2013/14
Passage to Lord Howe Island
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Where are we going?

I

t is often said that dreaming and preparing for a
trip brings just as much satisfaction as the
voyage itself. And the reminiscing afterwards
keeps the joy of the journey alive. It is the rule of
thirds. This is very much the case for us with all
our sailing holidays. There is a build-up of plans
and activities well ahead of our actual departure,
then the buzz of living the dream, and finally our
journals, articles and photos which allow us to
relive the highlights long after our return, and
share them with friends and family.

went the furthest we have ever been and visited
the most remote area of Tassie, and you want to
beat that?” “Yap, pretty much!”
I suggested an alternative: a circumnavigation of
Tasmania, starting on the West Coast, with an
exploratory stop at Macquarie Harbour, then a
second visit to Port Davey, a quick hello to our
friends Dave and Mary at Maatsuyker Island,
return via the east coast, with a stopover at
Flinders Island before heading home. “Too hard”
said Wade. “We will end up spending too much
time on the West Coast then it will be a real rush
to get around the bottom of Tassie and sail back up
the other side. And we won’t be able to land on
Maatsuyker. Even if the gulch is calm, there are
the elephant seals to contend with. Forget it.”

Most years, we start plotting our next adventure
months in advance, with a destination in mind just
about as soon as the last cruise is completed! But
for months we were undecided about our 2013/14
trip. After last year’s expedition to Port Davey, we
weren’t sure what to do. A circumnavigation of
Bass Strait was on the agenda: down to Flinders
Island, where we might meet our friends from
Silver Air, then the northern Tassie coast, the
Hunter group, onto King Island, and back along the
Victorian coast, or we could do the trip anti
clockwise. But as the spring months passed, I felt
less and less inspired about the trip. I announced
my lack of enthusiasm. “I can’t get excited about
the round Bass Strait thing; too much been there
done that.” Wade responded: “so last year we

My second line of attack was to suggest we give
Bass Strait a miss and instead head off to Lord
Howe Island. Since doing our reconnaissance trip
in August, we have both been dreaming of
attempting this in the next year or two. This is a
demanding blue water challenge because of the
very large distance to cover, the multiple
overnighters to get there, the extra boat
preparation needed. But that would most
definitely top the Port Davey experience!
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October – Research Time

L

ord Howe Island lies 425 nm north east of
Sydney. It is another 350 nm from the
Gippsland Lakes to Sydney. So the whole trip
is a major undertaking. “We have eight weeks’
leave this time. Do you reckon we could do it this
year?” “There is a lot to tackle beforehand – but
may be.” Phew, that’s not a flat no. We needed to
do more research, get the boat ready for an
offshore passage, and Wade had to get his work
orders sorted by the first week of December. A lot
had to be achieved for the planets to align.

Wadie had better get his orders sorted on time, or
it is back to Bass Strait! A dose of reality was
however needed. When you read some of the
cruising literature, several aspects of sailing to Lord
Howe are clear: it’s a long way across the Tasman
Sea, and the chances of getting favourable winds
and current all the way are slim.
We may have to wait for a while on the East coast
for the right weather conditions to make the
crossing - we need at least 3 days of southerlies.
So we are not assured of a weather window to
allow us to head offshore safely and have sufficient
time to spend at Lord Howe as well as return home
without rushing. We will need to have left the East
Coast before the end of December or it will be too
tight.

The ‘Let’s List’ was formed. Let’s find out what the
boat insurance requirements are for a trip
offshore… Let’s talk to the owner of the catamaran
Cut Loose, who lives on Lord Howe… Let’s see what
weather forecasts we can obtain while at sea.
Let’s re-rig the boat while it’s out of the water for
repairs and maintenance. Let’s see if we can get
everything done in time for a 6 December
departure. Let’s, let’s, let’s! As time passed and
Wadie busied himself working through the
humongous to-do list, I felt his enthusiasm for this
ambitious project build. By mid-October, two
brand new charts for the ocean crossing and the
approach to Lord Howe Island were on the diningtable; the boat rigger was lined up, the marine
insurer contacted. Wade had obtained some
useful information about the east coast currents
and weather forecasts from Bill Shead on the
island and from his brother Craig and friend Phil
Brown, both meteorologists. By the end of
October, we had pretty well made up our mind
that Lord Howe Island was our goal, provided
Wade’s production samples were made right and
approved on time. It was hard to contain our
excitement. Part of our thinking also involved
approaching a friend or two to accompany us.
Peter & Gill could not make it this year, but Sue
was a possibility. She has been on a few significant
trips with us over the years. We were keen to take
her with us, both because it is always great to
share special experiences with close friends, and
because an additional willing and able person to
deal with the night watches would help. “I am
excited and nervous at the same time, but I trust
the Captain to keep us safe” she told me. “I will
come on this adventure of a lifetime.” Good, now

If we do make a start, we may leave the East coast
with southerly conditions that help us for the first
couple of days, but eventually the winds switch to
east or north east which means beating up against
head winds and current during the last part of the
passage. Or worse, the forecast may change once
we are out in the ocean and committed, and we
might find ourselves in weather we’d rather not be
in: strong winds, big seas.
And as if all this was not enough, once we reach
our destination, another aspect highlighted by
cruisers is the far from idyllic conditions in the
lagoon. It faces west, and this means that in the
prevailing NE and SE summer winds, you are sitting
beam to the swell which rolls in at high tide over
the coral reef walls. And this can be very
uncomfortable. Boats roll widely from beam to
beam for a few hours. It may be more bearable for
catamarans, but only just.
We therefore needed to leave with our eyes open
and put the fantasy of peaceful floating around a
tropical lagoon firmly in check. We also needed a
plan B if the weather gods did not allow us to leave
the ‘Big Island’. So our alternative East Coast
cruise would take us to places like Port Stephens
and Port Macquarie – nowhere near as exciting,
but it would have to do!
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Preparation – Frantic November

R

egardless of our final destination, we had
the boat scheduled to come out of the
th
water on 7 November, for two weeks. This
year, we were attending to the usual maintenance,
but also repairs to the front of the boat, where
some idiot ran into us while we were on the Port
Albert mooring. We were therefore taking the
opportunity to do a few significant extras while
Take It Easy was on the hard for an extended
period. The to-do list was long:


























Pressure-wash the slightly hairy bottom and
antifoul, with a redrawn straight and even
waterline on both hulls.
Lower the engines by an inch, which meant
Tim the shipwright cutting a bit off the
transoms where the engines rest and resealing
it all. This was to address the cavitation
problem.
Get the engines serviced and repaired as one
had given up, and the generator serviced.
Repair the bow and cross beam
Professionally respray the bow and touch up a
couple of rub marks.
Have a larger stainless steel plate made and
installed in the centre of the cross beam,
where the anchor rests, to avoid any future
damage.
Repair and re-glass the cabin roof starboard
edge as a crack had appeared where it had
been repaired before.
Install two new, larger and more efficient solar
cells, to replace the existing ones and boost
our power production.
Mount up some sort of gutter along the edge
of the solar cells as a rainwater collection
device.
Change the rigging and life lines. The rerigging meant the mast was coming down!
After 10 years, it is advisable to do this, and
necessary for insurance purposes if heading
offshore.
Fit a third reef in the main. Again, this is a
wise thing to do if heading offshore, and on
the requirement list before cruising full time.
Install two stronghold points in the cockpit so
we can be tethered to the boat during night

watches and particularly if things get rough, so
there no risk of anyone falling overboard.
Cut and polish the hulls so they are nice and
shiny and past sins are erased.
Fit a central and removable wheel to the
dinghy to add to the back ones so it is easier to
drag it ashore.
Have the boat professionally surveyed, again
an insurance requirement for offshore
insurance.

This was a massive coordination job for Wade, who
as usual was hands-on, but was calling on the
professionals for the major tasks such as the
repairs, painting, re-rigging and engine work.
Much directing of traffic was needed to get it all
done before departure day. And as with
everything on a boat, any work is fiddly, takes
three times longer than you anticipate and you
have to factor in the weather. As always I was
spending my time on interstate consulting
assignments during the week, but we were coming
together in Paynesville on weekends. Both of us
felt very much under the pump.
One thing that was impressive and incredibly quick
was having a crane lift the mast and rigging away.
One minute we looked ‘normal’, the next the mast
was lying along the jetty. Our boatie looked very
crab like perched high on the slip without its
standing rig. The boat was out of the water for
two weeks, when most of the repairs were done,
but it took another two weeks to finish everything.
Owning a yacht is a good way to spend a lot of
money fast: just as well we have a healthy boat
fund! We found that the engines needed major
repairs, so much so that we felt it was safer after
10 years and cheaper in the long run to give up on
them and get new ones – there goes $8000! By
the time we paid for the haul out, the boat repairs,
the re-rigging, and other bits and pieces, we had
said goodbye to another $7000. It’s scary. But
everything we do is with an eye on our long term
cruising needs. We do things properly for today as
well as for tomorrow, so we don’t have to go back
and redo or fix later.
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After two weeks at the shipyard, Take It Easy was dropped back into the water, without its mast, but with two new engines to
run in… This was a great opportunity to motor up rivers we would not normally have access to, looking very crab like!

December – We are on!

