 10’s.  I saw 11.5 flash as a swell line 

picked us up.  So Wade puts a reef in the main and a 

couple of rolls in the jib to slow us down to 7’s and 8’s.  

Then all of a sudden, we stop dead.  The wind has 

swung to the South East… on our nose.  We struggle 

for a while then it switches again, enough to finish off 

the last few miles under sail.  We are heading for 

Binalong Bay, just North of St Helens, where we 

intended to stop for the night anyway.   

We anchor close to the rock wall and the beach by 

about 3.00 pm. Time to done the wetsuit and 

investigate the bottom of the bridge deck.  While 

Wade is doing this, I look at the “catch” box around 

the Port engine.  With the speed we were doing and 

the beam swell, lots of water would have been 

splashing up and there are a couple of holes in the 

engine box where wires go inside the cabin, under one 

of the steps.  I wonder how well those are sealed. 

After a few anxious minutes, Wade reappears… “Do 

you want the good news or the bad news?” he asks. 

“Don’t muck about, what have you found?” I retort 

impatiently.  “Nothing, there is absolutely nothing 

wrong down there.”  “So what’s the bad news?”…  “I 

don’t know where the water is coming from”.  “Well, I 

think I know!” 

We are not 100% sure and will need to keep a watchful 

eye on this, but for now, Wade smears a whole lot of 

Sellastic to seal the hole where the wires go inside.  

Hopefully it will fix the problem.  “Will we ever have a 

cruise without a drama?” I ask – “Oh, there’s no 

drama, just a small dribble” Wade replies.  “We’re 

fine”.  Mm, I like water on the outside! 

Despite the mishap, this has been a good day, with 

great sailing, in surprisingly sunny conditions, and we 

are now in Tassie!  54 miles in 9 hours, not as high an 

average as I thought, but we did make very slow 

progress at first until we got out into Bank Strait.  By 

the way, this anchorage of ours is terribly rolly.  We 

are grateful we are not a monohull.  I am writing this in 

a very jerky boat, while Wade tops up the petrol tanks.  

The motion and smell is a perfect recipe for 

seasickness… so no more writing for a while! 

The day ends happily with a long phone conversation 

with my sister Vero.  Isn’t technology amazing… rock 

and rolling on anchor near St Helens, talking to family 

in Toulouse! 
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uesday 27
th

, first things first, we go ashore at 

Binalong Bay to the little makeshift harbour 

next to the ramp… It’s a busy place with lots of 

motor boats coming and going, but we find that there 

is no water tap nearby and the servo is several miles 

away, in St Helens… no kind soul to give us a lift there, 

so I guess we will just have to try further down the 

coast, may be in Bicheno.  So after a lot of messing 

around with the dinghy and the fuel and water 

containers, all we manage to do is get rid of our 

rubbish!  One good thing though, Wadie left his line 

out back on Take It Easy, and caught a good size 

flathead… the lazy way to fish! 

We up anchor by 9.30 am, motor around St Helens 

Point, then set sails, but it is awfully light and we need 

an engine to help for a while.  Then with the wind on 

our back quarter, we try our luck with Big Red.  

However, this turns out to be an utter disaster.  First, 

there is a nasty twist in the sail, next it flies for two 

seconds, only to collapse.  After several attempts at 

setting it but failing, we pack it away before both of us 

lose our temper.  We are doing something wrong, but 

we don’t know what.  Another lesson with James 

would be worthwhile, but he is a long way away… I 

read up on spinnakers in the Sail Trim book.  I suspect 

we are not setting it evenly on both sides, and also 

pulling in the sheet too much and snuffing the air out 

of it.  “When in doubt, let it out” says the book.  We 

then sail for a while on the main and jib; it is slow – 

well, 4 to 5 knots – slow for this boat.  The wind is 

nearly right on our tail, so we try goose winging the 

sails, which works well, increasing our speed to 7 

knots, until the wind switches to the other tack.  In the 

end, we decide to go on the jib alone, in 13 to 15 knots 

of breeze; we are doing a respectable and easy 7.4 

knots.   

We stop behind Long Point and are settled for the 

evening by 4.pm.  It is a quiet little bay behind a 

headland, perfect shelter from the North East.  We will 

stop at Bicheno for a top up of fuel, water and fresh 

food tomorrow morning and I think Wadie wants to 

visit the fishing shop… these places are as tempting for 

him as patchwork shops are for me!   

We talk about our day.  We must learn and practise 

with Big Red, as in light downwind conditions, we 

really need it to sail at a decent pace.  But without 

anyone to teach us, it is the blind leading the blind!  

We have just got to keep trying in light conditions.  We 

managed to sail all the way from Lakes to Port Albert 

on it and used it for a while from Deal Island to 

Flinders, so we can do it… The difficulty is that every 

day is different: different wind directions and strength, 

different boat speeds, different swell conditions, 

different lengths on the spinnaker sheets.

 

T 
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e are up early again on Wednesday 28th – 

6am.  It is a brilliant sunny morning, just a 

little mist over the ocean.  There is hardly 

any breeze, but it is South East, so we raise anchor and 

motor off South to Bicheno. Soon a pod of dolphins 

joins our bow and we walk to the front to watch them.  

They are chasing fish and playing, some showing off, 

encouraged by our calls of delight.  They tail slap, swim 

belly up, porpoise, even spear a jelly fish with their 

nose!  Mornings like this are wonderful.  It’s only 

7.30am and already we have seen sights that make 

you feel lucky and joyful. 

Meanwhile, Bengie is having a mad hour.  She is 

running around like a cat possessed, sliding on the cork 

floor, miaowing, and very frisky.  It is a sure sign that 

she is building up for a very big dump in her litter box! 

By about 8ish, we are anchored in Waubs Bay in 

Bicheno, have loaded Peasy with four empty jerry cans 

of petrol and one of water and we dinghy ashore.  First 

we fill up on fresh water, then we walk to the local 

petrol station at the end of town.  A nice lady who was 

tidying up her garden takes pity on us as we struggle 

back with our heavy load, and she takes us back to a 

small wooden ramp.  Wadie takes the dinghy from the 

beach to the ramp.  We load her up and have a scary 

departure, pushed off the ramp by a friendly local.  We 

take our floating bomb back to Take It Easy, unload 

and take off again, this time for some fresh food, 

coffee and bacon roll at the bakery, and some serious 

fishing equipment for Wadie! 

By 9.00, we are back on board and ready to leave, just 

as the Northerlies start picking up.  It is a bumpy motor 

out, but once around the point, we head south 

towards the Freycinet Peninsula and start sailing 

downwind.  

Again, we are escorted by dolphins, terns are diving for 

fish, and the coast is teaming with wildlife.  It is just 

beautiful. 

There are a few tall yachts with spinnakers up in the 

distance out to sea, likely to be Sydney to Hobart 

racers.  The conditions are light, and we decide to be 

brave and get Big Red out.  It is flying!  In fact we might 

be on TV tonight as a small plane comes right in front 

of us flying down low, and does a couple of passes… 

then flies towards the ‘real’ race yachts.  Shortly after 

our claim to fame, Wadie decides we are racing 

towards the Nuggets a bit too much and snuffs out the 

beast. 
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We snail pace it for a while, then as the wind dies 

down further, and we are level with the entrance to 

Wineglass Bay, we figure it is either the engines or Big 

Red if we want to get anywhere.  Big Red wins, and we 

launch it again without problem, flying it all the way to 

Schouten Passage.   

I am in charge of steering and trimming… It’s hard 

work and requires constant watch, but I manage to do 

a decent job… After that, Wadie announces I am 

officially in charge of Big Red from now on!  I have to 

say though that just saying “let’s try Big Red” has 

about the same effect on me as launching my 

paraglider on a thermic day used to do… instant need 

to go to the loo for a nervous wee!   

We anchor in Crocketts Bay, Schouten Passage, by 

4.00pm.  It is a busy little bay, with campers on the 

beach and a couple of boats anchored.  But the aqua 

water and surrounding dark escarpment of Bear Hill 

are beautiful.  We pick our spot: close inshore, right in 

the middle of the bay.  We will probably be here for 

two nights, as tomorrow, we have a South Westerly 

change forecast and we won’t be able to point into 

that. 
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Oh no, we must have been speeding… A big Water 

Police launch has just anchored next to us!   

We spend the rest of the afternoon enjoying the 

sunshine and watching as other yachts arrive, 

anchor, some well, some not so well… Wadie being 

the judge: “Look at those idiots… in 5 meters of 

water with 5 meters of chain… no bloody idea!  

Thank god they are nowhere near us!  He has drifted 

behind everybody else, that’s joyous!” 

Just before we left I managed to find an interesting 

book on “Tasmania’s Offshore Islands” by Nigel 

Brothers. It is all about the islands, seabirds and 

other fauna, their vegetation and their features.  It 

is quite interesting reading about some of the 

places we have been to. 
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o early rise this morning, December 

29th… luxury… We still wake up at dawn 

and check the weather, but laze around, 

reading in bed.  Then, hunger and greediness get 

us up for bacon and eggs. 

Later, little jobs await us: fixing the oars to the 

dinghy so we don’t forget them nor struggle to get 

them in and out of the cabin.  They are so big and 

heavy!  Wadie needs a piece of string to tie them 

on, so there is some sorting of the whole collection 

of ropes and strings on the cockpit floor… an 

absolute delight for our pussycat.  She loves 

strings… you can chew them, play with them, 

rabbit them, roll in them, give yourself a good back 

scratch with them! 

 

 

And there is something at the back of the boat that has captured the interest of those two! 
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By about 10.00 am, we dinghy to the beach, ready 

for our walk up Bear Hill.  I reckon they call it Bear 

Hill because there is a lot of grunting happening on 

this track, particularly once you reach the 

escarpment.  The track climbs up to the base of 

the granite slabs, and then it is a big scramble up, 

following the little pink or yellow flags.  Thank god 

the rock is grippy, as in places it is straight up the 

rock faces, or chimneying between the slabs.  At 

times I wondered whether I would get up, and 

worried how we would get down too!  But the 

scenery as we were climbing was rewarding… first, 

the view over our anchorage, the double bays of 

Crocketts and Moreys, then as we climbed to the 

top, over the Freycinet Peninsula and Coles Bay.  

This is a panoramic view, just as good as Wineglass 

Bay but without the crowds.   

 

 

Looking back towards the Freycinet Peninsula 
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We saw a few nice flowers too at the start of the walk, some delicate pink orchids in particular. 
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We got back at about 1.00 o’clock, had some lunch 

and a short snooze, then Wadie went off on a 

dinghy ride to Moreys Beach.  He found another 

walk for us to do some other time to a waterfall 

with some rock pools. 

 

 

 

The weather forecast was being transmitted just 

before he got back… the next few days look 

perfect for a continued sail South.  We are hoping 

the beautiful Canoe Cove, in Fortescue Bay, will be 

tomorrow night’s anchorage… and may be for two 

nights… then onto Recherche Bay… last stop 

before the big dash to Port Davey.  We might make 

it after all! 
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The South East Coast of Tasmania – from Schouten Island to South East Cape 

 

 

 

 

___ South bound (in open waters) 

___ North bound (in sheltered waters) 
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e are off to Fortescue Bay on Friday 

30th and hear on the radio sched that 

two yachts are leaving Recherche Bay 

and heading for Port Davey.  We are envious! Let’s 

hope it will be us in a couple of days!  For now we 

launch Big Red as soon as we have rounded 

Schouten Island.  It is very slow going, but we 

figure it will pick up.  Being religiously opposed to 

using fuel, we persevere, even when what little 

breeze there is drops even further, to below 5 

knots.  We will definitely break the “lack of speed” 

record today.  Never mind, we’ve got all day.  

Plenty of time to observe the Iles des Phoques 

with its huge caves, and a few albatrosses, 

patiently sitting in the water, waiting like us for the 

wind to pick up.  I manage to photograph one 

taking off just next to us.  It is a shy albatross. 

 

We are inching our way forward and our track 

takes us right where a fishing boat and motor boat 

are floating around, drift fishing.  The buggers 

won’t move.  With Big Red flopping about, we are 

hard to miss and although we have right of way, 

they don’t budge.  So we decide it is time to turn 

an engine on and pull the sock down on our 

spinnaker.  Once past them, we keep motoring for 

a while, enjoying a bit of air.  It is a bright sunny 

day, nice and warm in the cockpit.  We have got 

the cockpit cushions out – working on our tan.  It’s 

a hard life! 

We motor-sail as the wind picks up… time for 

lunch… then a little kip for me while Wadie trims, 

fiddles, trim.  He does an excellent job.  When I 

surface an hour or so later, we are sailing nicely – 

no engine.  But the wind has swung East South 

East, so we are pointing, and as the afternoon 

passes, it is more and more on the nose and 

getting hard.  Yasmin is back on duty to help us 

along.  
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By 4.30pm we are level with Pirates Bay, so getting 

closer.  What happened to the Northerlies we 

were supposed to get?  I recheck the forecast… 

Nope, no South East expected today, North East 

15, then North 10 to 20 in the evening…  We are 

getting somewhere else’s weather, or may be just 

a sea breeze! 

I can see the Lanterns which mark the entrance to 

Fortescue Bay.  They are three very steep spires 

angling down on the bay side, but with cliffs that 

make them inaccessible from any direction.  Then 

the Totem Pole and Candle Stick are visible, which 

are two thin spires. 

 

We get into Fortescue Bay, and reach Canoe Bay, a 

small but protected cove with a shipwreck at its 

entrance.  A big fat power boat is in the prime 

spot, and a yacht has just anchored behind the 

wreck, so the cove itself is full and we need to 

anchor just alongside the wreck.  Wadie being 

Wadie has to survey the whole cove, slowly 

motoring right inside.  It is on dead low tide, there 

is no space nor any depth.  It is obvious where we 

need to be, but we go through the motions and 

the depth sounder alarm goes berserk, while we 

pivot and get out of the tight spot.  Wade then 

decides if he can’t get the prime spot, he’d rather 

be somewhere else, for instance at the beach in 

Fortescue proper.  I point out that it is exposed to 

the North East and that we will have our stern to 

the beach, but we motor there anyway.  When we 

get there, sure enough, we are facing out and with 

15 to 20 North Easterlies for tomorrow, I comment 

this is a dumb spot to be and we should go back to 

Canoe Bay.  Wadie realises he was looking at the 

wrong day’s forecast, agrees with me at last, and 

finally, we are anchored by 7.30pm.  Canoe Bay is 

a particularly nice spot because you are 

surrounded by tall eucalypts.  The perfumes are 

different and so are the sounds: forest birds rather 

than sea birds.  It is like being anchored in the 

middle of the forest. 
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ast day of the year, but no sailing today as 

the forecast is for West South West in the 

afternoon, right on our nose for the next leg 

to Recherche Bay.  But this is a lovely spot to be 

waiting in, and we have a few things planned for 

the day.  First, some tidying up of the boat… with 

the dew overnight, Wade is able to clean all our 

windows.  No more salt spray, we have sparkling, 

clear views all round.  I get things ready for a loaf 

of bread, our first for the trip.  I should have baked 

one last week, but fortunately the Bicheno bakery 

came to the rescue! 

Later, Wadie attends to little jobs: a screw for one 

of the front hatches is coming lose.  It was put on 

with a screw instead of a bolt, so he gets his 

collection of metal bits and pieces and practises 

the art of running repairs in exotic places. 

We are planning to go for a long walk to Cape 

Hauy and back, an apparently spectacular walk 

from Fortescue Bay to the Lanterns… of course we 

have to first get to Fortescue Beach from Canoe 

Bay, so there is probably an hour each way extra.  I 

can hear grumblings from Wadie!
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It is 4pm by the time we are back from our walk, 

having started at about 12.30.  We did not make it 

all the way to Cape Hauy.  We stopped at a saddle 

where a sign showed another two hours return for 

the Cape.  By then we had already done two hours 

so the book was wrong.  It was not two hours 

return from Fortescue but four hours, and another 

two for Canoe Bay.  I am disappointed we did not 

see the Lanterns from the top, but glad we did not 

push on as I was wasted already!  The best of the 

views were along the bay, midway up before we 

disappeared into the scrub.  We saw some 

unexpected wildlife as well as some dead beasts… 

Wadie saw a tiger snake with its distinctive 

banding, basking in the sunshine in the middle of 

the track, and we saw two little echidnae.  As for 

the dead beasts: a seal on the beach smelling 

pretty high, and a very stiff looking possum, also 

washed up on the beach. 

Once back on board, we jumped straight in the 

water for a refreshing swim and shampoo after the 

hot walk.  The water felt warmer here than 

anywhere else we have been, at a boiling 18.5 

degrees!  Everything is relative, but it was 

noticeably less bracing than at Deal or Bicheno. 

We have our New Year’s Eve dinner provided for!  

Some guys netting in the area caught so much fish 

that they gave the two yachts in the cove enough 

for a few feeds.  We got four morwongs.  We were 

watching them howling their net, wondering 

whether you catch anything this way… We have 

the answer: lots! 

And of course we should have a freshly baked loaf, 

since I did some more kneading for a second rise.  

We will be baking tonight: bread and fish!  We 

have got the Cobb cooker going on one of the 

sugar scoops.  They are really handy for all sorts of 

things! 

But first, we have drinks on board with Steve and 

Kerry from Hi Fidelity, the other yacht anchored 

with us.  I nearly forgot it was New Year’s Eve, until 

Steve wandered over in his dinghy to say hello and 

comment about our mutual load of fish, and talked 

about drinks on their boat… But as we had just put 

the dinghy and motor away ready for an early 

departure tomorrow morning, we asked them over 

instead… Our first visitors for sundowner on this 

trip!  As they are locals, we quiz them about Port 

Davey.  Steve has sailed there a few times.  Ideal 

conditions are North East and we mark the chart 

with his anchorage recommendations.  It is funny, 

he has been there half a dozen times, yet when we 

talk about our favourite cruising grounds, he says 

he is scared of Flinders and Deal… never been 

there.  It is really what you get used to exploring 

and where you spend time.  So we exchange 

information and try to allay each other’s fears 

about different destinations.
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ew Year’s Day – what a way to start the 

year!  We got up at dawn this morning, as 

I wanted to take some good shots of the 

Lanterns and the Totem Pole on sunrise, in super 

calm conditions.  I had not counted on an overcast, 

hazy, drizzly day.  The spires looked grey, the sea 

looked grey, and the sky looked grey. 
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Anyway by 6.00 am I was done with grey 

photography and we headed out, motor-sailing for 

the first couple of hours.  We snuck through in 

between Cape Pillar and Tasman Island.  It is an 

impressive passage with towering cliffs on both 

side, and rather choppy water bouncing off the 

sheer walls.   
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The next heading was to Tasman Head at the 

Southern tip of the Tasman Peninsula, then across 

Storm Bay, past Bruny Island and finally across the 

bottom of the D’Entrecasteaux Channel to 

Southport for refuelling. 