D

uring an anxious first week of December,
everything falls into place: Wade drives
one last time to Paynesville to help put the
mast and new rigging back up, get the boom and
sails back on, put on the new life lines, get the
anchor guard installed, and do a final clean and
tidy up before returning home. He checks his
samples for work, and miracle: they are all good to
go. Even the weather is cooperative: west and
south westerlies for a few days. We leave
Melbourne bright and early on Friday 6 December.
We are intending to leave the Lakes this afternoon
after the worst of the SW change has passed
through. But first there is the small matter of
bending the sails back on after the re-rigging. This
involves laying the jib out on deck, feeding it up
the furler, and then Wade has to climb up the mast
while the sail is flapping around, to affix it to the
top of the furler - same process with the staysail. It
is fiddly enough for two people to tackle in calm
conditions, but in a gale warning we simply can’t
do it.

adventures. And it is great Take It Easy is getting
known!
But the nicest thing today is that we now have two
willing helpers in Merv and Mike. With four pairs
of hands, we manage to get the sails up and are
ready to go. Last tidy up, fill up with water and we
cast the mooring lines.
We have a fast sail to Lakes Entrance and make a
stop at Flagstaff Jetty to have a good look at the
bar and the ocean before committing ourselves.
The ocean looks fine: lots of white caps but no
mean waves to speak of and the bar looks
passable. The entrance itself however looks
frightful: the water is charging out like a rapid.
There are standing waves between the rock walls
and there is no way we can get out. Seals and
dolphins on the other hand are having lots of fun!
We review the forecast; the latest we can leave to
make it to Eden before the wind changes is
midnight. We check the conditions at the entrance
at 8pm and at midnight at slack water. No change.
In fact it is worse with waves breaking over the
rock wall. We get drenched as one of them
descends on us. It is like being hit with a fire hose.
As Wade puts it “it’s a sign from God.”

We move to the mainsail. Again it involves tackling
a very large sail on top of the cabin roof, refitting
the battens, then hoisting the sail up the mast
before dropping it back in its bag along the boom.
We struggle but manage that, just in time to scurry
back into the cabin to shelter from a rain shower.

We have a forced rest over the weekend.
Although a little disappointed we were unable to
get started on our epic trip, it was in fact a blessing
in disguise. We were both exhausted and would
have struggled to get through the night vigils.
Instead, we laze around in the sunshine, Wade
paints the cockpit floor, and I polish the stainless
steel: boat proud behaviour. Our pride and joy is
looking rather sharp and we feel ready to face
Mother Nature bright and early tomorrow
morning.

By lunch time the wind has eased a little and we
decide to give the furlers another go. There are
two guys on the jetty taking a rather close look at
Take It Easy. We get out on deck; one of the guys
says “we know your boat; we’ve read all the stories
and articles.” Wade introduces himself then points
to me: “there is Chris, she is the writer!” “We are
building one of these… we are trying to find the
patch on the bow where you had a repair.” Boy,
they really have read everything! “You have got
quite a following.” It is nice to know people are
interested and enjoy reading about our
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Monday 9/12/13

I

t is 5am when we cross the bar at slack water in
totally benign conditions. It is a relief to be out
and on our way.

wake is phosphorescent. I even see two
phosphorescent shapes charging towards us then
going alongside our hull, turning back in a circle
and repeating the action several times. They are
two dolphins playing in the middle of the night. It
is magic and makes the night watches bearable.

The wind is non-existent for the first few hours and
we are motoring. Wade spends his time raising the
sails and dropping them, for ever hopeful that a
little bit of cloth will help. Bengie is on the
skipper’s seat overseeing the manoeuvres, and I
take a few kips on the saloon seat.
By noon, things get a bit more exciting. The SW
has picked up and at last we are sailing at a bit over
8 knots. But it is short-lived. A couple of hours
later the wind disappears and we are back to
motoring.
We pass Pt Hicks, then Gabo Island. After that the
night envelops us and our two hour watches start.
Once around Cape Howe, we head north. It is a
starry night; the Milky Way is above us and our
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10/12/13

W

e are both feeling a little fragile at
dawn. Wade has a bucket at the ready
in the cockpit, and I rush to the loo a
couple of times. But at last the wind picked up
during the night and we manage to sail most of the
day. The morning is sunny, the wind has shifted to
the SE and we are going at a good pace. The sea is
however very confused and the ride rather lumpy.
The skies cloud over in the afternoon and without
the sun our pace slows down.

sure way to make me nauseous, so the hours pass
very slowly. Wade on the other hand gets in the
sea mode more easily.

35 hours since our departure from the Lakes.
We pull in for an overnight rest behind Broulee
Island, just south of Bateman’s Bay. We are spent.
I can’t help wondering how we will keep going for
three days… 72 to 80 hours to Lord Howe! Mind
you by then we will hopefully have our sea legs and
Sue will be with us to share the night watches. I
find that until I am accustomed to the motion,
reading, writing, crosswords or Sudoku are the

We can see why monohulls don’t rate this
anchorage very highly. But on a cat it is not so bad.

It has been a hard slog with more motoring than
we would have liked, therefore although we are
pleased to be on our way, it feels a little like hard
work. A decent night’s sleep at anchor will be
restorative, even if our little bay is affected by
swell.

We send our first email to let everybody know we
have escaped. Lots of good wishes come back.
Our job done, we crash and are in bed by 8pm. No
partying tonight, especially not in the rain that has
started falling.
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11/12/13

W

hat a difference a day makes: bright
sunshine and much flatter seas. The
wind has shifted WNW, very light in the
morning and will go ESE this afternoon. By 7.00am
we have raised anchor and headed off to make
progress northward.

preference to spend a few days in a fishing
harbour, but it is where we can get to for now. We
bring Take It Easy into a jetty just inside the
breakwater wharf. I have the usual rush of nerves
as I manoeuvre us in, with plenty of onlookers
watching the action. Wade ties us to the huge
bollards and we are safely berthed! It is hot and
stifling in here.

As we pass Bateman’s Bay, we notice a small cat
headed south. “It’s a stumpy looking thing” says
Wade. “It would be funny if it was Medina” I
respond, “We would have to go and say hello.”
We will always have a soft spot for this runty
stumpy ex boatie of ours. It is not Medina, but it is
a Coral Coaster with its distinctive square back and
central cockpit.

First things first we get our five jerry cans out,
ready for a walk to the petrol station, and get rid of
our rubbish. Luckily the deck hand from the fishing
boat behind us offers us a lift. 100 litres of fuel
coming up! When we get back on board, the wind
is blowing quite strong from the west… which
means a run to Jervis Bay is now possible. We
abandon the idea of a fresh food shopping spree
and instead head back out.

We try to get to Jervis Bay where we would like to
stay for a couple of days while the wind is
northerly. But the breeze freshens from the east
and Jervis Bay is too high a heading. We end up
aiming for Ulladulla and have a rollicking sail for a
couple of hours. Ulladulla is a fishing port with
limited space for visiting yachts. It is not our

It is a 23 miles run to the entrance of the bay then
another 4 or 5 miles to an anchorage spot. It is
4.30 when we leave. Let’s hope we make it by
night fall.
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We have a wild ride which starts with the westerly
on our port beam and choppy waters. It feels like
we are riding a bronco! Reefs are needed in the
main and the jib. The motion improves, but then
the wind stops – off with the reefs – then switches
to the SE. Man, we have had every wind direction
today. We get rid of the main and sail on the jib
alone. It is fast and quite fun. But then the breeze
freshens and we are racing at 9 and 10 knots… Furl
that jib, Wadie… It is fast and furious. I see 30.5
knots on the wind speed indicator. George is
steering and we are standing at the back hanging
on to dear life. It is impressive. As usual photos of
the whitecap covered ocean look totally benign.

exercises are carried out, again limiting anchoring
or landing ashore. Although there are not any
snug all weather nooks, there are plenty of broad
beaches and a few spots with public moorings,
notably the ones on the southern side of the bay at
the Hole in the Wall. But given the forecast of NE
winds for the next two days, these moorings will
be exposed and we opt to explore the northern
shores.

We reach the entrance to Jervis Bay by 7.30pm and
I take us into calmer water. We sail another hour
to our anchorage in Honeymoon Bay in the
northern part of the bay.

Bengie as usual is a wonderful ship’s cat. She puts
up with the noise and movement, just needs a
comfy spot to nest in. She stayed in the saloon the
whole time, watching the waves through the
windows and poking her ears up at the loud noises,
but generally in her sphinx pose, looking rather
calm. I think we have all got our sea legs now!

Pushing on to Jervis Bay was well worth the effort:
much nicer to spend a couple of hot days here than
in a stifling fishing port!

Jervis Bay is a 9 miles long and 5 miles wide natural
harbour. Its entrance is marked by towering cliffs
on both headlands. The entire bay is a marine
park. Some areas of the bay are protected and
anchoring is forbidden, and a naval base situated
around the headlands. At various times, naval
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12/12/13

W

e had a very quiet night, not a breath of
wind, not a ripple… totally still… Now
that is a bit different from Broulee! It
feels like summer and we now feel like we are on
holiday.

15 minutes later they ring back to confirm the
gentleman yelling at us was the naval commander
and indeed there is a 5 mile exclusion zone all
along our nice beach. Not wanting to get bombed
we up anchor and move, chased away by the bully
boys! In the process we sneak in another brisk sail
in 20 knots NE and go and anchor on another
beach, in Hare Bay, just outside the Marine Park
restricted zone and of course away from naval
territory. That is the challenge with Jervis Bay:
finding good spots you are allowed to stay at.

During the morning the northerly picks up and we
move to Long Beach, a lovely sandy beach further
around the huge bay. We are floating in aqua
water, no one around, just the sound of birds
chirping: perfect! That is until a patrol car drives
down the beach then stops level with where we
are anchored. We are sitting in the cabin having
lunch, peering at it through the windows. They
blast their horn, a dead giveaway they want our
attention. A kaki clad man is yelling at us we are in
a no go zone: a firing range no less! That’s not
what the cruising book says: it in fact describes
Long Beach as the nicest of anchorages.

With a mix of sunbaking, swimming, snoozing, the
rest of the day passes pleasantly. I even manage to
put the finishing touches on a quilt I made for our
bed: the binding is now done and we can swap our
doona for this lighter bedding tonight. Bengie is
napping in the sunshine, but hides her head under
the pillows.

We call Jervis Bay Marine Rescue, who says they
are not aware of restrictions, but will check and get
back to us.
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13/12/13

F

th

riday 13 is a lucky day for us. We have a
pleasant little sail to the opposite end of the
bay: to the moorings at the Hole in the Wall.
From afar it looks like a hole in the high cliff wall of
Governor Head, but in fact it is a gap between the
cliffs and Bowen Island. This sail of ours is by no
means a direct route, as we are tacking all the way.
Tacking… I know… unheard of on Take It Easy! But
it is a sunny day, with a light breeze. We are in our
bathers, and the feel of the warm breeze on our
skin is like a caress… gorgeous.

fashion two U-shape cut outs without foregoing
too much of my good mat. Back to Wadie for the
installation and we are in business!
There is some dispute about the ownership of the
mat. Wade bought it to cut strips from it as
fenders around the dinghy. I have appropriated
the left over as a sunning mat. Now it is a bit
shorter.
Next project: our bought bread is starting to go
mouldy. So it is time to make our first holiday bake
out. One boat made loaf coming up and we will
test the barbecue come oven while we are at it.
It’d better work since we have not brought the
Cobb cooker with us this time. The dough is rising
well in the sunshine at least.

We do the grand tour of Jervis Bay. The reason
today is a lucky day is that during our zigzags we
come across a hump back whale which is having a
rest. She is not moving, just lulling about,
obviously enjoying the calm waters. No grand
display, just a sleepy whale!

The third project is the cleaning of the hulls. There
are still some grey dribbles down the side of the
hulls from when the boat was at the shipyard and
it looks crappy on our nice blue paint. Armed with
a soft brush, I jump into the water and start
rubbing the residue off. It is easy enough for the
portion I can reach with my arm extended, but I
can’t reach the top part and my arms aren’t long
enough when I try reaching the hull sides from the
deck. Wadie comes up with an idea: “Use the life
ring to lift you higher up in the water.” What I
should really do is inflate one of the kayaks and
stand in it, but it is too much bother for today, so
back to Wade’s idea. He demonstrates: “U shape
life ring – straddle it. See, easy!” “OK, I’ll try…”
That is when the giggle attack starts. First you’ve
got to get it in between your legs; second, you
have to keep it there nice and centred… It’s
obviously tougher for girls than boys. I get it in
place but then tip over forward, backward, and
sideways. It is a disaster - funny, but totally
ineffective. Right! Half the hulls will look clean. I
will deal with the other half when we get the
kayaks out. The boat looks bloody good anyway!

We get to the mooring by 12.30. It has taken us all
morning to get here, but what a nice way to spend
three or four hours. Bengie has been active,
chasing her cable ties and bringing them back to
our feet, playing fetch. She too feels pretty
comfortable.
We are now closer to the Heads, ready for an early
departure tomorrow morning. A SE change is due
before dawn. We are hoping this will allow us to
sail all the way to Port Hacking, just south of
Sydney. It is a large hop of 73 miles, but doable if
we start early and keep a steady pace. There are
public moorings, just opposite the National Park
when we reach our destination. And this will then
leave us a short trip into Sydney Harbour on
Sunday. How exciting!
After lunch we busy ourselves with a couple of
projects: Wade wants to minimise the amount of
water splashing into the engine wells when the
outboards are working. He has a plan: make a
couple of flaps so the water pressure seals them
against the outboard legs. We improvise with a bit
of yoga mat. First we both go under the transom
to take measurements. Then we make a
cardboard template to test the theory before
cutting my precious mat. Back in the water we go.
It all appears to be OK. It’s time to cut the mat to
size. Wadie is good with plans, but measurements
and cutting aren’t his forte, so I am on the job: I
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14/12/13

W

e get woken up at 2.00am with pelting
rain and a lightning storm. “We won’t
be going out in that” stirs Wade. The
alarm clock goes off at 3.00am. There is no wind,
but the light show is still going: no thunder, but
lightning all around the bay every few minutes. “I
don’t like lightning. We are not going.” Fair
enough! Wade goes back to sleep mumbling about
an afternoon departure. I can’t go back to sleep
and lay awake watching and listening. By 4.00am
the lightning has stopped. “We should go,
Wadie”… “I don’t like lightning.” Another hour
passes. It is now 5am. “Wadie, we should go.” “I
don’t like lightning” comes the response. “There
has been no lightning for an hour. We should go.”
“I will check” he says and in a flash he is up, looks
around and the next thing, I hear him turn the
engines on! I guess we are going!

days, but also because of the rebound swell off the
towering cliffs particularly in this wind. We get a
fair distance out and keep both engines going for
the six miles of sheer cliffs, as the forecast is for
30kn wind and we don’t want to be anywhere near
those walls in these conditions. The sky looks
tormented. It is covered with menacing clouds and
the tall cliffs are dark and forbidding. The going is
quite rough, but the wind does not exceed 18
knots. Our main concern is to get past this area
before it starts blowing stronger. Once again it
feels like we are riding a bronco.

We motor to the entrance, with the jib partly
unfurled. It is blowing from the SE at 17 knots at
Point Perpendicular. The exit from Jervis Bay is
bouncy. Not only is the sea confused from the
constant wind direction changes over the last few

There are rainbows in a sky which is reasonably
bright ahead of us, yet very dark behind us and we
can see rain in the distance. We are sailing well,
but keep looking back at what is following us and
might catch up to us.

By 6.30am we have cleared Beecroft Head. The
conditions improve a little. We turn the engines
off and set the GPS to Bundeena, Port Hacking:
some 67 miles away. We are sailing at just over 7
knots with a roll in the jib.
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Luckily for the entire trip the wind gets no stronger
than 17-18 knots. George does a good job of
keeping us on track. We are very pleased with the
improvement Wade made. We used to run from
the autopilot’s internal GPS and would have to
constantly correct the heading. Whereas now
Wade has wired it to read from the boat’s GPS. It
hardly drifts and self corrects. Therefore once set,
we do not need to touch it. Heaps better!

By 2.30 we reach the entrance of Port Hacking,
trying to dodge the club racing yachts on their last
turn point. By 3.00 we are anchored in Jibbins
Beach. No spare mooring, but then no surprise on
a Saturday. We have covered 73 miles in 10 hours
exactly. It is a pretty good average.

The day passes reasonably quickly and
uneventfully. We make use of the app I have
downloaded on my iPhone to track the position of
other boats. Off Wollongong a very large tanker
was heading straight for us and Wade was able to
call him to check he had seen us and ask whether
we should alter our course. We did not, he did.
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Sunday 15/12/13

W

e wake up to rain… that was not
supposed to happen! And there is no
wind. That was not on the program
either. We therefore laze around at anchor
waiting for things to change and tidy up our boatie
so it is nice and welcoming for Sue. She is excited
too and rings us to say she is back from her sister
in Gosford and ready to meet us at Hen and
Chicken Bay – or Chicken and Egg as Wadie calls it.
It is a fair way up the Parramatta River and will put
us near where she lives.