You certainly could tell you were nearing the 

Southern Ocean: long, broad swell, two to three 

meters high, that you just ride up and over like a 

little cork.  Wadie has seen lots of swell in his old 

cray fishing days, but I haven’t.  You don’t get it in 

Bass Strait, so it was good to experience this and 

see for myself that this is not a problem.  

Impressive though! 

The wind freshened, to about 15 knots North East, 

and with the white caps came a multitude of 

soaring birds: many albatrosses, mainly shy and 

grey-headed, lots of shearwaters, and a new one, 

Fairy Prions.  They are really small grey birds, with 

a white belly and black tail, and snake around 

speedily close to the surface.  They are significantly 

smaller than shearwaters and appear in a group of 

two or three, not in large flocks.
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As we were giving the Friars – a bunch of rocks in 

front of Tasman Head – a wide berth, a group of 

about 8 or 10 seals came leaping towards us, big 

bounces and a look that said “hey, we haven’t 

seen anything like you for a while, want to play?” 

The whole time once past Tasman Head, we were 

sailing at a good speed, doing 7’s and 8’s… When 

the wind was dropping and we were sailing at less 

than six knots, Wade would turn one engine on to 

keep us progressing well, as we wanted to head up 

to Southport to top up our fuel, then go down to 

Recherche to anchor before dark.  So we pushed 

pretty hard all the way. 

We got to Southport by 4pm, first tied up to the 

fishos jetty, but the surge was worrying so we 

ended up anchoring and dinghied ashore, walked 

ten minutes up the road with two jerry cans on a 

trolley, and got back to the boat with our 40 litres 

of fuel.   

We had phone and internet service, so checked 

the updated forecast and found that it had 

changed from this morning, making it impossible 

to do the run to Port Davey tomorrow.  Wade is 

quite disappointed.  I have to say I am somewhat 

relieved.  Passing South East then the nasty South 

West Cape is very daunting and the North 

Easterlies have gradually been building, ahead of a 

Westerly change, and you just don’t want to be 

out there in any wind with some West in it!  We 

should have been here a couple of days earlier… 

but we have been going as fast as we could with 

the conditions. 

So we are anchored in Southport tonight and will 

wander down to Recherche Bay tomorrow.   

Bengie had a day hidden under blankets.  “If I can’t 

see the big swell, it does not bounce as much – 

plus it’s warm”.  Actually, it was really quite chilly 

all day.  We had to rug up, and we even wore our 

sea boots, beanie, and wet weather gear to stop 

the shivering.  The drizzle was not helping.  For 

most of the day the distant coast was in mist or 

not visible at all, a rather gloomy day which added 

to the sense of remoteness and foreboding. A 

couple of times, when Wade was up on the cabin 

top, bringing the main down so we could sail 

downwind on the jib alone, I thought: “We are a 

long way out, the wind is freshening, there is big 

swell, it’s slippery and he is not tied up”.  I am 

watching his every move, going through the Man 

Over Board procedure in my mind.  “I really wished 

you would clip on when doing this sort of stuff” I 

call out to him.  “It’s quite stable”, he says, “and I 

am conservative; I won’t do things that I don’t 

think are safe”.  I went through the sequence in 

my head a few times.  Down buoy over the back, 

turn hard into wind, engines down and on, deal 

with the flogging sail and steer back to the ‘drop 

zone’, all this peppered with lots of cursing and 

swearing.  Not a bad thing to rehearse anyway! 

We give sign of life to friends and family, with a 3rd 

update on our whereabouts.  We end up in bed 

early in the evening, feeling quite exhausted, achy 

and red-faced from the wind.  60 miles covered in 

10 hours.  We will sleep well tonight. 
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 would never have thought I could get excited 

about doing the washing, especially in a twin 

tub!  But after a tasty pancake breakfast, we 

commit to tidiness and cleanliness!  We use 40 

litres of precious water, turn the generator on, and 

having been trained on Deal Island in the art of 

using a twin tub, we put ours to good use.  Beats 

doing it by hand!  By 11.00, the clothes are clean, 

the boat is clean, and we have got rid of our 

rubbish.  By then the wind has picked up, so we 

raise anchor, raise sails and are off, sailing straight 

out of Southport, bound for Recherche.  It is a 

different day to yesterday, with sunshine, 27 

degrees, warm and dry.  But then as soon as we 

are out of Southport bay, the breeze dies, switches 

to light South East, and we have to motor.  We put 

all our electronic gadgets on charge.  Wadie checks 

the wind direction and strength at Maatsuyker 

Island, between South East and South West Capes, 

and there is hardly anything.  It makes you wonder 

whether we should have gone.  But you can only 

go from the forecast they give you, not the actuals 

in hindsight! 

As we motor south, and go past a couple of little 

islands and reefs, we have to meander our way 

through kelp beds.  They are long strands of bull 

kelp, thick, ribbon like, quite beautiful, but not a 

good thing to catch a propeller on.  In fact the kelp 

beds extend to right in the middle of Recherche 

Bay. 
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By 1.30pm we are anchored in Coalbins Bay in the 

company of a Steinman and two fishing boats.  It is 

quiet, in fact still and muggy.  We transform Take It 

Easy into a Chinese laundry, but in this weather, 

things will dry quickly.  Time for a late lunch!  We 

finish my first loaf of bread – did not last long – 

and we can have some of Wadie’s plantation of 

alfalfa and sprouts on our turkey sandwich…  Nice!  

I will have to get to work on another loaf later 

today. 

We have also noticed that the crew from the 

Steinman came back from a Power Snorkel 

expedition with a bag of abalones.  We might have 

to give this a try over the next few days. 

In the afternoon, we get the dinghy in the water 

and go and explore a nearby cove called 

Waterhole Cove.  It is a nice little nook, which 

looks perfect for a cat and secluded… except that 

there is a dirt road at the back of it and it is full of 

blue bottle stingers.  There is supposed to be a 

‘waterhole’ – fancy that – and we are armed with a 

jerry can and the solar shower bag.  We get 

ashore, follow the little weeping creek bed, but 

only find stagnant water – bad luck! 

 

We are in the area for a few days, as the weather 

forecast is for 20 to 30 North -North -West. We are 

still hoping that we might get another chance at 

Port Davey.  We are giving ourselves five days of 

waiting.  If we don’t get another window, we will 

have to start wandering back North.  We figure it 

has taken us two weeks to get down, we need two 

weeks to get back up, one week to explore in Port 

Davey – a bit tight, but we hope.  It is really 

annoying when you look at the actual wind 

recordings for today.  We could probably have 

gone around. 
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t is the 3
rd

 of January, 7.00am.  It is totally 

quiet, hardly a breath of wind, just a few 

ripples in the water, with all boats in the cove 

facing different directions.  The sky is overcast, 

with some dark patches in the distance.  The tall 

timbers that come right down to the water are 

still.  Is it really windy anywhere, or are we just in 

the perfect spot for shelter? 

But then all of a sudden, the boat next to us raises 

anchor and leaves, so does one of the fishing 

boats.  Another two yachts come into Recherche, 

but choose to anchor at the opposite end of the 

bay, near Cockle Creek.  Do they know something 

we don’t?  The thing with being new to an area is 

that you hope you are doing the right thing, but 

without local knowledge, you don’t know for sure. 

However, we are sitting comfortably, so it is time 

to go and explore Cockle Creek by dinghy.  It is 

about 1.5 miles away, is supposed to have tank 

water available from a National Park bush 

campsite.  So we load Peasy with two 25l jerry 

cans and the camp shower bag, and are off.  

Wouldn’t you know it, the wind picks up and is on 

our nose.  So we have a bumpy and chilly ride.  

Once there, we motor under the little bridge to go 

up the creek.  There is a fair amount of current 

with the tide going out, and it shoals rapidly, so we 

turn tail and come rushing out, thinking “mustn’t 

miss the curve to get under that bridge!”… 

We beach the dinghy, find the water ashore and 

fill up our jerry cans, then take a walk to “the end 

of the road”. We see a few black cockatoos.   

We get a good view of the whole bay.  It is quite 

large, with multiple coves affording shelter in 

different winds.  Recherche Bay was named by the 

French explorer Bruny D’Entrecasteaux.  

Recherche was the name of his vessel.  He 

discovered this bay in 1792 and described it in his 

diary as “a lonely harbour at the world’s end”.   

And it does feel a little like ‘land’s end’… You look 

straight out towards the south, it’s the Southern 

Ocean, nothing between here and Antarctica.  You 

look west, beyond the cape… nothing till the 

Southern tip of Africa.  You look east… next step if 

you are lucky is New Zealand!  

But although you know this when you look at the 

Tassie map, this wind beaten spot does not feel as 

remote as some of the anchorages around Flinders 

Island, because there are yachts anchored next to 

us, there are people, there is car access to this 

point – no further mind you!  But we have sailed a 

long, long way, and still, we are not alone! I agree 

with Wadie.  It is scenic, but the Furneaux Group 

(Flinders Island and co) is wilder and remains our 

favourite. 

As we dinghy back, the two yachts that came into 

Cockle Creek earlier are moving to our end of the 

bay.  We see them anchoring right next to us.  As 

we go past one of them, they call us out: “We’ve 

just brewed some fresh coffee; come on board”.  

Won’t say no!  John and Dee are seasoned sailors, 

with many years of life aboard and a world 

circumnavigation.  They have chosen Kettering as 

their home port.  We chat about sailing and 

anchorages.  It is amazing, even they have not 

been to the Furneaux Group.  There seems to be 

some reluctance to stop and explore this stunning 

cruising ground.  We describe it as the jewel of the 

Bass Strait Islands. 

Listening to the forecast, it is highly unlikely we 

will see Port Davey during this trip.  But we will 

have to sit out this blow before we can start 

heading north again.  For the return trip, we might 

take the ‘inside route’, which will take us up the 

sheltered D’Entrecasteaux Channel, on the inside 

of Bruny Island and the Tasman Peninsula. 

I 
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We might do a little detour up the Huon River and 

another little detour up the Derwent to Hobart, 

then instead of coming out in Storm Bay and 

around the Tasman Peninsula, we will continue 

North to Norfolk Bay and the Denison Canal, which 

will allow us to exit back into the ocean between 

Tasmania and Maria Island. 

We have a laugh when Coast Radio Hobart does its 

sched and calls for position reports.  Wade says: 

“This is Take It Easy, in Recherche, with two POB 

(people on board) and one CAT”.  “Ah, yes, the cat 

on the cat”, the response comes back, “take it easy 

Take It Easy!” 

In the late afternoon, we are surrounded.  There 

are now six other yachts and two fishing boats in 

Coalbins Bays.  It must be rather ugly out there as 

the last few boats that came in all had crews in full 

wet weather gear and life jackets.  Guess what 

colour these boats all are? White!  They are all 

white monos, mostly over 40 feet, serious looking.  

And although we are slightly biased, we are the 

most striking!  We are different.  John, the skipper 

from Silver Air we had coffee with, commented on 

how nice looking a cat it is.  “There are a few 

thousands that have gone in to that one!”  Yap!  

And there will be a few more.  As we have been 

cruising, we have started making a list of a few 

additional improvements we want, but we have 

also agreed on a few things we will surprisingly 

leave as is. 

Contrary to our initial thoughts, we will keep our 

wooden dinghy.  So the sticker “Peasy” can go on 

it.  It is spacious, really stable, we now lift it and tilt 

it inwards so no wave can swamp it, and with the 

noodles all round, it is kind to our hulls when we 

board it.  All we need is to add those wheels we 

bought but did not install, as it is a heavy sucker. 

We have not needed to start the generator to 

charge the batteries.  The solar panels have coped 

and the bit of motoring we have done on most 

days has been sufficient.  So we won’t rush in and 

buy a wind generator just yet. 

Now for the dreaded list: 

 We need hand rails on the cabin roof, as 

in bouncy conditions, there is nowhere 

suitable to hang on to. 

 We will have to add a couple of cleats, 

specifically for the spinnaker, so the 

sheets don’t have to go right on top of the 

furler ropes. 

 We need to repaint the deck with antiskid 

beads as our aircraft carrier deck is a 

skating rink when wet. 

 Small thing, but we will have to put fly 

wire in the small vents in the toilet and 

galley, as the mosquitoes are coming in 

that way. 

 We need a longer rubbing strip at the top 

of the cabin near the winches.  The one 

we have put on is about 5cms too short! 

 We will probably lower the engines a 

fraction as in swelly conditions, they still 

cavitate a bit. 

Oh no, Bengie has the unfortunate distinction of 

being the first to clog the toilet.  After a serious 

dump of hers, Wade goes poo mining, chucks the 

offending bits in the loo, flushes and… bugger, the 

water rises, floaties and litter swirling… I mention 

the plunger in the galley.  He grabs it but stops on 

the couch.  “I think I need a few more drinks!”  

Then there are a few sucking sounds and another 

long flush, a resounding ‘fuck’…  I guess that did 

not work… another few desperate pumps… I am 

killing myself laughing… Another superhuman 

effort on the plunger, then a flush and – success!  

Saved from a fate worth than death!  Lucky 

shmucky… Bengie is looking a bit out of sorts.  She 

knows when she is in trouble! 
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After a very quiet night, the change finally came at 

dawn on the 4th of January, with rain and wind 

gusts.  We rushed in the cockpit to put up our rain 

awning and shut the hatches. 

A little later, when the sun came out and the gusts 

eased, Wadie decided to dinghy to the pot he had 

dropped near some rocks last night.  He had baited 

it with a fish head from the parrot fish he had 

caught – which is about all it is good for.  It 

worked!  Mr Wadie the Great Provider came back 

with a cod, a small shark and a few red velvet 

crabs with big nippers… Yam!  

The shark got his freedom back, but the rest we 

will eat!  We probably should have kept the shark.  

It is good eating, but we have had so much fish 

already and it is a pretty tough, leathering thing to 

deal with. 
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No sooner is Wade back on board with the loot 

that the wind and rain pick up again.  We get to 

work on the catch.  Wade fillets the cod, I cook the 

crabs.  I have a little luxury after that: warm 

shower to wash my hair in fresh water.  After 

nearly three weeks of shampooing in salt water at 

the back of the boat, I figure it is time to put our 

hot water system to good use.  Loovely! 

Now we are both sitting reading, in shorts, polar 

fleece tops, wrapped in fleecy blankets, with the 

homers on.  It’s a good look!  The gale is on with 

strong gusts, interrupted by sunny spells.  We are 

close to the shore, well tucked in.  The worst that 

can happen is Take It Easy will get covered with 

gum leaves!  It is currently blowing at 36 knots at 

Cape Bruny, just East of us, and 38 knots at 

Maatsuyker Island, between South East and South 

West capes.  Bengie the long is spread on my legs, 

enjoying the warmth and company.  She had a 

busy morning checking out the catch, trying to get 

into the pot drying in the cockpit, running around 

excitedly, all fluffed up.  The pot has now gone 

back in with the cod’s discards from the filleting as 

fresh bait; we are hoping for more crabs.  We have 

got four, but could do with a couple more for a 

good feed. 

The day is spent lazily, reading, writing, doing 

Sudokus and crosswords, spying on other yachts, 

drinking cups of tea.  A couple of racing yachts 

come in, looking rather soggy.  There is talk of a 

walk to the nearby Catamaran River, but no great 

enthusiasm, given the rain.  But then, there is a 

knock on the hull.  It is John and Dee from Silver 

Air, coming for a visit.  They have a sticky at Take It 

Easy, then we chat of places, lifestyle and yes, 

sailing.  They have given up on life on board and 

circumnavigations.  Instead, their yacht is their 

holiday house.  After discovering a brain tumour 

two years ago, John’s balance is not what it used 

to be and they now restrict themselves to 

Tasmanian waters. Both are retired and enjoying a 

slower life in a cooler climate after spending years 

in the tropics.  It is interesting hearing about their 

adventures around the world, following the trade 

winds.  They reckon it is easier – downwind sailing 

– than sailing around Australia!  We spend an hour 

or so chatting, then they move on to their friends’ 

boat Solquest, a big 46 feet wooden motor-sailor 

that weighs 26 tons. You would need a serious 

breeze to get that monster going!  We are a  little 

cork in comparison, dancing all over the bay as the 

wind picks us up and our mere 4.5 tons.   

There is a sunny spell, so we go for that walk to 

Catamaran River.  It is lovely walking through the 

bush with the eucalyptus perfume after the rain 

and the smell of wood fire from nearby camps.  

We spot a white bellied sea eagle and two parrots 

we’d never seen before: blue-winged parrots.  

They looked olive green, with a royal blue tail and 

a soft yellow patch on the face.  On the way back, 

we check our pot, but we have caught nothing, 

except some gooey jelly.  We drop the pot back in 

where we caught the last lot.  We can check it out 

tomorrow morning. 

We have cod fillets and crabs for dinner tonight.  

We have done really well with the ‘gifts of the sea’ 

on this trip.  If we keep this up, we will bring back 

some of the frozen meat we bought! 
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verybody is moving on today.  It is Thursday, 

5th January.  Silver Air and their friend left at 

6.30am for a return to Kettering.  We check 

the forecast.  There are still strong Westerlies till 

Saturday.  Although there could be a short window 

over the weekend to get to Port Davey, it is not 

assured and we risk being really pushed to get 

back north later, not to mention getting stuck 

there with the next low forecast.  So we make the 

decision to head off in the other direction.  Our 

plan is to go up the D’Entrecasteaux Channel, ring 

Wade’s uncle and aunty who live in Lower Snug.  If 

they are home, we will anchor in their little bay.  

They might like to come on board, and we can take 

them for an afternoon sail.  Then Friday, head 

towards Hobart!  I would love to sail into Hobart, 

and dinghy up to the Salamanca market on 

Saturday! So we ring Rupert and Fay and leave a 

message. 

Going up the Channel is entertaining.  We are 

thundering down, at times doing 10 and 11 knots 

with the wind on our beam… great fun.  It gets 

quite windy flying past Southport: 18 knots breeze, 

11.5 knots speed, and again at Port Esperance… 

every large bay or river estuary is an opportunity 

for bullets.  In between them, 7.5 cruising speed 

feels rather sedate. 
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It is chilly with a bit of drizzle.  We are not sure 

whether it is the cold or the noise of the water 

rushing past, but Bengie has gone into hiding 

under the bed quit!  The perfumes are different as 

we sail around here: smells of timber and wood 

fire. 