Harbour Bridge is impressive, especially when you
do it on your own yacht. It is quite special.
Once beyond the Bridge – the big Coat Hanger as
Sydney siders call it – the traffic diminishes, but
then we have to contend with club racing dinghies:
Lasers, Optimists. Wade is at the tillers and does a
full 360 to avoid mowing over them as they are
tacking in front of us.
We continue up the Parramatta River past
numerous coves, map in hand to work out which
one is Hen and Chicken Bay, where Sue is waiting
for us. The bay was apparently named by Captain
Hunter after he saw an emu and her chicken on
the shore in 1788. We must be fairly distinctive
with our dark hulls and orange trims since as soon
as we turn into the bay, we can see Sue flashing
her car lights at the far end of the arm like cove.
We make our way down the arm, anchor just off

We are so close and yet so far. It is obvious from
the weather forecast that we won’t be leaving for
Lord Howe for a while as northerlies will be
blowing for three or four days. We therefore need
to find a few good spots to visit in the harbour and
surrounding areas to amuse ourselves while we
impatiently wait. We consult the Lucas book and
mark a few places of interest.
By 11.30 the breeze has picked
up and the drizzle stopped.
We raise anchor and start our
slow motor-sail along the cliffs
that lead past Botany Bay and
on to the Heads. The density
of housing right on the cliffs
and in the bays is astounding.
It takes us three hours to get
to the Heads and we gibe into
Sydney Harbour and face the
music. The water traffic on a
now sunny and warm Sunday
afternoon is startling. OMG
boats are coming from all
directions: ferries crisscrossing
the waters, fast ferries, yachts under sail, yachts
motoring, motor cruisers, speed boats, Miami Vice
super cruisers, jet boats giving their passengers a
thrill… and the wakes all this traffic creates… Oh
boy what a shock! Although we could have just
sailed, we are too scared to do so in those
conditions. We keep the main up but furl the jib
and have both engines going for manoeuvrability.
It certainly tests our knowledge of right of way.
But basically we just meander along, trying to keep
out of everybody’s way. It is quite a sight though.
Passing by the Opera House and under the

the boat ramp and dinghy to her. It is really nice to
feel welcome and special. We bring her back on
board with all her gear and it is time for
celebratory drinks.
Later we decide it is not safe to all go ashore and
leave the dinghy unattended. We have been
warned about thefts of dinghy outboards and
safety gear on yachts disappearing at night even
while people are sleeping on board, so Wade takes
Sue and I ashore to go back to Sue’s place for a big
load of washing and to pick up some tucker for
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tonight, then he returns to Take It Easy with fresh
water jerry cans to top up our tanks.
We return for a gorgeous dinner together,
animated discussions about Lord Howe and great
hopes for southerlies later in the week.
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16/12/13

S

leep in today. We laze around having
breakfast, in no hurry to get going as it is
drizzling. Wade is keen to test our gutter
come water collecting device. So we put the clears
on and wait for the rain to set in and dribble down
the clears into the gutter. There is much
excitement as we marvel at the engineering feat: it
works!

too late to move anywhere so we stay put for the
night. Bengie has fun on the boom, only her ears
and green eyes poking out!
Tomorrow we will raise anchor and go and explore
Middle Harbour, a large arm of Sydney Harbour
which heads north into a National Park. We will be
there for a few days while the northerlies are
blowing.

Once the rain stops it is time for a few chores.
Wade ferries Sue and I ashore. We have the
laundry to do, fresh food shopping, a trip to the
chandlery and petrol station. We don’t muck
about but it still takes us some four hours, thus the
day is pretty well taken care of. Sue then takes her
car back home and her neighbour brings her back
to the jetty. Once all permanently on board, it is

There is a southerly change due at the end of the
week, but unfortunately it will only last for a day,
far short of what we need to set off for Lord Howe.
It is disappointing, and we are not good at waiting.
But we will take the opportunity to explore Sydney
Harbour.
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17/12/13

W

ith quite a few days of northerlies we
are limited with where we can go. We
set off from Hen and Chicken Bay and
give Sue the grand tour of the Harbour: a different
perspective on her home town.

We get to the Manly end of the Harbour and turn
into Middle Harbour, a large arm meandering
north into a National Park. But first we must wait
for the Spit Bridge to open. At 1.30 the traffic
stops, the bridge opens and we motor through.

The quantity of yachts and mega cruisers, and the
wall to wall multi-million properties right to the
water’s edge are just unbelievable. There is so
much money ostentatiously displayed. And every
bit of land is built on right to the foreshore.

As we head further up the arm, the shores steepen
and the houses are restricted to the top of the
hills. Sailing up the arm becomes way too
challenging with the funnelling wind and narrow
waterways. Tacking is hard enough in open water,
but with steep banks and little room to
manoeuvre, we give up sailing, drop the sails and
instead motor along.

Although the Harbour is not as frantically busy as
on Sunday, we still need to be watchful with the
numerous ferries crisscrossing from one bank to
another. When we approach the Harbour Bridge I
give my Sydney workmates a call. They are on a
conference call with the Melbourne crew and all
business apparently stops as they peer out of the
office window right on Circular Quay. “We are the
catamaran
with dark
blue hulls
and orange
trims”… “Oh
yes, we can
see you, we
are waving
and taking
photos!” It
is kind of fun
to wave
past. “See
you next
year, guys.”
A few
minutes
later I get a
text
message
and a photo. We look so small under the Harbour
Bridge.

We explore a few offshoots and in the end decide
to pick up a mooring in Garigal National Park, at
Bantry Bay. It is quite scenic, next to an old
ammunition depot now heritage listed. Only a
couple of other boats are there, so this will do.
The noise
of the
cicadas is
typical of
a hot
summer’s
day. The
water’s
edge is
covered
with
oyster
shells. It
is a
peaceful,
relaxing
spot and
the water
appears
clean so
we jump in for a dip.
The evening is spent talking about what is ahead of
us and deciding how to use our waiting time. The
prevailing winds are NE and SE all along the East
Coast. We can sail to Lord Howe Island in a SE not
a NE. So the best thing for us to do is to stay put in
Sydney or Broken Bay, just a few miles north,
where the boat came from when we bought it.

A few maxi yachts are training for the Sydney to
Hobart: skinny, long, and fast, with huge masts.
We have one set of spreaders; they have four!
Speed monsters.
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Wednesday 18/12/13

I

t is another warm sunny day. We stay hooked
onto the mooring, but busy ourselves in a
variety of ways: walk ashore along the bay, dip
in the water in the nuddy at the back of the boat,
kayak trip down the arm for a bit of upper body
work, another dip, clean-up of the hulls while
kneeling in the kayak, followed by another dip. By
the end of the day it is time to wash our salty mops
under the fresh water camp shower.

We are resigned to the fact we are stuck here for a
while, but can spend the days pleasantly enough.
It looks like a departure for Lord Howe may be
rd
possible on the 23 ! That will mean Christmas at
sea. It is Wednesday now, Friday will see a short
southerly change, which will allow us to move up
to Broken Bay. Then we will stay put till Monday
when a SW change is due. All fingers, toes, eyes
are crossed.
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19/12/13

W

arm, sunny day, north-easterly blowing,
and cicadas in full mating swing: very
noisy! We go and explore in the banana
boats (our yellow kayaks) around the mangroves.
There are some beautiful rock formations: spirals
in sandstone, weathered by wind and tide.
Dips, paddling, sunbaking, reading, and fishing –
well, sitting on the sugar scoops with a line out –
more dips and paddling, are the order of the day.
Bengie is finding it a bit hot and seeks refuge inside
my rolled up yoga mat in the cockpit. Wadie
catches one huge tiddler which gets released.
During another kayaking expedition we retrieve a
fender, much to Wade’s delight. You can never
have too many fenders, and it is especially good
when they are free!
Amazingly, this little bay a few minutes from the
city is not crowded, at least not during the week.
There are half a dozen moorings, and a few
cruisers come and go, but by late afternoon
everyone has gone home and we are the only ones
there, which means we can jump off the back of
the boat and soak our hot naked bodies in the cool
0
0
water. 25 … a bit different from the 16
Tasmanian waters!
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20/12/13

I

t is again a hot northerly day. Sue and I enjoy
another paddle amongst the mangrove before
the wind picks up. The totally still water allows
us to clearly see the sandy bottom and we spy a
few rays. We explore every nook and cranny and it
is a pleasant way to spend an hour or two.

During the rest of the afternoon, I start making a
loaf of bread since we have run out of the bought
bread and do a bit of hand washing: Sue is crying
out “knickers alert”. “I only brought seven.”
“OMG that’s not enough. You should have double
that.” “But you told me not to bring too much
stuff!” “Yes, that means fewer shoes, more
knickers!” We have a few laughs as we transform
Take It Easy into a Chinese laundry. It all dries
quickly in the hot wind.

Once the wind picks up it is time to sail out of
Bantry Bay and re-join the crowds in the main part
of the harbour. We get through the Spit Bridge
and sail to Watsons Bay, on the inside of South
Head, hoping to be well positioned for a departure
for Broken Bay tomorrow morning. But we had

After that, it is time to wash ourselves.
Unfortunately modesty is called for in this bay. We

not counted on a bay absolutely peppered with
private moorings, no space to throw an anchor and
no public buoy. Every bay at this end of the
harbour is either crowded or open to the swell,
and uncomfortable, so we cross back towards
North Head and try our chances in Quarantine Bay.
We are lucky enough to pick up a public mooring
as another boat leaves. Phew! Not ideal for a
departure in a southerly but it will have to do. We
are hot and bothered and hanging out for a dip!

don’t want to scare the locals and shower in our
bathers, feeling rather overdressed for the
occasion. There is one thing Sue has got used to
very quickly: it is our habit of stripping off and
jumping overboard. But that needs deserted
places!
Later in the evening we are treated to an electric
storm and watch the light show from inside the
cabin. The change comes and with it some rain.
But at least it cools the air down.

22

21/12/13

I

t is blowing quite strong from the south-east
when we wake up. We check the forecast on
the BOM for today and for the days ahead. It is
not looking very good for Lord Howe: only two
days of SE switching east then northeast, which
means we will have the wind on the beam then
fairly quickly turning more and more on our nose.
The third day we would need to alter our course
for a huge tack and it would be pretty hard going.

partly, and we are blowing the cobwebs off with a
fast sail and the wind right on our bum. We even
see a shark in our wake, first time ever!
We take turns at the tillers. Sue discovers steering
with the wind dead on our tail is not as easy as it
looks. There are some wild meanderings as waves
push the boat around. Wade and I can feel the
boat and the rhythm of the waves, anticipate and
steer accordingly, but it is not easy for a novice.
More to the right, Susie, the other right, Susie…
Oops, not that much - and we nearly do a full circle
a few times! Eventually she improves a little but
we keep a close eye on her tendency for snaking
around.