Who says there aren’t any catamarans around 

Tassie?  There is one behind us, trying to catch us, 

and one at the entrance of the Huon River!  

Actually the one that was following us has now 

veered away.  As Wadie said “he decided we were 

too quick for him and gave up!” 

Once past the Huon River, the breeze quietens 

downs for a while, but yet we get the unexpected 

sight of an albatross soaring past our stern!  I 

would not have thought you would see them in 

these sheltered waters. 

Again the breeze freshens.  It seems to funnel 

through the hills and valleys.  In fact it picks up so 

much that it becomes hard to steer and we put a 

reef in the main and a few rolls in the jib, which 

eases the pressure at the wheel.  This is a really 

scenic sail, with a mix of rolling, heavily timbered 

hills, green paddocks down to the water’s edge, a 

few sandstone cliffs here and there.  It is very 

green on the mainland Tassie side, where as the 

Bruny Island side appears dryer, with sparse 

vegetation. 

Then we go past Kettering where a little traditional 

wooden bay cruiser slowly inches its way across 

our track, as we are thundering down.  “Hurry up 

or I’m going to run you over!”  He is obviously 

pedalling as fast as he can, then once out of our 

way, veers down the Channel.  We are closing in 

on him at great speed, we are sailing at 8.5 knots, 

yet he cuts back across our bow… Man, he’s got a 

death wish!  But then he disappears up a little river 

just before we get to Snug Bay. 

Just as we round the head of the bay, Rupert, 

Wade’s uncle, calls.  “Where are you?” As a matter 

fact we are just arriving.  He suggests a couple of 

possible anchorages, but when we get there, the 

best spots are actually taken by moorings and we 

can only anchor where it is too deep and exposed.  

So in the end, we motor to Snug Beach proper.  

We can see Fay and Rupert waving on the beach! 

We dinghy there, bring them back on board.  They 

brought with them some cheese and biscuits and 

champagne… much better than our offer of a cup 

of tea!  By then it is late in the afternoon, so too 
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late to go sailing.  Instead we go ashore to their 

home for dinner. 

What a beautiful home they have.  Great feel, 

beautiful grounds, superb views of the bay, Mt 

Wellington in the distance, Bruny Island.  It’s a 

gem, with lots of interesting collections: old 

cameras, pewter, antique pieces, photos.  We 

spend a delightful evening, enjoying their 

company, sharing common interests.  They may 

come for a sail to Hobart tomorrow.  We have just 

got to organise somewhere to moor. 

 

 

 

 

Anchored in Lower Snug  

with a tall ship raising sails! 
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n Friday 6
th

, from sunny Snug Bay, Wade 

gets up early to do his BAS Statement of 

all things! He really can run his business 

from anywhere. I on the other hand have no desire 

to do anything remotely related to work.  I laze 

around reading in bed, and then eventually get 

up… and what do I find?  A little pied cormorant 

sitting on one of the sugar scoops.  I quietly grab 

my camera and catch him before he flies off.  How 

cute is that? 

 

What a blast!  Wadie has just made arrangements 

for us to get into Constitution Dock tonight!  He is 

such a champ!  I am very excited.  One of the 

special things to do on my list was to sail into 

Hobart, have Take It Easy moored in there, right in 

the heart of town, and walk off the boat to 

Salamanca market on Saturday morning.  It’s one 

of those things you just have to do once!  Rupert is 

coming with us for the sail up to Hobart and Fay 

will pick him up this afternoon.  It might not be 

much of a sail as we have North West winds 

forecast, but the trip up the River Derwent should 

be pleasant anyway. We leave by about 10.00am 

with Rupert and his son Ollie on board.  The breeze 

is light, but good enough to sail without the 

engines.  We have a very pleasant trip up to the 

end of the D’Entrecasteaux Channel then up the 

Derwent, all the way under sail till the red buoy 

that marks the entrance to the port of Hobart.  It is 

a scenic trip, with Mt Wellington dominating the 

bay.  The guys seem to enjoy themselves for the 

couple of hours it takes us to get there. 
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Then there is the nerve wrecking entrance into the 

dock itself.  We radio the Port Authorities who can 

see us from the control tower and direct us in.  For 

us to get to Constitution Dock, right in the heart of 

Hobart, they need to lift open the Constitution 

Bridge.  We snake our way into a small basin, wait, 

then the bridge man stops the pedestrian and car 

traffic, the bridge hinges up and I look at the gap 

ahead of us: we are 6 metres wide, the hole in the 

wall is 8 meters, so it is a tight squeeze.  

The boys are at the bows, Wade keeping an eye on 

our mast to ensure it fits through as the bridge 

does not lift all the way up. I am at the wheel, line 

us up and slowly motor in, with the crowds 

including Fay watching the action.  ‘Breathe in’ I 

think, as we sneak through, then turn into the 

small basin where a few old wooden vessels are 

moored.  I look out as I turn the boat inside, 

thinking, “OK, where to now?”  The harbour 

master says “anywhere you like”, and we pull 

alongside the jetty immediately on the right of the 

bridge.  We are in, Wade and Rupert tie us on, 

then Rupert holds his hand up for high fives.  

“Nicely done, skipperette”!  I must admit it is a 

buzz to be right in here.  After lunch, Rupert, Fay 

and Ollie return home while Wade and I have a 

wander.   

 

In the evening I ring my Mum and Dad.  “Guess 

where we are?” Mum replies “at the end of the 

world”, and I say “no, we have come back up from 

down there; we are in Constitution Dock in 

Hobart”.  She knows exactly where that is.  Both 

Mum and Dad have fond memories of Tassie and 

Hobart in particular. 

At $83 for the overnight stay, it is not cheap, but it 

is a fun thing to do, and we use the facilities: shore 

power, laundry and showers.  A big load of towels 

and sheets get washed and dried whilst we feast 

on a fisherman’s basket for dinner.  Our pussycat 

attracts a lot of attention as usual, especially when 

she jumps ship and wanders along the jetty.  

People walking by, come and chat.  

For the first night in three weeks, we turn the TV 

on – a bit urbane I know, but it is good to see the 

news, and actually watch the weather forecast.  A 
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huge low is heading for us.  We could not have 

gone into Port Davey with this monster coming.  

There might be a few rainy days ahead.  Mt 

Wellington is now hidden under a big white 

blanket of clouds.   

We are going back to Snug Cove tomorrow 

afternoon, to take Fay and Rupert for an overnight 

trip to Bruny Island. Might be a soggy excursion!  

They have been delightful and have spoilt us with 

lovely food treats and unique and totally 

unexpected presents from Rupert’s vintage 

collection: a pair of Trojan opera glasses for Wade 

from the 1930s and a Kodak Retina II camera for 

me.  He gave them to us as we were sailing up the 

Derwent River – really special.  The Retina Camera 

is apparently the first compact camera made in the 

1930s that uses 35 mm film.  This will go very 

nicely with my grandfather’s 1920’s Kodak camera.
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he 7
th

 of January is an overcast day, but Mt 

Wellington is clear and with the breathless 

air, the water in the dock is like a mill pond, 

great for reflections.  So I rush around the dock 

catching early morning photos. 

 We get a call from Fay.  They won’t come for a sail 

as they forgot they had an invitation to go to the 

Folk Festival in Cygnet.  So we will head off north 

after our foray into the Salamanca market.

We spend a pleasant couple of hours wandering 

through the market stalls.  It is a feast of smells 

and sounds and lots of temptations.  One 

particular pleasure is to see Cary Lewincamp, a 

composer and guitarist, playing his 7 string guitar.  

We first discovered him when we sailed into 

Stanley several years go, and bought two of his 

CDs.  His music is soothing and gentle, and we 

have often let it wash over us in wild anchorages.  

So he played some select pieces for us and we 

bought a few more of his CDs.  His guitar is a piece 

of craftsmanship made of carved spruce at the 

front and fiddle back maple on the sides and back.  

It has a mellow sound, relaxing, at times haunting.   

We walk from one end of the stalls to another, and 

recognise one of the guys from the TV show 

Collectors, wandering around.  It is funny, we both 

react the same ways, wanting to stop and say 

hello!  I am in search of a serving tray for the boat; 

we find a lovely myrtle one, with a Huon pine 

contrast strip on the edge, and I can’t resist a sushi 

tray, beautifully shaped, turned from Huon pine 

with a Blackwood contrast.  The boat now smells 

of timber and Danish oil! 

The Ports people will open the Constitution Bridge 

at 11.30am to let us out.  We ready ourselves by 

moving out of our spot and, with permission, 

rafting up to the May Queen, so we are facing the 

right way to get out when it is time.  The May 

Queen is an 1867 wooden Sail Trading Ketch.  We 

come alongside her gently, and tie ourselves to 

her, front and back.  Whilst waiting, we have a 

good chat with her caretaker.  It is interesting 

finding out about the old lady.  Its hull is made of 

blue gum, with a Celery Top pine deck and Oregon 

mast and spars. During most of her working life, 

she was used to carry timber, water and produce 

and other heavy supplies to the small settlements 

around the South East coast of Tasmania.  She was 

built on the banks of the Huon River, at Franklin.  

After much restoration work, she is now used as a 

floating museum. 
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Cheeky Bengie jumps ship.  She can’t resist 

exploring another boat!  She gets handed back, 

jumps again, obviously keen to explore those 

nooks and crannies.  We end up having to lock up 

our sticky beak in the cabin. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

At 11.30 on the dot, pedestrians and cars are 

stopped, the bridge goes up.  It is time to leave the 

side of the May Queen, line up and slowly exit out 

of the dock.  I hear someone say “pretty tight fit to 

get through!” and another adding “and it’s a 

woman driver… doing a good job”.  I am too intent 

on watching our sides to look up and respond.  

Wade later tells me it was another guy from the 

Collectors, Gordon the Scottish fellow.  They must 

be based in Hobart!  “Good driving, dear, did not 

hit anything” Wadie says once we are out of the 

port.  I am getting more confident with slow 

manoeuvring, but it still is a nervous exercise. 
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We are now motoring in very little breeze out of 

the Derwent and towards the Denison Canal.  We 

intend to anchor in a small bay, just before the 

canal tonight.  It is about 40 miles to get there.  

The forecast over the next few days is for strong 

North-North-West 20 to 30, so we will see 

whether we in fact go through the canal early in 

the morning and then sail to Chinaman’s Bay on 

Maria Island.  We may not get there if it is rowdy 

early, as it will be on our nose.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

There is a Dragon regatta, and it reminds me of my 

old piano teacher, Mme Coquin, who used to race 

these with her husband many years ago, when I 

was just a kid. 
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We get out of the Derwent, into Storm Bay, round 

the Iron Pot, a little island with its square edged, 

red and white lighthouse and sloping rocks, 

covered with pied cormorants.   

Once in the open water, the wind freshens and we 

struggle to make headway.  It is bumpy, the 

motors cavitate, and we end up changing our 

course at Cape Contrariety (how apt a name!) in 

order to be able to sail.  We are reaching pretty 

high into wind, but have turned off the engines 

and the motion is a little more comfortable.  We 

make several long tacks: one across to the Tasman 

Peninsula, another along it to Sloping Island, and a 

final tack to Lagoon Bay.  We enjoy a nice 

afternoon sail after all, thanks to Wadie’s hard 

work at the winches.  And who said we avoid 

sailing into wind?  Nearly four hours of tacking… 

that deserves a celebratory drink!  It is 5 o’clock 

after all, and we are now anchored.   

Wade tops up the petrol tanks.  We used about 25 

litres since leaving Southport on 2/1/12… that is 

pretty good.  We really are doing well on this front.  

Take It Easy performs significantly better than 

Medina, able to sail in lighter conditions, capable 

of pointing higher even in stronger breeze, and of 

course faster all round.  So we do motor a lot less.  

Trouble is petrol engines are not as efficient as 

diesels and consume more for less mileage. 

We settle in for the night, reading after dinner.  It 

is a little eerie.  The sky is an odd shade of grey, 

with a darker layer of lower clouds, some 

elongated, no doubt by the wind which you can 

hear blowing in the distance, nearly sounding like 

an endless stream of aeroplanes.  The light is 

bleak.  Yet the hills in the distance are clear, 

layered in different shades of bluish grey.  The 

boat is slightly swaying in the bay and you can hear 

small waves breaking on the sandy shore… and 

still, this constant rumbling in the background.  It is 

odd, so much so that I stop reading and keep 

observing our surroundings, listening, wondering.  

They are expecting big winds to happen and it is 

obviously brewing.  We will make an early start 

tomorrow morning.  We are hoping there won’t be 

much wind at first light to reach the canal and get 

through when things are still quiet.
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Our track on the chart starts from Hobart at the 

top left hand corner and goes down the Derwent, 

around the Fort Hill headland, then does an S back 

up and to the right into Frederick Henry and 

Norfolk bays. 
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oy, am I glad we are not on a monohull!  

After a rather uncomfortable night, rolling 

in very short little swell lines, we get up on 

Sunday the 8
th

, check the weather forecast 

and survey our surroundings.  The sky is menacing 

and eerie again, with dark all over cloud cover, and 

blue holes where sunlight appears.  It is raining 

over the distant hills.  The wind has already picked 

up and there are whitecaps. 
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We decide the canal and dash across to Maria 

Island isn’t a happening thing! We will get 

plastered!  So instead, we raise the anchor at 6.15 

am and head towards Ironstone Bay, just around 

the other side of the headland where we stayed 

the night.  It is a little cove in the larger Norfolk 

Bay, protected by Ironstone Point, which provides 

shelter from the South West through to the North.  

We might have to hide there for a few days! 

It is a short 1 ½ hour sail.  We are tucked in by 8.00 

am, put the rain covers on and cook ourselves a 

warm breakfast.  It is not a bad little spot, with 

small sandstone cliffs.  We can hear forest birds 

calling in the eucalyptus tops.  There is a tiny sandy 

beach and nice teal water.  We are sitting in a 

small patch of sunshine, but when we look in the 

distance, back toward the mainland, the hills and 

sky are gloomy. 

An hour and a half later, it is all quiet.  The wind 

has died down, the patches of blue sky are much 

larger, and  the rain has cleared.  Have we done 

the wrong thing?  A check of the wind rose shows 

only 9 knots of wind on Maria Island.  We look at 

each other and decide to give our original plan 

another try.  We can always turn tail if it does not 

work out! Unfortunately it is a motor across 

Norfolk Bay to the Denison canal.  But with 

mackerel skies like we have now, there is wind up 

high.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

As we get close to the village of Dunalley, where 

the road bridge marks the entrance of the Denison 

Canal, we call on the radio.   

 

The bridge keeper can see us approaching and 

instruct us to keep coming as he will swing the 

bridge open straight away.  No waiting, nice! 
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We can see the red lights for the car traffic on the 

shore, green lights for us.  There is a fair bit of 

current running at 2 or 3 knots against us. The gap 

to fit through is not very wide, and I find I meander 

my way through, feeling uncomfortable 

approaching at full speed, but needing it to keep 

steerage in the current.  We can see the man on 

the side of the bridge.  As is customary, a big wide 

bucket at the end of a pole swings onto our side 

and Wadie chucks a few dollars in it.  We are past 

the narrow bridge and it immediately swings shut 

behind us.   
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Once past the swing bridge, there is about 500 

meters of canal which opens up into the broad but 

shallow Blackman’s Bay.  At the other end of the 

bay are a few red and green markers, to exit into 

the ocean at Marion Bay… Another interesting 

experience! 
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There must be some oyster beds just inside the 

narrow spit of land that blocks the entrance into 

Marion Bay, as there are lots of white sticks – good 

perching poles for the local birdlife.  Wade takes us 

out of the Narrows, and we face the music with 

wind and waves and a bar to cross.  Wadie can 

read the ocean better than I do and he has far 

more experience at bar crossings than I have.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Once safely out, we raise some sails and motor-sail 

along the beach, hoping to get some shelter from 

the chop underneath Hellfire Bluff.   
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It is quite a brisk breeze, and we slowly make 

progress.  The Hellfire Bluff is part of Cape Bernier, 

with impressive, huge and steep gravel and rock 

screes that go from the top of the cliff right into 

the ocean.  The wind is coming from the North 

East, rather than the forecast North West, so it 

funnels right down the Mercury Passage, between 

the mainland and Maria Island.  If it was North 

West, we could cut across to Maria Island in Oyster 

Bay, but the way things are, we can only hug the 

cliffs and hope to get enough shelter in Cockle Bay 

to anchor there.  In the end, we go beyond 

without realising, aiming for a nice little sandy 

cove.  Cockle Bay is a rocky spot, whereas Boot 

Bay, where we end up, is a protected little nook.  

We are out of the wind and swell.  This is it for the 

night!  It is 3 pm, time for a late lunch and a swim.  

When we study the chart, we certainly would not 

pick this as an anchorage.  Yet it is sheltered, 

private, and we are rather pleased with our 

discovery.  Whether it is because we are sitting 

quietly and getting a false sense of the wind 

conditions, I am not sure, but it feels like the 

breeze has eased.  There are not as many white 

caps out in the passage.  However when we look 

towards the south, there are some impressive 

cloud developments.  Large storm clouds are 

billowing, looking like huge cauliflowers.   

For an hour or two we enjoy the warm sunshine 

while we can… quick dips, sunbaking, shampoo, 

watch the birds, in particular a pair of white bellied 

sea eagles, then the storm is upon us and Wade 

quickly puts the rain awning on, just in time!  What 

a crazy day! 
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Later, the downpour passes and the soft evening 

light bathes the bay.  A fishing boat appears, 

slowing down and turning in after some hesitation.  

We have obviously anchored in his favourite spot!  

Wadie can sniff out a good anchorage anywhere.  

He anchors a little way from us.  He is probably the 

one who has peppered the stretch of coast further 

south with cray pots. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Although the wind has eased and the storm front 

passed, we notice the barometer has dropped to 

under 995 millibars!  Anything under 1000 is not a 

good omen.  There are gale warnings, so no real 

surprise there! 

We study the charts.  It is amazing the number of 

French names around.  The point that is sheltering 

us is called Pointe des Galets.  Earlier today we 

passed Point du Ressac; across on Maria Island, 

there is Point Lesueur and Cape Boullanger.  I feel 

right at home! 
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oday is Monday the 9
th

 of January.  It is 

blowing at 55 knots at Maatsuyker Island, 

with a 7 meter swell.  Ooh, what a good 

place not to be!  Here, it is forecast to be 

North West 20 to 25 in the morning.  But we are 

facing South-South-West, doing lots of 360s in the 

rotor of the hill and the chain is growling.  Wade 

says: “This is why we like to drop our anchor right 

in the middle of a small bay; we have faced all 

directions so far!”  We are spinning around, but it 

is all flat water and we have been comfortable 

overnight. 