Although the forecast alters daily, we are not very
hopeful. The trouble is those south-easterlies just
don’t last for long enough, and if as they switch
around to the east and north east they become
very light, you can motor-sail into them, but when
they reach 15 knots, it becomes 20 to 25 over the
deck (wind speed plus boat speed), and that is just
a horrible bash.

After two or three hours, we reach Barrenjoey
Head and turn into Broken Bay. We can’t help
ourselves as we see a Seawind 1160 catamaran
ahead of us. We catch up and pass it. You know,
we are not competitive, but two is a race and
leaving a Seawind in our wake when we are fully
loaded is rather sweet!

I can see how after days and days of waiting you
become desperate for anything vaguely OK! It
feels like we are watching our island dream escape
us.
Anyhow, for now we have one short day of SE to
head up to Broken Bay, some 20 miles north. I give
myself a huge fright as we unhook from the
mooring and I pivot us out only to be picked up by
a large gust of wind which just about runs us into a
yacht moored next to us. OMG we are going to
hit! I slam the two engines backwards full throttle,
while Wade grabs the tiller to veer us away.
Disaster averted. F#@k that was close!

We sail all the way into Cowan Creek and hook up
a mooring at Little Shark Rock Point. We will be
here for the night, and then come out again
tomorrow to position ourselves under Barrenjoey
Lighthouse, in case we leave for Lord Howe Island
on Monday.

We leave Quarantine Bay under stay sail and
engines, doing two big tacks to head out. It is
rough and scary with fast ferries thundering across
our run line. Things improve as we come through
the Heads and turn northwards, with following
wind and sea. Off go the engines, jib unfurled

I look a little beetroot like: sun and wind-burnt
face. Time for a dip! However somebody has to
be on jelly watch: huge jelly fishes are drifting by…
Yuk!

Having a few hours out sailing was good for the
soul. We were all a bit over Sydney Harbour.
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Sunday 22/12/13
boil as I help her on board and tell her “you need
to calm down now, what happened, happened,
let’s move on.”

W

e are off to Patonga Beach today. Sue’s
sister Di, who lives nearby is coming to
see us off, replenish the bread and milk
supplies, and most importantly bring a pack of
knickers for Sue! Sue was keen to have her sister
see this boat of ours she has spoken about for so
long!

After a while the venting ends. We grab some
lunch and make polite conversation. By 3pm Di
decides it is time to go, but offers to take Wade to
a petrol station for a jerry can refill.

But before we leave we check the weather
forecast. It is with great relief that we see we can
leave for Lord Howe either Monday or Tuesday.
The forecast has gradually improved and we have
gone from doubtful to “it’s ON”. Thank god for
that! The mood changes instantly from
despondency to lightness.

Well, that was an experience! A classic case of
communication gone wrong, causing a fiery
outburst. Storm now passed, we settle back into
our usual routine: dip, reading, musing at the days
ahead. Wade tops up the water tank and fuel. We
are ready! We will check the weather forecast
again at 6.00am tomorrow and make a decision to
leave then or wait till Tuesday. We are staying at
Patonga Beach tonight. If we depart for Lord Howe
on Tuesday, we will move to Barrenjoey Head
tomorrow.

Sue has given her sister instructions by phone for
our rendezvous: “Be on the beach between 11 and
12 and we will come and get you with the dinghy.
We get to Patonga by 10.30, grab a mooring and
wait.

We have endured eight days of waiting in stinking
hot northerlies. We knew we would have to but it
is still hard to do, particularly in a region so vastly
different from where we would normally choose to
spend our time: crowded harbours, busy
anchorages, and people everywhere. Now that we
know we are going, this week feels part of the
deal. You have got to earn your adventure!

People in a zodiac go past. We hear them say “Oh
this boat is from Melbourne… Take It Easy, great
name… Oh look, and their dinghy is called Peasy…
How cute is that!” We often hear comments like
that; people smile and give up a thumbs up.
We keep an eye out for Di, particularly Sue. By
12.30 we haven’t seen her, but a jet ski comes to
us to say there is a lady near the jetty who says she
is waiting to be picked up. Oops, did not see her
standing motionless in the
middle of the cars. Why did not
she walk on the beach so we
could see her like we asked her
to? Anyway, Wade gets into the
dinghy and goes ashore. There
seems to be some agitation over
there, then they eventually hop
into Peasy and come over… The
screaming and angry raving
starts as they near the boat.
Things aren’t helped when Di
tries to get on board and slips,
landing back in the dinghy on
her bum. Oh boy, what have
we got here?! Wade and I look
at each other while the tirade
continues. I can feel my blood

We send an email to friends and family to let them
know we are off. I ring my Mum and Dad… this is
it!
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23/12/13

J

ust when things were looking up, we check the
forecast at 6.00am and the weather has yet
again evolved into something unworkable.
Today will get too strong on our beam and by
Tuesday the SE will have switched to easterly
offshore, thus on our nose. The weather patterns
are just too brief to allow us a fair passage to Lord
Howe.

I feel really disheartened and find it hard to
refocus, but we are totally subservient to the
weather gods and can only do what they allow us
to do.
Wade keeps reminding me that we had two goes
at Port Davey. “We did not get there the first year,
but got the dream run the next… It might have to
be the same for Lord Howe, but we haven’t given
up all hopes yet – stay positive.”

Although we may have a last opportunity later this
week to attempt the crossing, spending more time
in Broken Bay is not our idea of fun. We decide
that we will head off north with the southerly
change tomorrow and use it to get to Broughton
Island, off Port Stephens. It is a large hop of 76
miles, but with a SE on our tail, we should have a
fast sail. At least a sail northwards will let us
discover new cruising grounds and help shake the
blues.

For now we leave Patonga and motor to
Barrenjoey Head in still, overcast and muggy
conditions. We pick up the last of three public
moorings flanked by two lovely wooden yachts.
Sue declares she does not like either of them and
thinks we are the pick of the three. “Why would
you paint your boat grey? It’s a nothing colour.”
She is a complete convert to the Take It Easy
striking look!
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24/12/12

W

e have a 6.30 departure for Port
Stephens. The wind has been blowing
all night and the boat is covered with
ash from the fire that had raged on Barrenjoey
Head. Very messy! It also is soaking wet from the
overnight rain… Doubly unpleasant! We will have
to clean the mess later.

once the dolphins have disappeared, looking at the
sea birds.
As we near our destination, Broughton Island,
some six miles north of Port Stephens, Wade sees
what he thinks is a seal lulling about with one
flipper out dead ahead of us. He walks to the bow
and watches in amazement what turns out to be a
hammerhead shark!

We start with a brisk downwind sail with 20 knots
of breeze on our back quarter: our favourite point
of sail with just the jib and lots of speed. At one
stage we reach a speed of 12.3, probably with a
wave pushing us along. We all grinning like speed
demons.

Later in the afternoon, Wade again joins Sue and
me on deck, announcing that he has a confession
to make. We silently wait for some calamity to be
revealed. “I did not set up Big Red properly. I
should have put the two guys to one tack and the
sheet to the other. It was never going to work the
way we had it.” Sue goes “yeah, yeah, whatever,
whatever” and I go “so if you had put the doover
laky and the what’s it somewhere else, we would
not have had to use the engine and got here
quicker?” “Probably!” “Right, well you are on
dishes tonight!”

The birds are active, much to Sue’s delight. We see
different albatrosses: initially the shy and the grey
headed, and later the black browed. There are
such majestic and mesmerising birds to watch. The
shearwaters and petrels are the most numerous
though, very swift and nimble. Again we identify
several types: the flesh-footed shearwater, the
striking white-chinned petrel with a light beak and
black body, and the black petrel, a distinctive and
large black all over bird, except for its black-tipped
yellowish beak.
During the afternoon, the breeze starts switching
to the east and lightening up, slowing down our
pace. Wade decides he would like to give Big Red,
our spinnaker, a try. With the breeze on our beam,
I am doubtful it will work, but we give it a go. That
is when the comedy of errors starts: we try to
launch the beast. It looks like an hour glass with a
few twists in the middle. Down it comes. Wade
untangles the mess and we relaunch, going
downwind initially to get it flying, before we turn
back on course. We meander widely and the thing
is flopping one way and the other, making it really
hard to steer properly. “I really don’t think it is a
good idea with this wind direction. We should sock
it.” Wadie accepts it is hopeless and snuffs the
beast.
One engine goes on and we motor-sail from then
on in an increasingly light, easterly breeze. It is a
bit boring and Sue and I nap on and off. Dolphins
get us out of our lethargy. With George steering,
the three of us go to the front and sit there for a
while observing babies next to their mums, and
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25/12/13

S

anta managed to trace us to Broughton Island
and down the hatch came all sorts of things.

We scramble up the hill and find it is a minefield of
shearwater burrows. Not wanting to break an
ankle before D day or get bitten by snakes which
typically like mutton-bird burrows, we beat a
return to the beach and the boat. By then it is
raining! Time for lunch: smoked salmon. We will
have a proper meal tonight.