Now that the Mercury Passage looks calmer, we 

venture across, to go and anchor in Chinamans on 

Maria Island.  We have passed Maria a few times 

from the ocean side, but always on a mission to 

get to somewhere else.  So we have never stopped 

and are looking forward to exploring. 

Maria Island is quite large and has two distinct 

sections joined by a low, narrow isthmus.  Both 

sections are mountainous with 500 to 700 meter 

high hills. 

The dash across at 8.30 starts as a motor-sail, 

made uncomfortable by the short little swell lines 

coming down the Mercury Passage.  We hobby 

horse our way across, with disapproving miaows 

from Bengie.  You tell them, pussycat!  She comes 

out in the cockpit, looking up at the squeaky noise 

from the boom, sniffs around, and miaows some 

more as if to say “what’s going on guys, can’t you 

keep this thing flat?” A pod of dolphins joins us, 

one of them does a spectacular barrel roll out of 

the water.  With the gale warning for the next few 

days, we are unlikely to have lots of company, 

which is a bonus.  With ferry access from the 

mainland to the North of the island, it is a popular 

spot with interesting walks, old ruins of convict 

penitentiaries, plenty of bird watching, some fossil 

cliffs and some good fishing.  Chinamans itself is a 

broad crescent shaped bay with sheltered 

anchorages under the hills at both ends where the 

shore curls around, and the low isthmus in the 

centre.  Thus, there is plenty to go and see. 

The wind picks up half way through the crossing. 

At 8.3 knots under jib only, we no longer need the 

engine!  The motion smooths out and we sail in 

the rest of the way.  There is one yacht anchored, 

and a couple of small runabouts tucked into the 

shore, which soon leave.  We choose a spot further 

into the corner, where it is shallower, so we are 

away from them.  I can see why this place is 

popular.  It is idyllic, with Mt Maria overlooking 

our end of the bay, casuarinas and eucalyptus 

trees right down to the sandy shores, and aqua 

water.  By 9.30am, we are anchored in 3 meters of 

water at high tide.  We are snug right in the curl of 

the beach, so the shore wraps around us on three 

sides.  The wind is roaring overhead at over 30 

knots, but it is all quiet here.  The sun is shining, 

the water is shimmering… a great spot to weather 

the gale. 
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After a cuppa, we drop Peasy in the water and dinghy ashore.  On the way, we spot a large stingray in the 

shallows.  We take the loop track around to the ruins and Point Lesueur, where a weather station is installed, 

then onto Booming Bay.   
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There are thousands of monarch butterflies flying 

among the casuarinas.  Once out in the open, the 

views are panoramic, but it is very windy.  From 

the top of a grassy hill, we see some white 

rounded shapes in the distance.  We try and make 

out what they are… sheep (my guess), the rounded 

back of ibises with their heads down (Wadie’s 

guess).  We are curious.  “Let’s go and investigate”.  

They are in fact floats, lots of them… must have 

washed in during a past storm and been brought 

up to the paddock from the shore by someone.  

Wadie immediately thinks of a good use for them 

for our Port Albert mooring and picks two of them 

up.  We continue our walk all the way around the 

point and back to the cove.  We notice a lagoon we 

could explore with the dinghy later… may be 

tomorrow when we walk the whole sandy beach 

to the isthmus. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We come back to Take It Easy with the loot, grab 

some lunch, and sit in the sunshine.  Of course we 

get hot, so a dip is in order.  The water does not 

feel too cold: 18.8 degrees.  Wadie goes for a 

snorkel and comes back with flat oysters!  

Excellent!  While he snorkels, I clean the sides of 

Take It Easy.  We report our position at the 2pm 

radio sched.  “Hello Take It Easy in Chinamans.  I 

think you will be there for a few days!” 
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As we dry ourselves in the sunshine, we spot a 

yacht coming in.  “Better put some jocks on for the 

occasion” says Wadie… They end up anchoring 

near the other yacht, so we could strip off again, 

but we are cold after our longish swim!  After a 

warm cup of Milo, I sit and write the journal, 

Wadie pretends to read, but it’s really a snooze, 

and Bengie does not even try to pretend.  So much 

for company! 
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n Tuesday 10
th

 of January, we wake up to 

the laugh of a kookaburra.  “That’s a 

funny sounding sea bird” says Wade! We 

can’t help but smile at the call and the 

incongruousness.  It is sunny, windy overhead, and 

we gently sway in the little wavelets that slap the 

hulls.  The motion is soothing.  I love it… 

Wadie gets up, turns the computer on to check the 

weather, and opens the cabin door.  Bengie rushes 

out and climbs up on deck.  I can hear her running 

on the roof, miaowing happily while I read in bed.  

She gets more confident when we stay in an 

anchorage for a few nights.  She appears a lot 

more comfortable walking on the deck right up to 

the bows, than she was on Medina.  She still peers 

at the water through the nets, crouching low, but 

generally moves around more confidently.  She 

regularly tries to climb the mast, but gets even less 

far up than on Medina’s, thankfully! 

After breakfast and a boat tidy up, we dinghy 

ashore for a walk to the isthmus and hopefully up 

the hill for a bird’s eye view of it and the beaches 

on either side. We imagine it is a similar landscape 

to Wineglass Bay.  But first we go and explore the 

little lagoon and tiny creek in the corner of the 

bay.  As it is high tide, we manage to enter and 

discover a small wetland area.  There are lapwings, 

herons, lots of welcome swallows, what looks like 

a large duck but on closer inspection ends up being 

a juvenile Pacific Gull.  It is pretty, unexpected and 

we follow the creek’s meanders all the way to a 

small bridge. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Having slowly motored our way out again, we then 

beach the dinghy a little further along the beach, 

find a sandy track and start our walk across to the 

isthmus.  We initially go through some woodland, 

and see some yellow-tailed black cockatoos.  They 

are spectacular as they fly off, revealing their 

yellow tail feathers.  We also disturb a small group 

of spotted quails, plump little birds that run off as 

we go past.  There are a few blue winged parrots, 

like we spotted at Catamaran the other day.  And 

then there is a bird with olive green upper parts 

and blackish underneath, and I spot a small mainly 

black bird with distinctive white tipped tail 

feathers.  I could not identify those two.  I wish Sue 

had been here.  She would probably have known 

what they were. I spot a yellow-throated 

honeyeater, widespread specie in Tasmania.   
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Once on the isthmus itself, the vegetation changed 

to casuarinas and banksias and low shrubs.  New 

Holland honeyeaters appeared and lots of tree 

martins.  They look a bit like welcome swallows, 

but without the rust throat, and are very swift 

flyers. 

At the narrowest part of the isthmus, we could 

walk over from one bay to the other: on one side, 

Chinamans, on the other Riedle Bay, with two or 

three boats anchored right at the southern end. 

 

We kept walking to the end of the isthmus and 

followed a track to ‘Haunted Bay’, hoping that the 

path up the hill would reward us with a view over 

the two bays.  But it never did, so once we reached 

the top, we decided to turn tail.  By then, we had 

been going for a couple of hours and had to keep 

some puff for the return trip.  I am glad we did as 

we bumped into a couple of local guys walking 

from Riedle to Haunted Bay.  They told us it was a 

very long walk and definitely no views of the 

isthmus. For the return trip, we walked along the 

beach on the Chinamans’ side, a very long beach, 

especially when you can see your boat way off in 

the distance.  There was an amazing amount of 

small spider crabs and hundreds of mussels 

washed up on the shore.  I kept my nose to the 

ground for some jetsam and found a couple of odd 

looking small vertebrae. They look a bit ‘cetaceous’ 

to me! 

By the time we got back to Take It Easy, it was 

grey, drizzly and the wind had shifted to South 

West in the rain, but returned to West afterwards.  

We were tired, cold, had sore legs, and were 

ravenous, so left over sausages and beans on toast 

hit the spot nicely.  Take It Easy is now snooze 

central, with Wadie flaked out on the couch, 

Bengie dead to the world on top of him, and me 

feeling like a sleep is in order too.  When I describe 

the scene later, Wadie says “well that’s just 

exhaustion because you made me walk too far”.  

“And what was your excuse for yesterday?” I ask.  

“That was hyperthermia.  I stayed in the frigid 

water for too long collecting oysters for you”! 
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I am very curious about my bone discovery.  A 

search on the internet reveals that the two 

vertebrae I found in two different parts of the 

beach are from a small dolphin.  One is thoracic, 

with really long horizontal processes – plane 

propeller like – and the other is a lumbar vertebra.  

That is a good find! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

With the South West change forecast to come in 

the middle of the night, we raised anchor and 

checked the other end of the bay, under Mauge 

Point.  It is OK in a South West, but rolly in a 

Westerly.  We don’t fancy a rolly evening, so we 

get across again, this time right in to Encampment 

Cove; we anchor in 1.9 meters of water at low 

tide, so ample for our 80 cm draft.  We will be just 

fine here now, and if it switches during the night. 

Time for G&T and B&D, as well as a hot shower to 

put an end to my very bad hair day and warm up!  

Salty mops and hats on for a four hour bush walk 

make for a pretty scary look by the end of the day! 

Wadie feels vindicated that we have picked the 

right spot to anchor, when a cray fishing boat 

comes in right next to us to hide for the night.  It 

pricks our nosy pussycat’s interest, and she does a 

very good impersonation of a meerkat. 
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n Wednesday, we have a 6.15 departure 

with a forecast of SSW 10 to 15 initially, 

building to 15 to 25 by midday.  We are 

bound for Schouten Island, 30 miles 

away, thus don’t have very far to go.   

The sun is rising behind the isthmus and edges the 

clouds with a golden lining and radiating sunlight. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It is quite chilly and we rug up: long pants, warm 

tops, socks and sea boots, gloves… the whole cold 

weather catastrophe.  With 10 knots of Southerly 

breeze behind us, we start with an easy going sail 

at 6.2 knots speed, with the jib and main goose-

winged.  George is doing a good job of keeping us 

on track in the protected waters of the Mercury 

Passage.  We will see how he manages once we 

are past the Northern tip of Maria Island.  Well, we 

are now out in the open, 18 knots South West, 

doing 7.4 knots speed, hand steering.  It is cold, 

but lovely and sunny.  We hear the forecast.  No 

wonder it is feeling chilly, there is rain falling as 

snow on the ranges!   

O 
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Yet the ride must be very comfortable, as our sea 

cat comes out in the cockpit, climbs up on the 

roof, sits and sniffs the air, surveying the 

surrounding!  She is confident, we are not, and 

entice her back into the cockpit… but not for long.  

Up she goes again, eyes closed, nose up, smelling 

the breeze… then she tries the solar panels, 

looking back over the dinghy.  Not much to grip 

there, Bengie!  There are lots of happy little 

miaows.  Then she discovers the small side lockers 

for the ropes and makes a nest in there for a while, 

much to our relief.  After a short respite, up on the 

roof she goes again, rubbing her cheeks against 

the main’s pulley.  She is intent on staying up 

there.
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We are sailing well, dead downwind, goose 

winged, and take turns at the tiller, as George does 

not cope well in these conditions.  It is a very 

enjoyable passage.    

 

We go right past the western side of the Ile Des 

Phoques and it is true to its name.  We spot large 

groups of fur seals sunning themselves on the 

lower rock slabs.  There are also hundreds of 

black-faced cormorants which have whitened the 

cliff side with their guano, and I can see the tell-

tale signs of other sea birds right on the sheer cliff 

faces on tiny ledges.  A quick check of the 

“Tasmania’s Offshore Islands” book indicates these 

might be Common Diving Petrels, since they have 

3000 to 5000 burrows on this island. 

A few dolphins escort us for a while.  As we near 

the Southern tip of Schouten Island, the wind picks 

up and we get treated to an amazing flying display 

by a large flock of shy albatrosses.  It is surprising 

to see them so close to shore, but it is windy here, 

so I guess they are having fun.
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By 11.00 am, we have anchored in the beautiful 

aqua waters of Moreys Bay, in the company of a 

fishing boat with lots of craypots on its deck.  We 

have taken 4.5 hours to cover 30 knots: 6.6 knots 

average speed, not too bad! 

Our hyperactive cat has decided she has had 

enough excitement for the day and goes off for a 

snooze on our bed under the doona!  “A bit too 

quiet for you now, is it?” – Miaow!  Look at those 

eyes!

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Wadie cooks us second breakfast: left over ham 

and corn frittata in a wrap.  Yum!  We slowly thaw 

out. 

By about 12.30, we dinghy ashore, and are ready 

for a walk up to a waterfall.  The ranger told Wadie 

last time we were here that it is a one hour walk.  
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You can get right to the top and there are rock 

pools apparently. 

We get to the base of the waterfall easily enough, 

but reaching the top poses a bit of a challenge to 

start with, until we find a few rock cairns up a 

scree on the side of the sheer wall, then follow a 

faint track marked by coloured tags.  Up and up we 

go, round gullies, scratching our way through the 

bush.    No rock pools, no stream, just boulders 

and scrub.  We end up at the back of Bear Hill, 

climbing our own set of boulders on the South 

West  end of the island.  We get great views of the 

mainland and of Maria Island, and scramble our 

way much further than we intended to.  It is 

3.30pm.  We are at the top of some rocky 

outcrop… the little coloured tags are few and far 

between and become very hard to follow.  The 

rain is coming and the only thing in front of us is 

Mt Story.  We have just crossed the island from 

North to South.  Time to retrace our steps! 
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We initially follow the same trail back, but at some 

stage we unknowingly stumble over a different 

one marked with blue tags and follow it for a 

while.  But the blue tags too get sparse and we 

lose them.  However by then we can see the beach 

next to where we are anchored.  If we can’t find a 

path, we will bush bash our way down.   Just as I 

say “I think we are on our own now!” Wadie 

stumbles over a pair of tree pruners of all things – 

finders keepers.  Shortly afterwards, we are back 

on a main track.  Phew!  This gets us back to the 

other end of our beach, with Take It Easy floating 

peacefully on dead low tide.  That was another big 

walk!  No bird watching, but lots of native plants, 

especially the silver banksia, the Oyster Bay pine 

with its big spiky clusters of nuts, bush peas and 

lots of smoky tea trees and black sheoaks.   

It is 5pm by the time we get back on board.   

We are a bit cold and damp, not to mention a little 

tired.  So a hot drink is in order, before the usual 

sundowners!  Bengie assumes position: on Wadie’s 

lap while he reads and I write the journal.  

 

Well we packed a fair bit into one day!  4 ½ hour 

sail, 4 ½ hour walk!  We are red faced.  I am 

looking more and more like a surfy chick with my 

hair bleached by sun and sea.  Wadie has his usual 

dishevelled curly mop and is getting quite tanned.  

But it feels good.  The sun comes out again at the 

end of the day, throwing a golden light over the 

bay, and the red rocks along the shore, and the 

boats are gleaming.  We have one of Cary 

Lewincamp’s CD playing, and all in all, life is rather 

good. 

 

 

 

 

It is supposed to get quite cold overnight: down to 

5 degrees! 

Tomorrow is another early start so we can get to 

Bicheno before the Southerly becomes a little too 

rowdy.  It is about 30 miles away, so the same 

distance we covered today… Easy! 

We are now surrounded by fishing boats… four of 

them are anchored behind us.   
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Wadie pipes up from the galley.  “We have picked 

a good spot again.  There is the proof!”  A couple 

of them moved from nearby Crocketts Bay.  It is 

just before 9pm.  The sun has set and the sky turns 

to pink and mauve over the little fleet.  It is a very 

beautiful seascape to watch through our cabin 

windows. 
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e raise anchor on the 12
th

 of January 

at 6.30.  It is rather chilly, so much so 

that not long after getting out of the 

Schouten Passage, we both decide to up the ante 

and put on skivvies and long johns; we need an 

extra warm layer to insulate ourselves a bit more 

and I even put on a beanie.  The Freycinet coast 

really is grandiose.  The tall craggy peaks and the 

high ochre cliffs edged with the bright orange 

lichen are made even more striking by the early 

morning light. 

 

It takes a while crossing the wide entrance to 

Wineglass Bay, and yet we are sailing at a good 

speed. In 10 to 15 knots true wind from the South 

West, we are doing anywhere between 7 to 9 

knots, with peaks at 10.5 when a swell line picks us 

up.  It is fun, you can feel the back lifting, the bow 

pitching down, and off we go, accelerating nicely. 

The usual culprits are around: a seal, a few 

dolphins, a flying fish, some shy albatrosses and 

gannets. 
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Once North of the Freycinet Peninsula, the peaky 

crags and pink and orange cliffs disappear, 

replaced by lower, wooded rolling hills edged with 

sandy beaches.  It is not as spectacular. 

Gorgeous smells are coming out of the cabin.  

Wadie is cooking us some bacon and eggs.  It is 

9.00 o’clock; we have been going for a few hours… 

at this rate we will get to Bicheno by 10.30! 

As we near Bicheno and the wind picks up, we 

reach 13.3 knots.  Whoosh!  It is a feast for the 

eyes: flocks of gannets, albatrosses, even terns are 

circling around us, and a very large pod of dolphins 

comes bounding towards us.  There are large ones, 

mothers with their young, all cavorting around our 

hulls.  You can see them porpoising along us, 

jumping and doing a figure of eight at the bows 

then big circle to the side, to return to our stern 

and do it all over again.  Even the baby ones swim 

hard to follow their mums.  There is one in 

particular that captures our attention because he 

is so small – may be 40 cm long, the smallest I have 

ever seen.  Little ones are fun to watch as they are 

so exuberant.  More pods join in, we can see them 

charging towards us from all directions!  This 

spectacle goes on for ages; in fact a few dolphins 

escort us all the way into Waubs Bay at Bicheno.  It 

really is magic. 
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We come right in, anchoring at 10.30 in five 

meters of water.  We covered 30 miles in 4 hours… 

7.5 knot average speed….  Not too shabby!  With 

great shelter from the south, there are more boats 

and yachts in the bay than on our last visit.  There 

are two very large ‘racing’ looking yachts, 6 to 8 

fishing boats hanging from their bright red 

mooring buoys.  I like Bicheno, it’s a nice setting.  

 

It will do for today, as the next leg will take us 60 

miles away to the North side of Eddystone Point 

and there is nowhere to shelter from Southerlies 

before that.  But that’s good; we will top up our 

fuel and water, get some treats and fresh tucker, 

grab lunch and real coffee at the bakery, and have 

a wander. 