Wadie got a loud tooter (horn) and some ceramic
knives to commit hari-kari when it all gets too
much for him with three females on board
including the cat. Sue got a walking stick to get her
up the hills on Lord Howe. She is after all an old
woman. We redeemed ourselves from the affront
with a second gift of a golf lesson. I got a wetsuit
and a pair of hand held radios so I can’t pretend I
haven’t heard
Wadie say “come
and get me” when
he disappears for
some kite surfing.
Of course we have
more good vino
and port to help
celebrate our
impending arrival
at Lord Howe
Island. Bengie got a
new leopard skin
collar – can’t have
any of the crew
miss out on
Christmas loot.

It drizzles on and off all afternoon. We read, write,
muse about our adventure. It is within reach but
we dare not get too excited, since the forecasts
change so quickly,
as we have now
experienced several
times.
Wade commits to
boat cleanliness,
which is next to
godliness. Can’t
take off across the
ocean with an ash
covered Take It
Easy. He hoses and
scrubs while the
girls hide inside the
cabin.
Tomorrow is probably our last chance. We have
given ourselves a deadline. If we haven’t left the
East Coast by 31/12 we won’t attempt a crossing to
Lord Howe as it won’t give us enough time to get
there, enjoy the island and get back to Victoria for
a return to work on 3/2/14. So the pressure is
mounting. But looking at the current forecast, it is
probably the best we have seen. By travelling
north, we have cut the passage by 80 miles and the
wind will be behind us for a while, then on our
beam, with no section on our nose.

As it is Christmas Day, Sue contacts friends to wish
them well, some of whom are divers. They tell her
we should all go snorkelling at the entrance of the
bay as there are lots of grey nurse sharks and they
apparently don’t nibble people. Sure, let’s all get
eaten before we get to Lord Howe!
While present opening is happening, we get
invaded with three yachts turning up in our bay.
Right, let’s sound the horn and put the generator
on! That will teach them!

We can’t help ourselves. Wadie, glass of Christmas
wine in hand, asks “so if we were to do 12 knots an
hour, how long would it take us to get there?” Sue
and I look at each other and burst out laughing. I
calculate – in French as usual – 350/12= 29 hours.
“OK, what about at 10 knots?” – 35 hours. OK,
let’s be realistic now: at 8 knots it is 43 hours and
at 7 knots it is 50. Two days only would be nice!

We do put the generator on and motor ashore.
We have had three days of grey skies and are
struggling for power with the freezer and fridge
running constantly. It is also a good chance to
stretch our legs and have a look around. The
beach is covered with pumice stone and numerous
shark egg shells. Mmm! So not only are there
hammerheads and grey nurse sharks, but also Port
Jackson sharks!
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Passage to Lord Howe Island
26/12/13

W

e have a very restless night: a mix of
anticipation and listening to odd noises.
A large twang in the rigging gets us up
wandering what is going on. Wade goes on deck
torch in hand… all he finds are feathers. It must
have been a bird hitting one of the stays.

Our first day is enjoyable and once the departure
nerves are settled, we relax. The motion is cruisy,
our pace steady, the sea is rather like a calm Bass
Strait crossing. We spend some time at the front,
watching the birds and the dolphins. Little by little
Australia disappears from sight. We are catching
waves and yahooing as Take It Easy accelerates
and we are rushing along… great fun! The wind
freshens to 30 knots in the early afternoon. We
are going with the jib alone, our favourite point of
sail, and with peaks at 12.3, it is time to put a few
rolls in the
sail. It does
not slow
our speed,
just
steadies
the boat
and makes
it easier for
George.

The SW change comes in the early hours of the
morning. We are facing out to sea, stern to the
beach. Again Wade gets up to check the depth: 6
meters.
At 6.00,
we fire
the
computer
up to
check the
forecast.
The
change
has
indeed
arrived
earlier
than
predicted.
We check
and
recheck
the marine wind modelling: wind direction and
strength over our run line in six hour intervals for
the next three days. IT’S ON! This turns out to be
the best we have seen since our wait started: SW
change for the first time, with reasonably strong
winds (25 to 30) for the first 12 hours, moving
south, and then SE at 15 to 20.

We see
numerous
swarms of
flying
fishes.
They are
amazing to
watch,
staying out of the water for long distances, looking
like dragon flies.
There is a knocking sound in the steering.
Something is coming loose. Wade disconnects the

We ready the boat: everything that might fly
locked away, wet weather gear at hand. We
swallow a quick breakfast and raise anchor for a
7.30 departure. I feel pleased and relieved, Sue is
excited and apprehensive, Wade is feeling very
queasy, the nerves of the skipper about to embark
on a significant passage.
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wheel from the tillers and the noise stops: problem
temporarily fixed. We can now steer only with the
tillers. We will fix this at Lord Howe.

waving till we remember we now have a tooter.
That big honk frightens him off, but he tries and
tries again and we honk and honk away!
Having spent our entire day outside in the cockpit,
when we move inside the cabin for dinner and
organise ourselves for our night watches, we
realise the racket the waves crashing and slop
funnelling underneath the bridge deck are making.
It is very, very loud.

After about seven hours of sailing, Australia has
disappeared. No more boats, no more land, fewer
birds. Our speed is fast and furious. There are
geysers in the galley and in the cockpit. We have
rooster tails at the back of our wake. We are
peaking at 13.6 with a steady 25 to 30 knots
breeze.

Our first set of two hour watches start at 8pm with
Wade settling
the boat down
for the night:
two reefs in the
main and a few
rolls in the jib. I
follow at 10pm,
Sue at midnight,
2am for Wade
and 4am for me,
6am for Sue.
The first
watches are
fine, the second
lot much harder
as we all feel
tired and seedy.
During the evening the wind swings gradually from
our back quarter to our beam, with a far less
comfortable motion.

The waves are
getting bigger,
with regular big
breaking waves
amongst sets of
five or six.
When we fall at
the back of one,
slide into the
trough, and
look up at the
towering next
one, we hope
we make it to
the top before
it breaks, but
sometimes we all shout “INCOMING” as we rush
back against the saloon door and windows in the
hope of not getting drenched.
Things quieten
down
somewhat in
the early
evening. But
we now turn
our attention
towards an
immature
masked
boobie who
attempts top
landings on
our radar
reflector at
the top of the
mast. He
probably just wants a rest but we don’t want him
on our instruments. There is much shouting and

Still, it is a
beautiful night
and the special
feeling you get
on your own
with your
thoughts and the
brilliant Milky
Way up above is
an experience
we each cherish.
It is by no means
a quiet night. In
fact it is quite
boisterous, but
there is
something
amazing about sailing alone in the ocean at night.
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27/12/13

W

e are all feeling rather fragile and
continue our watches through the day,
to allow the off watch crew to lie down,
nap and keep the stomachs under control. Being
horizontal is good.

is blowing at 15 to 17 knots to the SE. At this rate
if the wind does not die off on us, we will reach
Lord Howe tomorrow morning.
On one of my afternoon watches I see a shark, or
rather a dark fin cutting through the water behind
us. That is three this trip! I consult the fish book
and identify it as a bronzed whaler, classified as
‘dangerous’!

It is a different feel to yesterday. The apparent
0
wind is forward of our beam at 60 which makes
the ocean quite uncomfortable. The excitement is
gone, we are tired, queasy and trying to keep it
together. Sunny day though and we are still sailing
fast with 18 knots of apparent wind. It is very
rowdy. Waves crash, bang, splash, gurgle, thump.
The thumping under the bridge deck in particular
can’t be good for the boat… There are some major
ones when the cutlery in the saloon table jumps up
and Sue levitates in
her bed. It is at this
stage that we all long
for a higher bridge
deck clearance! But
other than that, this
is a fine ship. As for
the ship’s cat, she
fares better than the
rest of us, snoozing
on our bed.

We also identify a few new birds: the wedge-tailed
shearwater, the Manx shearwater with its white
underbelly and under wings and black plumage on
top. We have dinner in the cockpit on one of Sue’s
frozos, which have been a godsend. No one
fancies spending too much time in the galley, even

We are also grateful
that we left the main
land from Port
Stephens, shortening
the passage by a day.
We are facing our
second night at sea
and are not relishing
the prospect. God knows how we would feel
about having to do two more nights.

on this cat of ours. We really are forcing ourselves
to eat which helps fend off sea sickness.
The night watches start and there is a lot of deep
breadths and standing on the back bench looking
at the horizon. The bucket comes in handy for me.

The great thing is that we are having a dream run
with the wind with us, strong enough but not
scary, allowing us to sail fast. The true wind is
never more than right angle to our run line and
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28/12/13

T

he 4 to 6am watch is not a fun second round
for the night, as I feel sick as a dog, but its
reward is dawn at sea, and on this particular
dawn, it is day break over Lord Howe and Ball’s
Pyramid.

having not responded to gentle calls. Everybody is
up to see Lord Howe and Ball’s Pyramid in the
distance. It is so special. We have 1 ½ hour to go
and still sailing well, after a short lull when the
boat slowed down to 5’s. There are lots of birds
flying around us: white-chinned petrels, Wilson’s
storm
petrels,
white terns,
sooty terns,
shearwaters
and
noddies.