We have another two weeks on board.  Given that 

we have time and unlimited access to water, it is 

worth being extravagant and running our twin tub!  

So on goes the generator and a load of washing.  

While it is all drying in the wind and sunshine, we 

go ashore. 

We take a look at the gulch.  It is a narrow stretch 

of water between the mainland and the long 

Governor Island.  It is reasonably well protected 

from the wind, but there is a lot of short swell.  

“Right, says Wadie, I don’t think we need to 

anchor here!”  It’s mainly the domain of fishing 

boats which don’t seem to mind the surge.  It is 

also a noisy spot from the thousands of crested 

terns breeding on the island… their screams are 

deafening!   

We take a walk along the granite rock slabs all the 

way back to Waubs Bay.  It is sunny, the water is a 

tropical looking aqua colour, the tide is low, Take It 

Easy looks sensational in there, surrounded by 

white fishing boats, even if we say so ourselves!  

Gee she is a good looking boat! 
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We later get back having done all our errands, get 

the cushions out and sun ourselves in the cockpit.  

At about 6pm, I decide to give Mum and dad a ring 

on the internet phone.  Bicheno holds a special 

place in their memory since we were here 

together when they came to Australia some 8 or 9 

years ago.  It is warm.  I have just been sunbaking, 

so I am in my bathers, but topless, standing at the 

navigation table, hooked up to the computer.  We 

are chatting away in French, till all of a sudden I 

see this stranger in the cockpit.  Wade has just 

invited a visitor on board.  Oops, panic!  Better put 

a T shirt on! I quickly excuse myself with Mum for 

a second, duck into the bedroom, then once 

decent, resume my conversation.  I describe what 

just happened to Mum who is killing herself 

laughing.  Bloody hell, Wadie, some warning would 

be good!  The guy came over in his zodiac from 

“Magic Mile”, a huge 63 foot mono, asking if he 

can take a closer look at our pride and joy.  He 

happens to be someone famous who sailed his 

Roberts 34, “Snow Petrel” to Antarctica.  We had 

heard about him and his dad, and must have read 

an article about his trip, as his red yacht and its 

distinctive name were familiar, as was his 

expedition.  He showed us some amazing photos 

of the red yacht anchored in the bay in front of 

Mawson’s Hut, and it covered with snow, the 

rigging, sheets and lifelines looking huge with ice.  

We were impressed with his story, and he was 

impressed with our roomy cat.  He had heard of 

the Easy catamarans, his wife would love a cat and 

so he was interested in seeing one in the flesh. 
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It would be absolutely incredible to get to 

Antarctica on your own boat.  It would be very 

cold, very frightening, probably not a lot of fun, 

but there would be a few moments of ecstasy and 

such a sense of achievement!  The sort of thing 

you would look back on afterward in wonder, but 

feel generally miserable and scared to death 

during!  He said they had one ‘knock down’ – 

where the boat is flattened on the surface of the 

water by huge seas, then springs back up.  A knock 

down on a cat would result in a full 180 degrees 

roll, you would be sitting upside down, in a nice 

stable – unrecoverable – position.  Wadie looks up 

at our rig as I read this bit of the journal to him.  

“Normally it is designed so the mast would break, 

although on this one, it is so solidly rigged that it 

does not look like it would break – no, too cold and 

too scary, Miss Cricri”. “Agreed, I will settle for a 

cruise from Patagonia”. 
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riday the 13
th

 today!  Watch out, it’s nearly 

as bad as red skies in the morning! But the 

skies are clear for our 6.00 o’clock 

departure, and it is nowhere near as cold as 

yesterday.  

 Twenty minutes after raising anchor, we switch 

the engines off and are sailing away.  Beautifully 

done! 

 

  

Wadie appears from the cabin. “We are only doing 

8’s!  That’s no good!  What happened to 10’s?  

When I left you we were doing steady 10’s.  What 

have you done?” he enquires.  “I don’t know, 

maybe it is George’s fault.  It’s hard to get good 

help, you know” is my response.  However not 

long after that, I proudly point to the GPS (check 

out the top left number in the photo)…  “See if you 

can beat that!”  

 

 

F 
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We keep being impressed with the ease and speed 

of our cat.  It really is true to its name.  We reflect 

on our trip so far: we have not had to do a single 

overnighter; whenever we have had to hide from 

the weather, there has been plenty to see and do 

ashore.  Such a stress free voyage! 

By about 10.30, our beautiful breeze has died 

down, to the point where we have to motor.  We 

briefly try Big Red once we are passed St Helens 

Island, but in a 4.5 knots breeze, even the 

spinnaker refuses to stay inflated.  So we drop the 

lot and motor on with one engine and bare poles.  

Well that was not in the forecast!  Another yacht is 

following us, doing the same.  It is a mono, cork 

screwing its way through the small swell.  It makes 

you feel sick just looking at it!   

Once we are past the entrance to St Helens, the 

breeze starts building.  We are off sailing again in 

an 8 to 10 knots South East, doodling along at 6.5 

knots speed.  We hear the dulcet tones of our 

favourite Tamar Coast Guard, Bryn, on the radio, 

calling for position reports.  I say “morning Bryn, 

this is Take It Easy, Take It Easy”.  The answer 

comes back “I wish I could, I wish I could.  Take It 

Easy, you’re back!  Whereabouts are you?”  We 

have a quick chat.  It will be nice to be in his 

territory for the next two weeks. 

We are about 6 miles south of Eddystone Point, 

and the engine is on again.  It is a bit of an ‘on 

again – off again’ day today, sunny, but not very 

reliable winds.  We can see the tall hills of Cape 

Barren Island in the distance… some 40 miles on.  

We will probably get there tomorrow.  For today, 

Picnic Corner on the Northern side of Eddystone 

Point will give us shelter overnight.  We have to 

negotiate our way through a few rocks and islets, 

but cutting right through them instead of going 

around them will save us a bit of distance. 

By about 2.30 we are level with the lighthouse at 

Eddystone.  The coast around these parts lies low.  

There are distant hills inland, but the shore line is 

flat as a tack and a bit ‘oh hum’ after the 

spectacular organ pipes of the South or craggy 

peaks of Freycinet.  The breeze is all over the 

place.  It seems to wrap around the point and the 

corner of Tassie into Bank Strait.   

 

It is now on our nose!  But the monotony is broken 

when a pod of dolphins comes bouncing, leaping 

right out of the water.  “Oh, quick, let’s play with 

this funny looking boat before it disappears”.  A 

couple of seals join in.  It is on for a few minutes, 

but then quick as a flash, they are gone.  Is it 

something we said?   

Picnic Corner and the whole area around 

Eddystone Point is not a place you want to venture 

into in the dark.  It is studded with numerous rocks 

and islets, so we are glad to be doing this in broad 

daylight and sunshine.  As we round the point, the 

wind is North East, which makes it exactly the 

wrong direction for Picnic Corner.  The wind 

observations show it should be back to South East 

later this evening.  We will see whether we need 

to move back to the Southern side of the point 

tonight!  It is not ideal, sitting with our bum to the 

beach, but not uncomfortable.  We will just watch 

things for a while.  Pity I feel like a snooze!  Let’s 

hope the wind does not switch to the West as it is 

threatening to, or we will be sitting here rocking 

like drunken sailors!  For now, Take It Easy is doing 
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an impersonation of a mono at anchor on a good 

day. 

It is 6pm.  We are having sundowners, facing the 

right way into the cove finally, making some rude 

comments about a Farr 38 that has just anchored 

nearby.  They are called Escapade.  We saw them 

at Maria Island.  They are laying beam to the 

swell…  “Ah, ah, they are doing the crocodile roll”… 

“You should get yourself another hull, mate!” 
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The Furneaux and Kent Group of Islands 
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here is no real need to get up early this 

Saturday morning, as the next leg is a short 

one: about 30 miles to Clarke and Cape 

Barren Island.  We leave just before 8.00 

am, motor-sail out of the cove and past the many 

rocks then head dead North.  With the wind from 

the SSE, and light, these should be ideal conditions 

for Big Red.  I say ‘should’. 

We have George in charge of steering while Wade 

set things up and we get organised to launch the 

beast.  We get it flying straight away, but it is set a 

little high and has a tendency to oscillate.  There is 

too much pressure to adjust the guys as we go, so 

we bring it back down, shorten the guys and 

relaunch. .. That’s better, more control.  It is OK for 

a while, but with the swell, George makes us 

meander, which affects how well inflated the kite 

stays.  So I take over the steering, however have to 

admit to being just as bad as George.  We 

persevere for a while longer, Wade has a go at 

steering so I can trim, but it’s no good either!  A 

look at the angle the wind is coming from shows 

nearly 130 degrees – no wonder!  If you look at a 

compass and 0 degrees is ahead of us, and 180 

behind us, we seem to be able to fly the spinnaker  

when the wind is coming between 180 and 160 

degrees; less than that, Big Red collapses.  It’s 

frustrating.  I hate it when it flops down then re-

inflates with the crack of a whip; so much force on 

everything.  So we snuff it out, and try going with 

the main and jib… marginal setting of the jib, slow 

speed… 

In the end, the wind dies down all together and we 

end up dropping the lot and motoring for a while.  

We later raise the main again when the breeze 

picks up half way across Bank Strait.  We are nearly 

tempted to deploy Big Red again, but then the 

wind starts doing full circles… a sure sign that it is 

about to switch from South East to North 

East/North West, a few hours earlier than forecast. 

Now it is on our nose.  To add insult to injury, the 

motion is unpleasant, with a confused chop.  But it 

is sunny so I find the antidote for feeling a little 

‘border line’ is to swallow a few biscuits and go 

and sunbake on the deck at the front.  As we get 

somewhat closer to Cape Barren Island, the sea 

improves, with better formed swell lines, although 

still hardly any wind, thus we are not even motor-

sailing, just plain motoring! 

 

There are a few little lone penguins surfacing, 

having a quick look around, then diving again.  We 

generally see them in small huddles, but not this 

time.  And I spot two beautiful flesh footed 

shearwaters.  They are quite large, 40 to 45 cm 

wingspan, dark brown nearly black, with a pale 

beak.  They have a lazy broad winged flight, much 

more sedate than smaller shearwaters; they glide 

on their own, rather than in a flock. 

Finally, we reach Cape Barren Island, a big 

imposing island, which is largely a wilderness.  The 

landscape is given dramatic dimension by two 

T 
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granite massifs: Mt Munro in the North West, and 

Mt Kerford in the South West.  The island was so 

named by Furneaux the explorer, who described it 

as high, rocky and barren. 

 

We enter Kent Bay through the entrance between 

Forsyth and Passage Islands.  It is spectacular with 

the rugged Mt Kerford dominating the broad but 

shallow bay.  We are anchored by about 2pm… a 

rather slow crossing of Bank Strait, but uneventful.  

We are in Nautilus Cove.  This one was not named 

because you could find lots of Nautilus shells… I 

wish!  Nautilus was the name of the vessel that 

accompanied Matthew Flinders from Sydney to 

Kent Bay on a sealing venture.  His captain was 

Charles Bishop!  No doubt one of Captain Wadie 

Bishop’s seafarer ancestors! 

Time for a late lunch, then we might go fossicking 

for Killiecrankie diamonds, although without the 

right implements, we might not make our fortune 

this time.  With all the saga of the boat repairs 

prior to departure, we forgot to bring a shovel and 

the sieves. 
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What we do see in the shallows as we dinghy 

towards the creek’s mouth are many Fiddler Rays 

– dozens of them.  It is not enticing to go wading in 

the water, but is an amazing sight nonetheless.  

There are brown with white patterns, a tail a bit 

like a shark’s, no sting and they move very swiftly 

when disturbed. 

 

 

It is lovely to be back in the Furneaux Group of 

islands.  It is wild and Kent Bay is a place of 

contradictions: the widest bay, yet very shallow, a 

broad open entrance, but only two meter deep so 

you can’t use it to come in, white sandy beaches, 

but you can’t get close to them… only by dinghy.  

The water is crystal clear.  We are anchored a long 

way from the shore and this emphasises the size 

and remoteness of our surroundings. 
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t rained all night and we wake up on January 

15th to an overcast day, with mirror like water.  

Mt Kerford’s rocky escarpment shines in the 

morning light.  It is totally still.  We have a slow 

start: some reading in bed till well after 8.00, lazy 

pancake breakfast as the sun peaks through the 

clouds.  There is no hurry today.  We will wait for 

the flooding tide and move with it to the Western 

shores of Cape Barren Island. 

We have a couple of days of strong Northerlies on 

Monday and Tuesday.  So we decide we will stop 

at Key Island first today, and go for a dive for some 

abalones, then motor around to Thunder & 

Lightening next door on Monday, where we have 

never anchored and might be able to fish for some 

flathead. 

It is nice to slow the pace down a bit, with short 

little hops.  It is getting to that end of the holidays 

when we have to start thinking about the return 

home… Wadie would like to avoid an overnighter, 

which means a return via Deal and Port Albert.  I 

would like to maximise the time around Flinders 

and Cape Barren, which means a straight run from 

Killiecrankie to Lakes overnight.  The weather 

forecast at the end of next week will be the 

decider. 

On the way to Key Island, we decide to make a 

stop at an inviting little beach just around from 

Wombat Point, where we anchored on the way 

down several weeks ago.  We have dropped the 

pick in a deep sandy hole: 5 meters at mid tide.  

We checked the bottom closer to the beach, but it 

was reef and sand, so not as good.  There is a little 

lagoon right in the corner for us to go and explore.  

We drop the dinghy in the water and go.  Not only 

do we find a tiny creek, but there is a separate 

freshwater lake behind the dunes.  It is tea 

coloured, with a couple of black swans and a 

heron.  A few blue dragon flies rest on the reeds, 

and I try to get close to them quietly to take come 

photos.  It is a pretty spot, with the tall hill of 

Double Peak in the distance.  We then walk the 

length of the beach.  I don’t think too many people 

would have walked along these shores! 

 

 

I 
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This lovely little spot does not seem to have a 

name.  Given it is just next to Wombat Point, and a 

different bay from the larger nearby Battery Bay, 

we call it Wombat Cove and mark it as a nice 

anchorage. 
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In the afternoon we head off again, bound for Key 

Island Bay, a favourite spot of ours.  But the wind 

is doing some odd things: blowing lightly from the 

South West, when it is forecast from the North 

East and was blowing North East when we left 

Wombat Cove… May be it’s a sea breeze. 

We arrive at Key island around 4pm, having played 

‘dodge them’ with a spider web of craypot buoys 

as we were going past the Northern tip of 

Preservation Island.  We are laying now with our 

bum to Bum Rock, not the right thing to be doing, 

but hopefully the wind will switch to North East as 

forecast!  It is high tide, too late and too chilly to 

go for a dive.  We will leave this till tomorrow. 

The fishing boats we passed at Preservation come 

and anchor, also facing the wrong way.  Eventually 

the breeze shifts to a Northerly and proper order is 

re-established at Key Island Bay.  We are now all 

facing the Bum!  By the way, the bum is a rock that 

looks like a lopsided bottom, so we named it that 

way a few years ago.   
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Sunset over the fishing boats is a stunning orange, then later red after sundown. 
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mall sleep in this Monday morning!  But as 

we are accustomed to waking up at dawn, 

we don’t manage to stay in bed past 8.00 – 

things to do, time to be enjoyed at our 

favourite anchorage.  It is sunny, although there 

are lots of clouds and we can hear the roaring of 

the wind overhead.  We will go for a dive at low 

tide – about 11.00 – but that’s if it does not get too 

windy, as with our Power Snorkel floating on the 

water, it gets blown down wind and drags us with 

it!  I guess if we do wait till dead low tide, we 

might be able to just snorkel to pick up a few 

abalones – less hassles with the compressor too. 

I make myself a real coffee, but it smells better 

than it tastes.  Then, as low tide approaches, we 

move to the ‘secret’ end of the bay, in the rock 

studded Northern corner, between the beach and 

Key Island proper.  We have our marked sandy 

hole: 3 meters at low tide, looovely!  Nobody will 

come and anchor behind or near us.  This 

anchorage is not everybody’s cup of tea.  But to us 

it is a little heavenly spot where we just dive off 

the boat, and could swim ashore if the water was 

not so cold.  Ahead of us: rocks, port side: beach, 

aft: Key Island, starboard side: open water.  It is 

quite protected and very scenic with the sun on 

the water and the orange lichen on the granite 

rocks. The light is always a treat here, and sunsets 

are to die for. 

We get the gear ready and our nosy pussycat 

inspects the bag.  “A bag, I love bags, and with 

interesting stuff in it too!” 

 

Wadie marks our diving knives with tape so we 

know the minimum size for black and green abs.  It 

is mainly green abs here, and there are some right 

under the boat!  We can see them in the crystal 

clear water.

 

S 
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We spend a gorgeous 1 ½ hour snorkelling.  Wade 

is in charge of finding us four size abs.    I am 

having fun just looking, following fishes, trying to 

remember their shape and colour so I can check 

them out in the fish book afterwards.  It is so 

beautiful under there, especially the little gullies 

and cracks where abs, urchins and small fishes 

hide.  It is such a feast for the eyes: seagrass, fern 

like algae, anemones, bright orange starfishes, and 

lots of fish.  I go back on board, grab Wade’s 

Olympus camera, good for up to 10 meters 

underwater, and jump back in to get a few photos.  

The best looking fishes colour wise were leather 

jackets of which there were several types.  There 

were some plain brown striped, some yellow 

striped (black all over except for the yellow stripe 

from the tail to the middle of the back).  But the 

most striking one was the tooth brush leather 

jacket, with lots of blue, yellow and black, and the 

paler bridled leatherjacket. 
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Apart from the leather jackets, we saw a senator 

wrasse: green and burgundy stripes and blue tail, 

several big blue throated wrasses with a brown 

body and big broad white cross band, some 

magpie perches with two black cross bands on 

their white body and a high forehead.  Wadie 

spotted a long snouted boarfish, which looks 

pretty amazing in the book with its black and white 

oblique bands and long nose.  There were lots of 

zebra fishes and different types of cod. 

 

And there were two huge black fishes with  long 

fins and a funny looking ladder hanging from one 

of them!  We surface, both feeling a bit chilly and 

ravenous and climb back on board.  It is beautiful, 

sunny and warm, so a sit on the deck is a pleasant 

way to rest and admire the aqua pristine water, 

rocky outcrops and white beach surrounding us.  

This place is always such a delight.  Wadie shucks 

the four abs and I prepare some dough for a bread 

loaf, then we go ashore for a walk along the beach. 
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With the sea breeze picking up we do a few 360’s, 

then it settles.  Later, Wadie dives over the anchor.  