I look at
this sight
and think
“we are
going to
make it
under sail
all the
way. I
wish I
could feel
ecstatic
about
seeing
this, but I
just feel
like
chucking
up in the
bucket
again!”

The closer
we get, the
more
impressive
the island is
with Mt
Gower and
Mt Lidgbird
towering in
black
silhouettes.
They are
massive
hills… and
we climbed
that in
August!
Three miles
out of the
North
Passage, we
call Lord
Howe
Maritime.
They
eventually
come back.
“Take It
Easy, Take It
Easy, this is
Lord Howe Island, please confirm your position.”
Sweet words they are!

One
fantastic
sight is
watching
the sun
rays
radiating
from a
pink cloud,
just over
Ball’s
Pyramid.
It is too
distant to
get it on
camera
but the knife like stack jotting out of the ocean
towards the sun is a stunning picture that will stay
in my mind.

They direct us to call them back when we are one
mile off and have lined up the leads at North

By 6am it is time for a handover. I wake up Sue
who as usual jumps in fright at being touched,
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Passage. We turn the engines on, drop the sails
then confirm we are ready.
“Engines on, gives us all you’ve got and come
straight in then turn a sharp right around the green
lead; take the mooring at the back of the other
yachts at Dawson’s Point.”

with ourselves. We have just completed 355 miles
in exactly 48 hours, or 7.5 nautical miles an hour
average. Quite an achievement!

Bengie too is relieved. She comes out, miaowing
and running around. “Miaow, thank god that’s
over!”

We are lucky it is high tide and we can go straight
in. Wade is at the tillers and takes us in through
the very narrow passage, and then I nervously
bring us to the mooring. Wade goes to the bow,
ready to clip us on. I don’t like not having the
wheel operational, but remember Peter Dunn’s
words: forget the wheel, just use your two engines
to manoeuvre. I do this and it works fine. Wade
hooks us on and we are tied up by 7.30am. We will
be here for a night, then will be guided to our
allocated mooring in Comet’s Hole on Sunday, half
way down the lagoon.

Wade is allowing himself to feel a little jubilant. He
gets the sat phone out and texts his brother:
“Made it in 48 hours.” We then send the same
message to our coast guard mate, Peter. Sue adds
a few of her friends to the list. I email my parents
and sister… the sat phone has finally got some use
– and not for emergency reasons.
Later in the morning we commit to a major boat
tidy up. That done, Wade goes ashore to fill up the
water jerry cans and Sue and I go and investigate
the shore facilities and get the key to the laundry,
but everything is closed for the weekend. The walk
does us good though, and we treat ourselves to ice
creams.

We are in calm, clear water, with three other
yachts and a large cat. It feels odd to be here, at
our dream destination, and in totally flat water!
Such a relief!
Celebrating in style will come tonight; for now we
just sit around, surveying our stunning
surroundings. Wadie cooks us bacon and eggs,
which is the perfect antidote for fragile stomachs.
It settles us down. We are tired but very pleased

The birds are plentiful: sooty terms, white terns
doing their courtship dances, beautiful noddies,
and the colours of the bay, turquoise under a pale
blue sky, and our boatie in the picture!
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In the afternoon, Wade sums up our feeling: “I
guess it is like giving birth. You forget how painful
it was as soon as it is over.” None of us are talking
from experience, but we agree with the imagery.

Winners are grinners. In the late afternoon, we
celebrate at last with a nice bottle of Chandon and
left over Christmas Dinner. But bedtime comes
early. Lights are out by 8.00pm.
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29/12/13

W

e have a mix of work and play today; we
start the day with some chores: three
loads of washing. Sheets, towels,
clothes need de-salting. While the laundry is on,
we observe the courtship of the white terns with
their aerobatic display, but we also spy a mum and
baby, all fluffy, precariously balanced on the
branches of Norfolk pines - gorgeous sight.
Apparently the white terns don’t build a nest, but
just somehow balance their egg on a branch.
Fatalities are frequent!

the next challenge: getting back inside the dinghy.
It is a less than elegant re-entry for the girls,
particularly for Susie who needs a step up from
Wade only to slither her way into the bottom of
the dinghy. We have a few laughs.

Sue and I pick up bikes at Wilson’s for our two
weeks’ stay. They ask us what accommodation we
are staying at. We respond we are on a boat.
“And the name of the boat?” “Take It Easy.” “Ah
you made it” says Clive appearing from the back of
the shop. He and his son remember the name and
recognise my face from our August visit. They
become quite chatty and ask about our passage,
pretty impressed with our speed. While we are
doing this, Wade is catching up with Bill Shead,
owner of Cut Loose, the big cat.
Once the work is taken care of, it is time to play.
The tide is now low so we go for a snorkel just on
the inside of North Passage, where we tied up
Peasy to a small mooring and jump in the water.
There are lots of damsels, three striped and blackbacked butterfishes. They are fun to watch in large
groups. Wade spots a couple of moray eels,
looking mean and toothy. There are purple and
pink corals, blue edged tubes, urchins of different
kinds and giant clams with purple lips. We get a bit
chilly and hungry, so go back to Peasy. Now comes

After lunch we decide to have another go around
North Bay. It is not as colourful, with lots of dead
coral in the bay, but there are some interesting fish
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around a wreck: trevallies, bluefish, double headed
wrasse. It is a bit deeper there, so we return to
shallower water and spot some garfish, saddled
puffer fish, coral fish and again lots of black and
yellow butterfishes.

As we are enjoying sundowners, one of the guys
comes over in his zodiac and surprises us with a
gift of a large crayfish – we feel rather indebted
but he highlights it was an easy three minutes of
diving fun! The boys have just moved their boat
to Comet’s Hole. We will catch up with them later
in the week for drinks and treats when we too
move to the Comet’s Hole mooring. Wade is keen
to learn how to free dive and there are promises of
lessons next week.

My preferred sighting is a magpie morwong, funny
shaped fish with black stripes and some yellow on
the head and fin. Wade finds a sand dollar, a flat
urchin with a beautiful petal pattern on its upper
surface, and we all find burrowing heart urchins,
red-tipped and ordinary urchins, and our favourite
with super long spikes (25 cm long), the needle
spined urchin, which has iridescent blue patterns
on their shell.

We cook the beast in our largest pot on board –
Mémé’s (my grandma) pressure cooker! It hardly
fits in there. We will enjoy it for dinner tomorrow.
Sue is a bit horrified to see us drop the beastie in
the boiling water. “It’s still alive!” “Not anymore.”

Another interesting sighting is the Spanish dancer,
apparently the egg masses of snails and slugs. It is
brilliant red and looks like the ruffles of the dress
of a flamenco dancer.
We again get cold and return to Peasy for another
elegant dinghy boarding. Our technique improves
but anyone behind us gets a full on view of our
struggling backsides!
We haven’t caught anything to eat but all this
looking at fish gets us in the mood for a fishy
dinner. Thankfully Wade has ordered some
kingfish from Dave, the local fisherman. Cheating I
know, but handy and so tasty!

For now we enjoy the king fish, some as fillets,
some as sashimi with a salad of tomatoes and boat
grown sprouts.

Whilst we were waiting for our laundry this
morning, we met three nice blokes from Waratah
Lass, a 34ft Cole moored a little way from us. They
are free divers; they go down to 35 meters depth
for several minutes with no tank! Astonishing!
They are young adventurers spending time in
exotic places like the Solomon Islands and Lord
Howe. The owner lives aboard. They
came from Coffs Harbour (further north
from our starting point) and arrived at
Lord Howe a few days before us after a
three day passage.

Tomorrow might be a different day. There are
lenticular clouds over Mt Gower and Mt Lidgbird,
the sky is clouding over and the wind picking up.
Wadie might be able to go kite surfing.

With their diving skills, and their extralong fins that enable them to deep dive,
they go outside the reef each night, and
catch themselves a sumptuous dinner of
brown crayfish – they are apparently
vegetarian and thus not a commercial
catch.
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30/12/13

T

he change came overnight. Mt Gower is
engulfed in clouds and we are bouncing
around in the high tide chop. The breeze is
from the south. There are two cats including us
and two monohulls at Dawson’s Point. The monos
are doing the pendulum, poor buggers. It is not
uncomfortable for the kitty cats but it is at this
stage that we wonder whether we should move to
Comet’s Hole and join the Waratah lads. All the
locals say it is more protected there, but further
from town. The deciding factor will be the result of
Sue and Wade’s fishing attempt. They intend to
set themselves up on the sugar scoops with all
their paraphernalia. If they catch something, we
will ask to stay here, but otherwise we will move.

We have been forced to have an internet and
mobile phone detox for a few days, but we feel the
need to send a group email and give land lubbers
sign of life. So we pack Wade’s laptop in the dry
bag and head off to the Museum. Here is another
test of patience. The internet connection is
painfully slow and if you use your own laptop you
have got to change your mail server and it would
help if anyone at the museum actually knew the
correct address!
We are there for a couple of hours, trying to get
Wade’s email application to send and receive. He
finally gets it going after he discovers the right
server name for the museum. We send a group
email to let everyone know we are here and well.
Murray must have forwarded the
text we sent via sat phone on
Saturday to everyone on our LHI
broadcast list as there are a few
messages of congratulation.
I then try and check my emails, but
after waiting for another 20
minutes to access webmail, I give
up. Sue uses one of the museum
computers and checks hers. For
her too it is a frustratingly slow
process. At least we know the drill
for next time.
That chore done, we go for an easy
walk through Stevens Reserve, a
loop track which meanders
through palm forest and banyan trees. It is 3
o’clock when we grab a pie for a well overdue
lunch. The day is just about gone.