The chain has wrapped itself around a mushroom 

like rock.  We are not going anywhere!  And with 

the pressure on the chain, there is no way of 

unravelling it by hand.  So we both think and 

scheme at the bow, working out how we will 

manoeuvre to untangle ourselves.  The proof of 

the pudding with all our scheming is in the 

execution.  Wadie stays at the bows to direct.  I 

motor slowly in an arc, then follow Wade’s hand 

signals and pivot the boat.  Bingo, looks like we 

have done it!  Another dive on the anchor confirms 

we have done the deed.  Skilful team work!  That 

deserves a fresh water shower and shampoo on 

the sugar scoops.  Gorgeous and warm!  After all 

this, we decide to stay anchored here.  There is 

always tomorrow for Thunder & Lightening. 

In the warmth of the late afternoon, the bread 

dough has risen nicely for the second time, so it is 

time for baking!  However, we feel rather mellow, 

sipping a glass of wine with nibbles in the sunny 

cockpit. 

Dinner is of course abalone thinly sliced and briefly 

pan fried in three different ways: ginger, chili,  

garlic and parsley, and even though we only took 

four, there is still enough for another feed 

tomorrow.  As for the hot bread loaf, it smells 

sensational, cooling down in the cabin.  What shall 

we have for desert, fruit and whipped cream or 

warm bread and butter?  Warm bread wins… “I 

don’t really need anything, says Wadie, but if you 

are going to have some, I don’t want to miss out 

on it.”  Warm bread out of the oven is too good 

not to indulge.  “Do you reckon we should have 

another one?” asks Mr Greedy Guts – “No, 

otherwise we will eat the whole loaf in one 

sitting!” 

Feeling rather full, we sit back, look out and wait 

for the sunset spectacle behind Key Island.  

Colourful sundowns are another trademark of this 

idyllic anchorage.  It starts as a light pink over 

mauve clouds, and remains in pastel tones.  Not as 

striking as last night’s, but still nice. 

 

The wind has picked up quite a bit.  “Just typical, it 

starts to howl when it gets dark” complains Wadie.  

And the howling really settles in, with Take It Easy 

being yanked at the chain and buffeted by the 

gusts.  Nothing major – to 25 knots, but enough to 

jerk us around. 
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e have an uncomfortable night spent 

mainly listening.  Wadie gets up a few 

times to check how we are laying… 

things quieten down in the wee 

hours and it is all calm when we wake up at dawn 

on the 17th of January.  But it feels like we are on a 

short lead, a sure sign we have wrapped ourselves 

around a bit of reef again.  We peer down at the 

water: it looks like the chain is caught in a crack.  

So while there is no breeze and a bit of slack in the 

chain, Wadie dives on it.  I can see him going down 

along the chain then pulling the chain around a 

bollard like rock…  It is that same rock we got 

wrapped around yesterday!  Wadie is a great 

diver: 5 meters down, moving the chain around… I 

could not do it!  Just as well it was not deeper!  It 

is another good reason to anchor in less than five 

meters of water.

. 

 

It is 8 o’clock.  We are well and truly up, check the 

weather forecast and come to the decision the 

best spot to be is right next door in Thunder & 

Lightening Bay.  We have never anchored there 

before, the name is fabulous, so off we go for the 

shortest leg of the trip!  This should take the whole 

of 20 minutes! 

Bengie is lying on her mat on the table, flat as a 

tack.  It is hot already and she does not much like 

the heat.  She has been rather lazy the last few 

days.  At last she gets out on deck, has a wander, 

sits in the shade of one of the hatches for a while, 

then climbs on the roof, still in the shade of the 

boom, and lies there, sniffing, looking around – 

land smells, that’s different! 

  

W 
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After all that wind last night, it is now very still.  

Eventually the Northerly picks up.  We face the 

right way into the bay.  We will be able to leave 

the boat and have a wander ashore for some 

beach combing. 

Wadie checks his phone.  We have not given sign 

of life to friends and family for a week and already 

there are three messages from his Mum and 

Murray… better see whether there is enough 

reception to send an email!  And there is, very 

marginal, but there is.  Man, there’s even an email 

exchange between Craig and Murray talking about 

GPS phone tracking to find out where we are.  

Steady on, boys, this is the Furneaux Islands, 

remote, hardly inhabited, with fluky internet 

coverage!  We are doing just fine.  No need to call 

the cavalry just yet!  Mind you, sending an email 

from an anchorage called “Thunder & Lightening” 

is probably not reassuring for everybody.  Some 

might think that the name comes from the foul 

weather that descends from the nearby hills, but 

not so… In fact we find out, courtesy of Ann and 

Greg and their Google search that the name comes 

from a descendant of Mannalargenna, Chief of the 

Ben Lomond Tribe.  His 4th daughter was called 

Wobberertee, which translates as “Thunderstorm, 

Thunder and Lightening”.  Thunder and Lightening 

Bay is named after her.   I bet it was not wise to 

argue with this woman! 

It is nice that someone in their wisdom retained a 

little of the aboriginal past of Cape Barren Island.  

Nowadays, this island, as Clarke Island, is 

aboriginal land and a few families live in a tiny 

settlement on their North West shore.
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Just as we have dropped Peasy into the water and 

are getting ready to go ashore, I see some dolphins 

out in the bay.  I wave at them and call out “hi 

guys, come and visit!”…  Not that it has anything to 

do with it, but they spot us and come porpoising 

in.  We are standing on the sugar scoop and they 

come right in – we could just about touch them – 

roll on their side to get a good look at us, do 

another pass and then swim away. 

Our visitors gone, we dinghy ashore and wander 

along the beach in search of treasures.  Anything 

will do: good shells, floats…  A little way down, we 

find a fresh water stream flowing out on the sand.  

We will fill up our water barrels later.  It may not 

be right for drinking, but great for the camp 

shower.  We continue our walk which takes us to a 

rocky outcrop.  Wadie, the eternal scrambler, 

takes the rock hopping way, I choose the shallow 

water’s edge… That is until it gets waist deep.  I am 

wading through, doing my water aerobics, until a 

stingray darts off, does a broad semi-circle to my 

side and slowly comes back behind me.  That is 

when I really pick up the pace and get those legs 

moving!  I will take the high road on the way back, 

that’s for sure!  We meet up on the sand a little 

further on, and keep going to the end of the beach 

where a sizable creek and small lagoon meander 

towards the nearby hills .  Then, having got to the 

end, back we go! 
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The afternoon passes pleasantly: late lunch with 

boat-baked bread, Sudoku and crosswords, a few 

dips, study of the seashells book to identify some 

of the lovely shells we have collected, a bit of a 

nap in the cabin for Wadie and in the nets for me.  

Sun, warm breeze, gentle swaying of the boat, the 

sound of little wavelets breaking on the sand, a 

few birds calling… perfect really! 

We end the afternoon with a fresh water shower, 

warmed by the sun in the camp shower bag we 

filled with the creek water… a little luxury for our 

salty, suntanned bodies.  Bengie the lazy kitten is 

flaked out on the floor… a change from being 

flaked out on our bed under the open hatch, belly 

up, with her fur blowing in the breeze.  Life is 

tough for our ship’s cat.
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t blew up at 2.30 am.  We both got up to close 

the hatches and check things out in the cockpit: 

25 knots from the South West for a short 

period, then West, lying beam to the swell for a bit 

of rock and roll, then it settled WNW and all got 

quiet again, apart from some rain.  This morning, 

the air is clear and fresh from the overnight rain 

and the colours of the hills as we motor off are 

more vivid and intensified.  This was a nice spot 

but it is time to move on.  A front is passing and 

will bring unsettled weather for the next two days, 

so we are heading to Trousers Point, at the South 

West end of Flinders Island.  With the wind doing 

its “all around the compass” thing, it is a little hard 

to select a spot that will give us all weather 

protection, but Trousers Point will cover most of 

what is forecast, and we can easily move to the 

other side of the little promontory if need be.  

Unfortunately we are heading into not only a light 

North West, but going against the tide as well, so 

we have to put both Yam and Aha on the job!  But 

better to move north while the breeze is still light!

 

 

As we reach the Northern end of Cape Barren 

Island, the imposing peaks of Mount Strzelecki, on 

the Southern extremity of Flinders Island, come 

into view.  This is a tall, rocky massif, spectacular 

from any angle. 

Flinders Island is the largest of the Furneaux Group 

of islands, all part of the ancient land bridge that 

once linked South Eastern Victoria to North 

Eastern Tasmania. 

I am admiring the Strzelecki, in awe of its 

impressive peaks, and think “I don’t believe I am fit 

enough for this climb”.  Climbing Mount Strzelecki 

is one of these iconic walks, but it is a long, steep, 

tough climb.  As I am musing about it, Wadie is 

studying the weather and the “Walks of Flinders 

Island” book. He pipes up.  “We will stay at 

Trousers Point tomorrow.  If you want to try the 

Strzelecki walk, we could give it a go”.   “Funny you 

say that!  I am keen to try; I don’t know that I will 

make it to the top, but where there is a will, there 

is a way!”

 

I 
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Trousers Point is a good anchorage, with the 

added advantage of barbecues and rubbish bins 

ashore.  Only one disadvantage: bloody big 

mosquitoes that could carry you away!  For those 

who wonder how the name Trousers Point came 

about, there are a couple of versions to the 

explanations: one being that a cabin boy on the 

wrecked Sarah Ann Blanche in 1871 escaped by 

swimming ashore, without his trousers – much 

easier of course.  The other is that a box of 

trousers washed up on the beach from the wreck 

of the Cambridgeshire in 1875. 

Half way across the Franklin Sound, the passage 

between Cape Barren and Flinders Island, we are 

at last able to sail and switch off the engines.  It is 

so much quicker, nicer and such a smoother ride 

than the hobby horsing we were doing!  We 

manage to sail all the way into Trousers Point and 

arrive in brilliant sunshine at lowish tide.  The 

aqua, tropical looking water, lined with a thin 

white sandy beach in a crescent shape, the orange 

granite boulders at the Northern end, and the 

towering hills dominating at the Southern end all 

make this a striking anchorage.  It reminds me of 

the Polynesian island of Moorea. 

 

This is it for today.  It might get a bit rowdy tonight 

with a period of South Westerly wind, but if it 

does, we will motor around to Fotheringate Beach, 

on the other side of the promontory.  There is no 

hazard, we know the area and can make the move 

in the dark if need be. 

Time for a dip: 18.6 degrees, the warmest water 

we have encountered – positively tropical!  

Correction… it is still rather – well – refreshing.  

Just what we need before our walk along the 

beach! 

We head ashore in Peasy, drop our two bags of 

rubbish at the local bins, then wander along the 

sand to the opposite end of the beach.  The shades 

of the ocean, from aqua through to ultramarine 

are really stunning.  As we look back towards Take 

It Easy and the orange rocky outcrops behind it, it 

occurs to us that the boat colours suit this 

seascape extremely well.  “It just belongs here, 

doesn’t it?” 
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We are walking along, feeling rather blessed to be 

in this scenery, when Wadie lets rip…  “Horse farts, 

dear, we are outside, it’s allowed”.  Upon 

commenting on my man’s surprising capacity to do 

this often and in generous quantity – “you should 

bottle these, we’d have enough to run the stove 

for the whole trip” – he makes some obscure 

denigrating comments about my lack of duck 

diving ability.  “Where the hell has that come 

from?” I ask…  “Well, dear, you keep all your hot 

air in your belly, thus making you float, and be 

hopeless at duck diving.  Whereas I expel all my 

hot air so I can dive all the way down to the 

anchor”.  Mm, what do you say to that? 

Our beach combing habit brings us a few riches.  I 

find a colourful “Painted Lady” shell, with bright 

pink, green and burgundy colour, Wadie finds big 

“coral on sticks”.  I pick up a gorgeous orange 

sponge, but quickly discard it after I take a whiff of 

it: the most disgusting odour of rotten fish 

wrapped in dog poo you have ever smelt.  Pfouah!  

And Wadie finds a squid jig… now that’s useful! 

Back on board, we have the usual late lunch, and 

then it is time for a rest.  Bengie is on our bed 

under the hatch; Wadie reads in the cabin, I go out 

on the nets with a book.  One thing I notice is the 

amount of clouds obscuring the summit of the 

Strzelecki Peaks and gradually reaching down to 

the lower saddles as the afternoon passes.  They 

make comment in the Flinders Island book that it 

often happens on warm days: the warm air rises, 

charged with moisture from the bay, and 

condenses on the peaks, forming clouds.  So the 

morale of the story is that we should start our walk 

early, so we reach the summit before this 

happens.  Who wants to do a walk like this to see 

nothing but a sea of clouds at the top?  If I am 

going to suffer, I want views! 

It seems to be happening to a few of the peaks 

around the area.  Mt Chappell, a cone shaped 

island, currently looks like a volcano threatening to 

erupt, so does Mt Munroe.  By the evening, the sky 

is clear, and the surrounding mountains reappear. 

We have a barbecue ashore initially by ourselves, 

but then get swamped by the local off duty 

constabulary and a bunch of scouts.  We chat a bit, 

and then retreat to our boatie before the attack of 

the mozzies.  Someone talks about the size of the 

ones in Palana, at the Northern tip of Flinders.  

“You get attacked by two of them and you are a 

gonner.  There is one to hold you down, the other 

to bite you!”  We have to laugh because we know 

they are big and ferocious here!  The sun sets 

behind Chappell Island in a show of bright yellows 

and oranges.
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n Thursday 19
th

 January, I get up at 6.30 

to look up at Mt Strzelecki… the summit 

comes in and out of view through the 

mist, as does Mt Munroe.  It is cloudy up high, yet 

sunny down low. 

I am keen to give it a go regardless of the mist. So 

we slowly get ready, pack the backpack with 

snacks, water, Gortex jackets and warm tops, and 

we dinghy ashore.  It is high tide, there is hardly 

any beach left, so we leave Peasy right against the 

dune, and we start our walk to the official starting 

point, some 3kms away. 

 

At 8.30 am we are at the stile, take the compulsory 

photo of the sign: 5 hour return… Here we go!  The 

track is well marked, and easy to follow, but steep 

pretty much straight away.  “Slow and steady wins 

the race” is our motto.  The locals last night at the 

barbecue said “slow pace, lots of stops and you 

will be right”.  Well, when it comes to walking up 

hill, I don’t do fast.  So Wadie leads the way so he 

can go at his own pace, and makes frequent stops 

to wait for me to catch up, have a breather then 

keep going.  I am determined to make it up, but 

need to pace myself. 

We quickly gain height.  The climb takes us 

through very distinct areas of vegetation: from a 

wooded gully following a small creek, to tea tree 

forest, to sheoak forest with a thick carpet of pine 

needles making the steep track slippery, to fern 

gullies, to eucalypts.  As we climb, we get 

spectacular views of Trousers Point, the little 

Promontory and Fotheringate Bay.  We can see the 

nearby islands: Chappell, Badger, East Kangaroo, 

Big Green Island… They look so small and mostly 

low lying and we can see the ocean colour 

changing with different depths.   As we climb, we 

can just see Take It Easy in the bay (on the left 

hand side of the next photo).  It looks so tiny and is 

facing the wrong way!

 

O 
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At some stage along the way I think: “I’m gonna 

make it up”…  It is steep and hard yakka, but you 

do get a sense of progress with quick height gains 

and increasingly panoramic views.  But the top 

rock walls keep disappearing in the mist. 
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Further along, we get out of the scrub and start 

following rocky gullies against large granite 

escarpments.  It is impressive, and the 

temperature drops as we get higher and are more 

exposed to the elements.  Mist drifts in and out, 

sometimes obscuring the sheer cliffs and engulfing 

us, other times clearing and giving us glimpses of 

the coast further north, towards the flatlands and 

the Darling Range.   

The last third of the climb is the toughest part, 

with the trek edging around the base of the 

impressive summit `peak rock wall, then climbing 

straight up.  It is hard on the legs and the 

breathing… lots of grunting helps!  The vegetation 

is now what looks like small waratah bushes, but 

without the red flowers.  We emerge on a saddle, 

the ridge leading to the summit in front of us and 

at last we get a view of the other side: towards 

Cape Barren Island.  We catch glimpses of Mt 

Munroe, the Vansittart shoals, the Franklin Sound, 

in between misty periods.  It is much colder up 

here and the wind makes it even more so.  

Another 15 minutes for the final push and we are 

at the top of Mt Strzelecki!  Yeah, we’ve done it in 

two hours.  We rug up, have a few snacks, take lots 

of pictures, as the surrounding crags and scenery 

appear then disappear…  Half an hour later, it is 

time to come down to get out of the artic wind 

and warm up. 
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The scramble down is hard on the legs as you are 

for ever using them as brakes to your descent.  But 

I’d still rather down than up!  1 ½ hour later, we 

are all the way back down.  4 hour return, 

although there is another 45 minutes to get back 

to Trousers Point.  But this time, a nice couple 

stops their car and gives us a lift back!  So there 

you go, another thing ticked off the bucket list…  

We heard an owl on the way up, we saw a black 

snake on the way down! 

 

 

 

 

Back on board, the first thing we do is jump in the 

water for a refreshing dip.  19.9 degrees, a record!  

Then it is time for lunch, and a well-earned rest in 

the sunshine. 

Wadie caught a flathead.  That was quick!  Then 

with no other bite at the line, there is talk of 

moving to nearby East Kangaroo Island, an 

anchorage we looked at several years ago with 

Medina, but did not like at the time.  So I think, 

hey, why not, it will bring us a whisker closer to 

Whitemark, and it is a different spot to stay for the 

night. 

We have talked to Dave and Mary on Deal Island, 

to let them know that we will probably come 

home that way.  So they give us a long shopping 

list of stuff they would like us to buy for them at 

the Whitemark IGA.  We will be shopping for 

ourselves too: the usual treats, fresh food, petrol… 

and compulsory breakfast at the bakery.  High tide 

is early tomorrow morning, so we will tie up to the 

jetty and do the usual dash into town before the 

tide disappears and leaves us high and dry. 
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An hour and a bit later, we have motor-sailed to 

East Kangaroo Island and are anchored at low tide 

in 3.8 meters of water on weed over sand.  East 

Kangaroo is a low lying island.  I suspect last time 

we had a look at it was on a windy grim day, 

whereas today is bright and sunny, with light 

variable wind, so it looks just fine.  We also have 

faith in our Mason Supreme anchor.  It does not 

budge!  There are cape barren geese patrolling the 

sandy beach.  In fact upon reading about East 

Kangaroo in the Tasmania’s Offshore Islands book, 

I find it is a nature reserve for little penguins, 

short-tailed shearwaters and crested terns and a 

significant breeding site for cape barren geese.  At 

night fall, shearwaters fly into the island to return 

to their burrows.  There are not in huge numbers 

like at Babel Island, but are still noticeable in the 

orange sky.  And a little later, we hear the calls of 

little penguins coming ashore from theirs day’s 

fishing.  It is nice to know the island is a safe refuge 

for them. 

However it is not so safe for a pike that has just 

taken Wade’s bait!  Dinner tonight is taken care of!
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arly motor this morning, Friday 20
th

 January, 

to get to Whitemark at high tide!  It is 

another bright sunny day with North East to 

North West forecast.  So after our provisioning 

expedition, we might sail to Lillies Beach, just 

South of Settlement Point.  We have only been 

there once, many years ago.  It’s either this or 

Roydon Island, further North. 

 Bengie has her mad hour… running around like a 

cat possessed.  It is the most active we have seen 

her for a while.  She is playful, skids along chasing 

feathers we throw.  I think she gets quite bored 

when we are on board for extended periods.  She 

puts up with the boat, but would rather 

Brunswick’s garden to run around and the big tree 

to climb!  But it is better than jail (the cattery). 

We approach Whitemark, in quiet, glassy 

conditions.  With big puffy clouds in the sky and 

the mountains reflecting in the mirror like water, it 

is quite a breathtaking scene.  As usual, there is no 

one at the jetty.  We come in, pivot the boat so we 

are facing out and Take It Easy’s rubbing strip does 

its job as we rest against the big wooden pylons of 

the jetty.   

 

We head straight for the little IGA and petrol 

station.  I get Dave and Mary’s provisions…  You 

can see what they miss: treats!  They say it is all 

these yachties they keep feeding, but I reckon 

there are a few things in there that are for private 

consumption!  That done, it is onto our shopping 

list – more treats: chocolate, nibbles, King Island 

cheese, fruit for the whipped cream Dave 

introduced us to! 

We have a chat to the owner of the IGA.  He 

recognises us from previous years: “Oh yes, I 

remember the little white cat, I buzzed you last 

year, but you did not wave!”  “Ah, it was you!  Well 

next time we’ll know… but we’ve changed colour!”  

He flies his small plane every week to pick up fresh 

vegetables in Port Welshpool.  “Where will you be 

on Monday?  I will fly over you”.   We load 

everything on board, then do the bakery attack: 

coffees with egg and bacon buns, and a succulent 

looking loaf of bread with tomatoes, olives, onions 

and seeds for later.  That won’t last very long!  We 

also raid the pub for some gin and rum… just in 

case our sundowner supplies run out!  By 10.30, 

two hours have passed since high tide.  It is time to 

make our escape. 

E 
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We sail to Lillies Beach, but would not you know it, 

as soon as we get there, the wind turns.  So we are 

anchored facing the wrong way… probably the sea 

breeze again! 

Time to go ashore for a stroll and beach comb!  

The bay is extremely shallow and we just make it 

with the dinghy.  There are the remnants of an old 

jetty.  Even at high tide you would be hard pushed 

to find enough water to moor along those posts! 
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Wadie can’t help himself and takes photos of the photographer looking for interesting shots! 
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We find lots of Marineers shells, tiny iridescent 

green shells the aboriginal women used to make 

necklaces out of.  They are brilliant in the water 

with the sun on them.  I start on these, but pretty 

quickly Wadie gets hooked on it too, especially 

when he finds “the mother lode”!   

 

One far less attractive find of his is ‘fossilised 

poo”… just bits of  tubular coral that look like a 

lump of you know what and I suspect might smell 

like it too when we bring them into the cabin!  A 

couple of green lip abalone shells have stunning 

pink, mauve, green and aqua mother of pearl 

inside.  So we add them to our collection. 

Tonight is our last night on Flinders Island.  

Tomorrow we will avail ourselves of the South 

East/North East 10 to 20 to head off to Deal Island.  

With strengthening easterlies, we will probably be 

there for the weekend.  We have decided after all 

that returning via Deal will not only avoid an 

overnighter, but also give us more options with 

sailable winds for the eventual return to Lakes 

Entrance towards the end of next week. 

We eat the last of the slaughtered pike from 

yesterday… We have done so well with Wadie’s 

fishing on this trip, that we will probably bring 

back some frozen meat.  We might try trawling 

again tomorrow morning, as we go past the 

Pascoe Islands.  It is shallow there and we 

generally catch pike or barracouta. 

We have been thinking about our task list as soon 

as we get back.  The first item on the list is the 

repaint of the deck with antiskid and the second 

some grab rails all along the cabin top.  We want 

this done before Sue, Ake and Justin come down 

from Sydney.  It is OK for us to go ice skating on 

the front, but we can’t afford friends to slide 

overboard!  The wheels on the dinghy is another 

small thing that will make life easier at Port Albert, 

particularly since we want to bring the boat back 

down to our swing mooring while the lakes are 

infested with blue green algae. 

I am in South Australia with work as soon as we 

get back, so Wadie might go back down to 

Paynesville to get these things sorted out while I 

am gone.  Oh no, I have said the W word, woeful, 

withering work!  No… Don’t thing about it… 

another week to go!  For now we will console 

ourselves with strawberries and cream; that is if 

we can find our goodies in the fridge.  It has been 

taken over by David and Mary’s provisions.  “Take 

It Easy the supply ship”, that’s how we will 

announce ourselves on the radio when we get 

close to Deal – followed by “come and get it!” 
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e make a 7am departure on Saturday 

21st.  There is no wind yet, but it is 

going to get reasonably strong, so we 

thought we’d better start early.  As we go past 

Marshall Bay and the Mount Tanner big radio 

antenna, we have maximum internet coverage so I 

take the opportunity to ring Mum and Dad.  It is 

always a delight to talk to them and very special to 

do this underway.  And while I am at it, I ring my 

sister, since it is Friday night there.  She is always 

harder to catch with work and the time difference. 

We are slow-poking it for the first couple of hours, 

motor-sailing against the tide.  It is sunny and the 

sky is clear above us, but the islands are shrouded 

in clouds.  There are shearwaters flying low over 

the ocean.  It is peaceful, apart from the drone of 

the engines. 

Even after the tide has turned, the wind is slow to 

pick up.  It is not until Craggy Rocks that we finally 

can switch off the engines – about half way.  Along 

the way we see a new type of shearwater: the 

Little Shearwater, black on top, white on the 

bottom, smaller than its cousin the short tail 

shearwater. 

We enjoy a cruisy sail for a few hours in less than 

10 knots of wind, doing 5s and 6s, all the way into 

Murray Pass, and are anchored in East Cove by 

3.30pm - 8 ½ hours to cover 45 miles, 5.2 

knots/hour average.   A bit slow!  And the wind 

only noticeably picked up as we were dropping the 

sails in the middle of Murray Path!  So much for a 

strongish day!  We radio in that the supply ship has 

arrived.  Dave and Mary come down to the pier.  

The first thing they say when we come ashore is: 

“wow, look how brown you two are!”  Five weeks 

on a boat, that will do it for you!  We transfer the 

food boxes from Peasy to their little truck, then we 

all pile up in the van and have a wild “emergency 

evacuation” up the hill.  They are not supposed to 

give people lifts… except for emergencies!  And 

this is one hell of an emergency.  They were in dire 

straits of running out of biscuits, chocolate and 

cheese! 
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We spend the rest of the afternoon with them, 

sharing our respective experiences over the last 

few weeks.  They have had some bad weather, 

with yachties and kayakers stuck here for 6 days 

on one or two occasions.  We on the other hand 

have got off very lightly with the weather.  In fact 

we haven’t had to sit out any gales, have hardly 

had any rain and been able to enjoy ourselves 

ashore when it was too windy.  Not once have we 

been stuck on board, unable to get ashore because 

of wind and waves.  Not like last year!  In fact, we 

think it is the best trip we have had weatherwise in 

all our summer sailing over the past seven or eight 

years. 

Just reflecting on our Southern adventures in 

particular, I think this is our 8th cruise… 16 times 

across Bass Strait – not a bad effort!  Annual visits 

to the Furneaux Group, either as the destination or 

passing through, one circumnavigation of Bass 

Strait, two trips down the Tasmanian East Coast, 

over 45 islands visited and many more seen.  Lots 

achieved, and we hope a lot more to come! 
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irst decent sleep-in in ages!  I like reading in 

bed… never do it at home… then pancake 

breakfast.  After five weeks on board, we 

finally run out of our first bottle of gas.  Pretty 

good going, really!  It is sunny and the gorgeous 

East Cove colours surround us: aqua water over 

the sandy bottom, ultramarine further out, bright 

orange lichen on the rocks; the wind is whistling 

overhead, but we are protected, tucked in close to 

the hill.  There is a little bit of swell coming in and 

we are gently swaying in the breeze. 

 

 

Today we are mounting an expedition: there is 

apparently some whale bones washed up on 

Winter Cove.  Wadie can’t resist…  So it will come 

as no surprise that we have made some room in 

the spare cabin to potentially accommodate some 

relics.  It has happened before… Medina once 

smelt like a stinky fishing trawler when we brought 

back whale ribs and vertebrae, now hanging in Jan 

Juc!   
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So up we go to the house, stopping on the way up 

to admire the view and the birds: Tasmanian 

thornbills, pink robins, and countless beautiful 

firetails.  Then, we help David load Herbie the 

truck with mowing equipment.  Dave is towing a 

motorised mower for the 4 kilometres of rough 

track to the top of Winter Cove.  We leave him to 

his work, while we walk down the steep track to 

the beach.  Winter Cove is looking lively with the 

Easterly wind funnelling straight in.  The tide is 

high and waves are breaking …  

We can see one whale vertebrae at one end of the 

beach where kayakers normally set up camp.  It is 

missing two of its processes.  Then I make out a 

head of a femur-like joint – way too big for us – 

and further, another vertebrae, this one complete.  

That one will do!  We walk along the rocks on the 

Southern side of the bay.  I say to Wade “if there 

are several bones here, chances are they will be 

others”.  And sure enough, we see some sort of 

iliac or sacrum, huge and broken up, and some 

other large and damaged bone I can’t identify.  We 

retrace our steps.  One bone will suffice, and I find 

a small float on the beach.  Rather good 

fossicking…  

Now we simply have to bring the loot up the hill!  

Poor Wadie hugs his vertebrae, huffing and puffing 

all the way back up to the truck.  David has 

finished his tasks and is snoozing in the front seat.  

Back we go with the mower in tow clearing the 

other side of the track of tussocks and bracken. 
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We have a look at the museum, put an entry in the 

Visiting Yachts book, then a yummy lunch awaits 

us at the house.   

We walk back down to Take It Easy by mid-

afternoon, for a read and snooze in the sunshine, 

having agreed to meet again for a barbecue down 

at the jetty at 7pm.  Today has been one big attack 

of gluttony! 

We exchange lots of stories, lots of history, finding 

out about one another… a very pleasant way to 

spend an evening together in a remote, beautiful 

place.  Two greedy possums are keeping an eye on 

our meat.  We finish the evening following huddles 

of little penguins up the hills as they return to their 

burrows.  They are brave little creatures and very 

endearing.  I manage to get a few photos. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It is quite late when we get back to the boat… 

about 10.30 and we did not think of turning the 

anchor light on before we left, so it is pitch dark… 

thank god for the faint little garden light on the 

side of one hull! 
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aving checked the weather forecast last 

night, we will be staying here today, 23rd 

January.  With 20 to 30 knots North East, 

we don’t really want to be out there, sailing past 

Hogan Island, the windiest spot in Bass Strait.  

Mind you, there is no possible sleep in this 

morning.  We are doing the crocodile roll in East 

Cove, sitting beam to the swell.  There are things 

sliding around in the galley, knocks in the 

bathroom, and a very loud pussycat miaowing in 

disgust about the motion. 

I get up, look out, the short and steep swell is 

rolling in, waves are breaking on the beach, it is 

high tide.  You can see white water in the Murray 

Path.  I am thinking we need to move, but where 

to?  Garden Cove won’t be much different; Winter 

Cove is open to the easterlies.  It is not nasty, just 

uncomfortable.  It is sunny though.  We wanted to 

go for a walk to the wreck of a small plane, but 

getting into the dinghy in that swell will be fun and 

games, let alone landing it on the beach with the 

breaking waves!  Might have to wait a while for 

the tide to turn and the wind to moderate! 

By about ten o’clock, we manage to get into the 

dinghy and ashore without getting drenched, walk 

up the hill, say hello to Dave and Mary, pick up the 

key to the lighthouse and the directions for the 

planecrash site and are off.  The path up to the 

lighthouse starts gently through the paddocks and 

the sheoak forest, but the top half is steep as it 

zigzags up the hill.  It is a relief to get to the top 

into the breeze.  With clear blue skies, it is worth 

climbing up to the top of the lighthouse.  But we 

find it is quite hazy and can’t see out very far.  

Judgement Rocks are visible, but Craggy Rock, 

Flinders and Hogan are not.  The wind is buffeting 

us as we walk around the balcony.  I never feel 

very secure perched high in strongish winds 

threatening to fling us off! 
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We get back down the spiral staircase then follow 

a small track that takes us down to a saddle 

overlooking Squally Cove.  The cove itself looks 

very protected, but the ocean out further looks 

rough, with swell and a lot of white water. 

Close to the saddle is the sight of a 1943 plane 

crash: an army exercise that turned fatal for the 

four people on board.  It is doubly sad to look at 

the rusty plane remnants, not only because people 

died out here, but also because they were so close 

to clearing the saddle. 
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  We climb back up to the lighthouse then it is 

down all the way back to the house.  We decide to 

have a late lunch together down at the jetty and 

since tucker is on us, we need to dinghy back to 

Take It Easy to get it.   

An innocent question to Dave and Mary from 

Wade triggers quite some news:  “What are your 

plans when you get back?”  Hesitation… then: 

“Well actually we just this morning have been 

asked to consider staying on for another three 

months.  They will reprovision us.  We just need to 

decide!” 

It would be fun to go and visit them at Easter and 

introduce a couple of our friends to Deal! 

After lunch we get back to the boat.  It is hot, we 

are feeling a bit fried.  So we do our usual ‘read a 

little, then fall asleep’, Wadie and Bengie in the 

cabin, me in the cockpit on the comfy cushions.  It 

has been quiet in the bay, but all of a sudden, 

probably with the change of tide, we start swirling 

around, the dinghy does some wide arcs, there are 

big swells in the Murray Pass, some braking waves 

even, and I watch an eddy form on the side of the 

boat, the water looking like it is going down a plug 

hole.  Weird! 

By then it is 6pm.  Quick fresh water shower and it 

is back ashore and up the hill again to check the 

weather forecast for tomorrow, and have an 

excuse for sundowners.  At least staying on Deal 

keeps you fit!  This will be our last night on the 

island.  The winds are easing off significantly, so it 

is time to get across Bass Strait.  We will aim for 

Port Albert with a fall-back position of Refuge Cove 

or Little Waterloo Bay, depending on how well we 

can point into the North Easterly. 
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t 6.50am we raise the anchor, hoist the 

main and we are off, bound for Port 

Albert. We wave as we exit East Cove and 

say our goodbyes to Dave and Mary over the radio.  

The Murray Path is very swelly and the current is 

strong.  There are numerous strong eddies and we 

find we need to head a long way out before 

veering North West for our heading. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Even though the breeze is light, about 10 of 12 

knots North East, there is a fair amount of swell, 

probably left over after two days of strong 

Easterlies.  There is two meter swell with 3 meter 

sets periodically rolling in steeply.  The lines are so 

much closer together than the long broad swell 

lines of the Southern ocean.  We look at them 

coming on our beam and think “it’s good they are 

not breaking!”  There is a strong ocean smell.  We 

are sailing well, Take It Easy rises and falls, the sea 

feels different, more powerful.  Somehow you 

know this is not just an island hop in protected 

waters.  It feels great. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

As we sail away from the Kent group of islands the 

sea gradually flattens.  The wind eases a little and 

we are sailing nicely at about 6 to 6.4. We have 

blue skies, but it is hazy in the distance.  We can’t 

see Hogan and soon, Deal fades away and our blue 

skies disappear; it is all shades of grey now… We 

see a flying fish, soaring low over the water for 

ages, with its fins looking like big dragon fly wings 

shimmering in the light. 

As we come level with the Hogan group, some 5 

miles to the West of us, the wind drops all 

together to a pathetic 1.5 to 2 knots.  So we turn 

an engine on… We are a third of the way; the rest 

of the trip does not improve.  It is hot, windless, a 

bit boring, and the motion is uncomfortable.  We 

are both munching on Vitawheats and drinking lots 

of water to keep our stomachs under control.  

George is in charge and we go and sit in the nets 

for a while.  

We see a few seals leaping joyfully out of the 

water, then further some dolphins and a few birds: 

albatrosses, lots of gannets, a few prions and 

shearwaters. 
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The sea breeze picks up as we near the Victorian 

coast, but not enough to just sail.  It is a motor-sail 

for the last few hours to the Port Albert’s main 

fairlead.  As we reach the red buoy, the tide is 

ebbing, thus it is wind against tide, and we watch 

the bar periodically breaking all the way across, 

but not looking too bad on the Eastern edge.  So 

with both engines on full revs, we commit and 

head for the green buoy, right inside the entrance 

to the channel.  Once there, you are safe.  It is 

always impressive coming into Port Albert, with 

the big line of white water on both sides and the 

odd wave catching your stern and pushing you 

along for a fast surf.   
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We anchor in our usual spot, behind Clonmel 

Island.  It is 4.50pm. 10 hour passage exactly, 50 

miles covered, at a slow speed, but we are across 

Bass Strait for the 16
th

 time! 

We have a fresh water shower on the sugar scoops 

and in the process, give the local fishermen an eye 

full.  Brown bodies, lily white bottoms… I am sure 

they won’t mind! 

 We are sitting behind the sand dune and things 

are totally quiet: no wind, no swell, absolutely 

calm, flat water.  It is odd.  There is not even the 

sound of water lapping against the hulls.  And yet 

we can see the bar on the horizon and it looks 

quite rowdy.   

We have a light South Easterly forecast tomorrow, 

strengthening to 25 knots on the following two 

days.  We will be heading back to the Lakes on 

Wednesday.  It does not mean we get back home 

just yet though!  We thought we would get a few 

things organised in Paynesville on Thursday, such 

as ordering the grab rail for the cabin top and the 

paint for the deck. Then we can go and float 

somewhere in the lakes.  Hopefully the blue green 

algae will keep tourists away and it won’t be 

crowded.  The boat needs to be ready to come 

back to Port Albert fairly quickly since Sue, Ake and 

Justin are joining us on board soon.
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 wake up in the night, check the time.  It is 

4am… Wadie pipes up: “I’m awake; maybe we 

could get up and go now”.  I say nothing: no 

movement, no acknowledgement, no response…  I 

am thinking “way too early, I’ll ignore him”.  An 

hour and a half later, it is day break and we do get 

ready.  By 5.50 we are underway.  Wade took us in 

yesterday, I take us out today.  There is not a 

breath of wind.  It is still dark, and there is a lot of 

sea fog.  I am at the tiller, as using the wheel when 

it is dark, foggy and there is salt on the windows is 

like steering into a black wall.  We can see the red 

marker on the inside of the break, but can’t see 

any further because of the thick fog.  So we go out 

on GPS… It is an act of faith.  I can hear the Jaws 

music…  It is unnerving knowing we are in a thin 

corridor between breaks, but not being able to see 

50 meters ahead of us. 

Once out past the main fairlead, we follow a 

waypoint to Shoal Inlet, an hour away.  As soon as 

the sun rises, the thick fog clears ahead of us.  It is 

like emerging from a grey tunnel.  Once past the 

Shoal Inlet waypoint, the next one is Lakes 

Entrance, 10 to 12 hours away, depending on our 

speed.  We are motoring, George is in charge.  I go 

back into the cabin for a snooze.  Bengie settles in 

the crook of my legs.  Wadie captures the evidence 

on camera. 

 

 

At about 9.30, with a light breeze right on our 

stern, we launch Big Red.  This time Wade has set 

up the guys so we can adjust them using the top 

jib winches, and the sheets come back to the 

pullies and back to the staysail winches on either 

side…  Much better!  At 5 or 6 knots, this is not 

lightening speed, but it is much nicer than having 

to motor.  We have got the music going on the 

radio: “Can you feel it, can you feel it”… Michael 

Jackson’s song – yes we do, yes we do!  Go Big 

Red, go! 
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Two hours later, the wind has shifted to our back 

quarter, Big Red collapses and although we try 

different things with the guys and the sheets, we 

can’t get it flying again, so down the sock 

descends.  Out comes the jib, but we are doing less 

than 5 knots.  At this rate we won’t get through 

the bar until dark.  So you guessed it, the engine 

comes back on! 

We go and sit at the front for a while.  It is 

pleasant there in the sunshine and out of the wind.  

A helicopter flies over us on its way to the oil rigs 

and we wave.  He will probably fly back in half and 

hour thinking “these guys haven’t got very far”.  

Little by little, the wind creeps up further forward, 

and the nets get a bit too chilly, so we retreat to 

the cockpit.  It is 2pm, another 5 hours to go at 

least. 

By about 3pm, the 

breeze is forward of 

beam, so we pick up 

enough speed to switch 

the engines off.  We 

enjoy a nice little sail in 

the sunshine going at 5 

or 6 knots for about 

three hours.  

The last hour and a bit, 

the breeze lightens 

again and we motor-sail 

to the entrance.  There 

is no swell.  Wadie takes 

us in.  All we have to 

contend with, coming 

through the bar and 

entering port is a kayaker 

playing in the rapids next to the Western rock wall.  

We hug the Eastern wall where the deeper water 

is. 

We turn in to tie up at Flagstaff, but lots of boats 

are moored there and even though we could 

probably squeeze in at the end of the jetty, with all 

those people set up with their deck chairs and 

partying, I have a major attack of antisocial mood!  

So we keep going further towards town. We 

manage to get a spot on Cunningham pier, next to 

the floating jetties.  At least here there are only a 

few people fishing and passers-by.  Tomorrow is 

Australia Day.  We have just done the same as last 

year with our return to the Lakes! 

As soon as we are tied up, Bengie notices we are 

next to a jetty and gets out in the cockpit.   “It’s my 

only chance to jump out of this boat at last!”   She 

climbs the two steps to the edge of the boat, ready 

to leap onto the jetty, but comes face to face with 

a dog.  You have never seen a cat rush back so 

quickly to the safety of the cabin!  Too scary!  For 

that matter, we are not much better than our 

pussycat.  It is always a major shock to the system 

to have crowds, traffic and noise when you have 

been in the wilderness for six weeks, and it is 

especially so when you arrive for Australia Day 

celebrations.  We feel like turning tail and escaping 

again. 

For the first time since we left, we put the curtains 

up to stop people gawking at us while we eat our 

dinner and relax.  It has been a long day: 13 ½ hour 

passage.  But we are safe and sound, back in the 

Gippsland Lakes. 
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ustralia Day today, 26
th

 January!  Being 

moored right in town has two advantages: 

a rubbish bin not far from us, and a bakery 

across the road from Cunningham Pier.  So it’s 

croissants and Danishes with real coffee for 

breakfast.   

Neither of us feels like staying here all day, so we 

use the flooding tide to motor off and try to get to 

a spot least likely to attract people: “One Pole”.  I 

say ‘try’ because it is hard to get to.  It is in Reedy 

Bay, behind Flannigan Island, in an extremely 

shallow bay with a narrow passage in between 

sand banks.  It is really difficult to spot the pole, 

even with binoculars, so we have marked it as a 

way point.  If you stray off track just a whisker, you 

are planted.  We have never tried going there with 

Take It Easy.  I have made it doubly hard for us 

when I look at the GPS track and realise that I must 

have made a mistake with the lat and long when I 

transferred all our waypoints coordinates from 

Medina’s GPS to Take It Easy’s. Bummer!  I have a 

go at lining us up visually for where I think the 

skinny gap is, but muck up and reverse before we 

get stranded.  Wadie has a go as I stand on the 

roof, binoculars in hand, to have a better view of 

the sand banks and spot the pole.  He gets us 

through the tiny gap with a depth of only 1.3 

meters, then we are back in more comfortable 2 to 

2.5 meters and make a B line all the way to our 

wooden pole.  Peter, a retired boat builder, has 

put it there to come and tie up with his blue and 

white boat Atea and his dog Newy the Kelpie on 

sunny afternoons. 

Only he and we seem to know of this secret 

mooring.  He will get a bit of a shock when he sees 

this ‘stranger’ at his favourite spot. The first time 

we stumbled over One Pole and tied to it with 

Medina, we disappeared ashore with the dinghy 

for a while.  When we came back, we found Atea 

tied up at the back of us and a bag of peaches from 

his garden left on board as a peace offering.  We 

chatted and found out the history.  We are not 

always here together, but ever since, we actually 

look forward to seeing him and have a chat and 

cuppa.  May be he will come over this afternoon.  

It is his pole after all, and being a local he uses it a 

lot more often than us. 

It is warm, sunny; the hatches are open for the air 

to circulate through the boat.  We are swinging 

around gently…. Ah! Much better than town… and 

we are quickly back into cruising mode. 

Bengie has a wander up on deck, feeling pretty 

confident in this flat water, but then comes back to 

sit on her mat on the table with a big sigh…”Man, 

we are still on this bloody boat with all that wet 

stuff around… where’s my garden and big tree?”  

Soon enough, pussycat! 

Wadie decides to start a couple of jobs: an oil 

change for the engines and an inline switch for the 

salt water pump so we don’t use it in the Lakes, 

particularly at the moment.  He starts the engine 

job, but is worried he might drop something in the 

water before we are back at our jetty.  Better be 

safe than sorry.  So he re-adjusts the idle instead.  

The second job does not go anywhere either, for 

lack of switch!  We will keep these tasks for 

tomorrow!  But we have cleaned Peasy… it was full 

of sand, and it now hangs flat rather than tilted, 

since our ocean foray is over for at least a 

fortnight, until we return to Port Albert.  It is good 

when it is flat.  We get our rear view back!  Bengie 

looks exhausted.  It is hard to try and fit 30 hours 

sleep in a day!  The water around here has lots of 

little filaments in suspension.  We suspect it is the 

start of blue green algae in this part of the lakes 

and are not game to do our usual leap from the 

sugar scoops.  Pity, it is hot and the water is a 

warm 22.3 degrees. 

I am sitting at the front of the boat, writing, 

dreaming, looking around, breathing in the fresh 

air, when I think: “There is an odd aroma, un je ne 

sais quoi, except that it is rather woofy”.  And then 

I realise: Wadie moved the whale bone on top of 

the anchor bridge in between the two nets when 

we reached Port Albert.  Better here than in the 

spare cabin!  It is fortunate we only had to put up 

with it inside for the Deal to Port Albert Passage.  

The thing will have to de-smell in the garden for a 

while!  A good old brush with antiseptic might help 

it along too.  My man and his whale artefacts, I 

don’t know!  And we have got his ‘fossilised’ poo 

droppings at the other end of the boat, on one of 

the sugar scoops.  At least these ones don’t stink 

any more. 
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Back to my dreaming and gazing out: there are a 

couple of herons flying back and forth along the 

shore, croaking, a beautiful white egret wading in 

the shallows, and a Caspian tern hovering high 

with her head down looking at the water and 

taking regular nose dives,  a pelican, a few swans…  

It is peaceful and really quite pleasant here.  We 

even saw two dolphins, so the water can’t be too 

bad, certainly at this end of the lakes, close to the 

entrance.  The only sounds we hear are the bird 

calls, the wind in the trees and the roar of the 

ocean on the other side of the narrow strip of land 

that separates the lakes from the sea.  It is the 

wonderful thing about the Gippsland Lakes, even 

on a busy long weekend you can escape to a 

deserted spot. 

Bengie has more exercise in one night than in the 

whole trip.  A moth has got into the cabin and she 

is trying to catch it.  It is late – 10pm – Wadie has 

gone to bed, but I am still up, doing the dishes of 

all things.  The moth is flying high, landing on the 

cabin roof or the top of the windows.  All I see at 

first from the galley is a leaping cat, paws in the 

air, going up and down like a yoyo, with plenty of 

miaowing to boost.  She is very funny to watch: 

stalking, working out how to reach the moth, 

balancing on the edge of the cushion seats, doing 

bum wiggles, bright eyes… Then there are the 

huge leaps, the full flips, and the odd crash landing 

in the kitchen sink or the navigation table when 

she has misjudged her descent.  She grabs the 

moth a few times, but lets it go from her paws.  

The fun is not in the killing but in the catching.  Our 

cat practises catch and release!  This little game 

goes on for at least half an hour, until finally I grab 

the moth, open the cabin door and let it limp 

away.
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e wake up on Friday 27 January to 

howling East North East winds and an 

overcast day.  These are the perfect 

conditions for a swift sail back to Paynesville.  It is 

an errands day today: catch Tim at the shipwrights 

about the top rail, buy some paint beads for the 

deck, get a few sail lugs from Boat Pieces to 

replace the two broken ones, fill up our spare gas 

bottle and the water tank.  As soon as Take It Easy 

is back at the jetty, visitors will no doubt turn up to 

get the low down on our adventure. 

We have some struggle to get off our pole.  It is 

blowing at 20 knots.  The mooring rope is wrapped 

around the pole and the tension is too great to just 

flick it up as we motor forward.  Wade manages to 

get another rope at the top of the pole, and with 

major huffing and puffing, pulls us in enough to 

give the other rope some slack.  It comes off, then 

he lets the second one go and we are let loose, 

going back at great speed. 

That done, we make a heading for Bell Point and 

think “skimming the surface” thoughts as we 

motor through the tiny shallow gap between the 

sand banks…. Phew, we are through! 

After that, we have a rollicking sail all the way back 

to Paynesville on just the jib.  It is lovely and we 

even catch up to a motor cruiser!  Then comes the 

next challenge: stopping at our jetty with 20 knots 

of wind on our back quarter.  I am at the wheel, 

looking at John’s boat, the fishing boat moored 

behind us, and think “gee, this is a rather small gap 

between him and the one in front… and he is 

making it even harder for us by having come 

forward on the jetty and taken some of our 

mooring space…  I try to stop Take It Easy, with the 

engines in reverse and angle us in backwards, like 

doing a reverse park, but the gusts are too strong 

and I worry about hitting something, so abort and 

go out again.  John is on board and I say to Wade 

“he needs to move his boat back”.  John has 

obviously realised and we see him trying to move 

his fishing boat by hand, as we circle in the middle 

of the strait, but with the strong wind, it is too 

hard.  He needs the engine, however looks like he 

can’t start it.  So I pivot Take It Easy and have 

another go at coming in; it is hair raising; I have to 

reverse quite hard to stop the boat in front of our 

spot and angle the back in with one engine for 

Wade to get a stern line on.  I am scared we are 

going to end up with John’s anchor in our solar 

cells, and I feel like going forward and out again, 

but by then Wade has managed to tie us at the 

back and the bow swings in hard.  Phew, we’ve 

done it!  Thank god for the rubbing strip and 

fenders.  No damage done, at least to Take It Easy.  

John on the other hand has just destroyed his 

engine trying to start it.  He was doing work on it, 

had a spanner locked in on something, which 

when he turned the ignition, span around, ripping 

some hoses and twisting a shaft… Not good.  And 

he was apparently due to leave for New Zealand in 

a few days.  I feel terribly sorry for him, but I also 

know this is not our fault.  Wade and John move 

his boat back to its rightful spot, but it is all a bit 

too late for all concerned!  The poor man has just 

ruined his holiday and run himself a very scary tab. 

The wind does not ease during the day, in fact it 

gets stronger with gusts over 25 knots.  But it is 

sunny and warm.  We manage to do our errands, 

catch up with a few people keen to hear how we 

went and how the boat has performed.  “You’ve 

been gone for ages, we did not know when or if 

we’d see you again” some would say.  “Well, 

actually, we are here for a week or two, but we are 

going back to Port Albert… the water is just too 

bad here!” 

And it is true; the water is milky green at this end 

of the lakes, thick with suspended filaments of 

algae.  Except for Lakes Entrance, where the algae 

levels are elevated but acceptable, everywhere 

else, there are health warnings.  You can’t bathe, 

fish, wash anything in the water, and with 

everybody congregating at the Barrier near the 

Entrance, or in the Bunga Arm for access to the 

ocean, who wants to go there anyway: crowded 

and polluted not only by the blue green algae but 

by lots of marine toilets!  Yuk! 
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ore errands for Saturday: a couple of 

trips to Bairnsdale to buy bits and 

pieces, change of oil and filters, mozzie 

screen for the wheel window, fly wire on the vents 

in the galley and bathroom, knobs and catches for 

the door so it’s easier to open and close, wash 

down of the boat with fresh water. 

I check what food we have left so we can 

reprovision the boat, ready for our visitors, and 

rearrange everything so that half of the spare 

bedroom cupboards are clear for friends to put 

their gear.  It is not a lot of fun on a bright sunny 

day, but we need to get the boat ready to go out 

again and we also want to be home tomorrow at a 

reasonable time. 

The lakes are very busy, with lots of traffic in the 

strait and many boats out and about.  It is 

surprising, considering the state of the water, 

which is getting worse by the day, especially with 

the heat.  The water around Paynesville looks like 

pea soup.  It is terrible.  But at least there is some 

entertainment: the band is playing on the floating 

shed, which makes for a funny sight. 

 

There is not a large amount done, but it takes all 

day, in between visits from local friends and other 

boat owners from our jetty.  Most had not seen 

Take It Easy after the refurbishments, and are 

impressed with the way it presents.  “It looks 

brand new… you have done a huge amount of 

work!” 

We end up inviting a few people over for 

sundowners, and spend a good couple of hours 

sitting in the cockpit chatting and enjoying nice 

drinks and delicacies to celebrate our return and 

the end of the holidays.  Later in the evening, we 

wander down to the Cruiser Club for a shower and 

on the way back, bump into Bruce and Josie who 

had come down to the jetty to say hello.  Back we 

all go to the boat for cool drinks and a chat. 

By the time everyone has gone, it is 9.30pm, dark 

and all quiet.  We sit silently in the cabin, feeling a 

little sad.  It’s just about over, and neither of us 

wants it to end. 
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n Sunday 29
th

 January, our last day on 

board, we console ourselves with a 

pancake breakfast, before moving onto 

chores.  It is packing time.  We will be running the 

washing machine for days with all the linen and 

clothes to be cleaned.  We load the fat Ford with 

all our gear, rinse the crockery in fresh water, 

clean and wash all the inside of the boat… 

Don’t forget the journal and the camera!  That’s 

another thing that will take a few weeks to sort 

out!  But this is a great way of reliving our 

adventures and making the holiday feeling last a 

little longer.
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When we review how this trip went, we really can 

say “we took it easy on Take It Easy”.  This would 

have to be the least stressful of our Bass Strait 

adventures.  We travelled the furthest we ever 

have, over 1000 nautical miles, and did it all as day 

hops, avoiding demanding overnight sails.  We 

stopped at 32 anchorages, 16 of which were new 

to us.  We enjoyed mild weather; on most of our 

trips, we have always had to sit out at least one 

gale, often two or three, but this time, we got off 

lightly with only a few strong wind periods during 

which we had to take shelter, but could still go and 

explore ashore.  We had some great experiences, 

from going for 12 hours straight being pulled along 

by Big Red, to riding the big Southern Ocean swell, 

to sailing right into Constitution Dock in Hobart 

and stepping off the boat for a browse through the 

Salamanca Market, to climbing Mt Strzelecki on 

Flinders Island.  And we did it all in absolute 

comfort, enjoying getting to know our catamaran 

and being delighted by her performance.  She 

sailed more easily, faster, with less effort, in a 

broader range of conditions than we ever could on 

Medina.  And even though we did not make it 

through to Port Davey, on the South West corner 

of Tasmania, it gives us a great excuse to try again 

next year, and have more time up our sleeves, may 

be two months. 

Already we are dreaming of future escapes, 

punctuating the next few months before winter 

with small cruises to share with friends.  There is 

the mid February trip back down to Port Albert, 

the March long weekend with Sue, Ake and Justin, 

Easter… And of course, every weekend is a long 

weekend for us, and there are plenty of these! 

And as if we had not done enough refurbishments 

already, we are already planning the next lot of 

upgrades on Take It Easy, to be completed before 

the next big trip South, because there are always 

things we can do to make our cruising more 

comfortable.  The main projects are rearranging 

the spare cabin to give us more storage, installing 

a wind generator to increase our power 

production thus edging our bets with sun and 

wind, and possibly acquiring a multi-purpose sail 

(MPS) as a versatile, light condition, not stress 

downwind sail.  I am sure there will be other 

additions to the task list as time goes by.  That’s 

the thing with yachts, they are money sinkers and 

dream makers. 
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