With the tackle box open and the lures on display,
our ship’s cat is keen to investigate. She is
irresistibly attracted to the feathery lures. No
amount of “no, Bengie, no” can keep her away
from them. A hook in her mouth would be a sad
thing, so the rule is close the tackle box!

We check out the location of the mooring at
Comet’s Hole from the beach. We can see the
buoy in calm waters. Big waves are breaking all
along the reef some distance away, except for one
area which appears to be a passage but is not. It
would be great not to have to exit the lagoon at
one end and re-enter at the other, like Waratah
Lass had to do.

After an hour of trying and catching one piddly so
called monster, the verdict is there is no advantage
in staying at this end of the lagoon except that we
are close to North Bay and the Mount Eliza walk.
But as today is a grey, overcast day, they are not
the conditions we would choose to climb up the
hill for great views and photos. We want to ensure
Sue gets value for her effort.

We manage to arrange to move to our new
mooring first thing tomorrow morning, Wade
having negotiated with Wayne, the policeman, to
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make our way there, staying inside the lagoon
rather than having to exit via North Passage in
rowdy conditions and re-enter at Erscott’s Passage
in equally rough water. It is much easier: the
advantage of an 80 cm draft and chatting up the
locals!

The guys on the catamaran moored ahead of them
eventually take pity on them and launch their
dinghy. They pick up the mooring line and hand it
to them as the mono once again comes past,
slower this time, but still much faster than it
should. “May be they don’t know how to do it”
Sue comments. “God, even on a bad day I can do
better than that!” I add. “You’ve just got to take it
slowly!”

By the time we get back to Take It Easy, it is 4pm.
It has been a bit of a nothing day really, but at least
we are organised.

Finally they are tied up, although with way too
much rope out, and we watch them do the
crocodile roll. They have got the most exposed
mooring of the group. I bet they are feeling green!

The entertainment for the evening is supplied by a
large mono’s arrival at the lagoon. They come on
the radio and inform LHI Maritime they have some
engine trouble. They are advised to come in under
sail and motor to edge their bet, but when they
appear around the headland, all their sails are
down and they are motoring.

Based on their accent – “we’ll see how we go, hey!
– thanks mate, we are good now, hey!” – we figure
they are Queenslanders so they have spent four
days getting here, and once here the rock and roll
is even worse! We can imagine how they feel.

The motion of the yacht as it enters North Passage
is awful, akin to corkscrewing its way in – very
uncomfortable looking. They are instructed to
make a sharp turn to starboard around the green
marker and take the first mooring. As was the case
with our arrival, they come at full speed then have
to turn and slow the boat right down to line
themselves up to pick up the mooring buoy.
They come in with way too much speed, fly right
0
past three free moorings, make a fast 360 turn
and try again, without slowing the boat down.
“Way too fast” we say, watching the action from
our cockpit. “Wooh, slow the sucker down!” Not
only is the guy at the wheel trying to beat speed
records, but the fellow at the bow does not
attempt to pick up the mooring line. He just stands
there and seems to expect to catch the line
without reaching down to the water. Mind you,
when you think about it, who wants to get their
arm ripped off leaning over at full speed! There is
commentary from all three of us as we watch them
on their third failed attempt.

Even Take It Easy and the other cat are moving
around in the swell quite a bit and we stumble
around in the galley like drunkard sailors getting
our crayfish dinner ready, which by the way is an
absolute treat. Thanks Waratah lads! Things
quieten down as the evening wears on, the tide
ebbs and the wind switches more easterly.
A move to Comet’s Hole tomorrow morning at
7.30am will be a good thing. We study the chart of
the lagoon. Comet’s Hole is further away from the
edge of the reef, and away from a passage that
allows current and swell to get in, whereas North
Passage is a lot more exposed, with the mooring
just behind the reef and right at the end of the
entrance. But it is the only place for keel boats to
stay at. A shallow draft allows you to get out of
swelly spots. Ah, the advantage of a catamaran!
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31/12/13

I

t is all quiet in the middle of the night, probably
at low tide. But by 4.00am the swell picks up
significantly and we are rock and rolling badly.
It gets worse as the tide flows in with waves rolling
over the reef. Now this is what people describe as
gunnel to gunnel rolls on the monos, which are
having a horrible time!

attempts. It looks like the conditions and their
technique are consorting to make the job
impossible. They try and try again, but from where
we stand they look unlikely to succeed. Clive
suggests we come to their assistance by dinghying
to them to hand them the mooring rope, but they
respond they can manage. OK then, suit
yourselves.

What an apt time to move to Comet’s Hole. At
6.45 we unclip from the mooring and Clive Wilson
guides us through the lagoon. We are followed by
another big 46ft cat, Slip Stream, which has arrived
at first light. Clive is watching us from a hill and
radioing compass headings for us to follow, to
avoid the shoals.

To make matters worse they manage to wrap a
rope and fender around their prop. The poor
buggers now really need assistance and two boats
from LHI Maritime come to the rescue! They get
towed to their mooring and the Port guys dive to
retrieve the fouled lines. God, what is it with
Queenslanders and mooring? Well, that was an
eventful start to the day. It is still rock and rolly,
but not as bad as at Dawson’s Point. It is sunny
though today, so we will map out our activities.

I take over from Wade at the helm to get us lined
up for the mooring and he goes at the bow to get
the lines ready. It is really hard to keep the boat
going straight with the wind gusts, the current and
the chop. Again, as Peter suggested, I centre the
wheel, then just use the engines to steer us is.
Wade hooks
us on first
go. Phew!

After a breakfast of bacon and eggs, we decide to
give the Mt Eliza climb a go. We have a long
dinghy ride all the way
to North Bay at the
other end of the lagoon.
As soon as we beach
Peasy we notice the
water is a pinkish
colour. The coral has
spawned overnight. We
drag Peasy up onto the
sand. In the grasses of
the small dunes are
hundreds of sooty terns
and their downy,
camouflaged chicks.
They are adorable. We
don’t get too close so as

The other
cat is
directed to
another
mooring,
but they
struggle. In
fact they
have a
terrible
time, with
many failed
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not to disturb them too much, but I manage to get
a few pictures with the telephoto.

with him on hers, while I take the dinghy and pick
them up at the other end of the beach. We then
all pile up in Peasy back to Take It Easy.
Our boatie looks beautiful in the aqua water with
the sheer cliffs of Mt Gower as a backdrop. We
find ourselves saying the same thing as we used to
with Medina. “It might be small, but it goes
places!”
The tide is low in the afternoon and the wind and
swell have gone. I pump up one of the kayaks and
go for a paddle to Rabbit Island while Wade and
Susie rest in the cabin, then when I get back we all
hop into Peasy again to go for a snorkel at Comet’s
Hole.

We first start our wander by following the flat track
to the gulch. In August we found many grey
ternlets nesting in the basalt cliffs. But this time it
is the noddies who are occupying the area. We
had seen some black ones on the approach to Lord
Howe, but these are dark brown except for their
white silvery head. A few red-tailed tropic birds
also fly through the gulch. The noddies are
beautiful to watch in flight. One of them crosses
the gulch and lowers itself down enough to scoop a
couple of mouthfuls of water on the go!

It is the best spot to date: a large coral wall around
a deep hole, which happens to have been formed
not by a comet but by a water source. Lots of fish
congregate together, some tiny and colourful,
other large and silvery like the trevally. Wade
spots a shark, but I miss it, only to later get
spooked by it! I let out a startled scream under
water. Sue hears me, but does not see the shark.
It is not very big, but it is distinctive!
We get cold and head back to Peasy, climb back on
board with a little more decorum than previous
days, and rush back to Take It Easy to warm
ourselves up in the hot sun. We are tired now!

We then retrace our steps back to the beach and
turn up towards the Mt Eliza track. We get part of
the way up, but then come across a sign saying the
track is closed for a few months as it is a significant
nesting site for sooty terns raising their young. It is
disappointing and we are sorely tempted to keep
going, but we do the right thing. We will try
Malabar Hill instead tomorrow, with similar views
but a bit harder for Sue unfortunately.

It is New Year’s Eve. Wade has managed to order
sashimi King Fish from Dave the fisherman…
lovely… with wasabi and pickled ginger… Yum.
We have had a busy and varied day with lots of
enjoyable activities and look forward to more of
the same tomorrow on the first day of the new
year.

We leave North Beach but on the way we stop for
a chat with the owner of the large cat called TakaOa. They are from Queensland, in fact there are a
few cats from Queensland, all very large: 46ft+.
We are the smallest at Lord Howe but as Sue
points out, Take It Easy is also the one that has
come the furthest. When we grow up we might
get one of those speed demons.
We dinghy back to the jetty, and luxuriate in a hot
shower with no restriction on water usage. It is
then time to pick up our bikes we left there and
bring them to the other end of the lagoon. Wade
rides his and pushes mine along, Sue rides back
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It might be small, but it goes places!
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1/1/14

H

appy New Year to us…crepes, jam and
cream for breakfast are a must to celebrate
this first day of 2014 and it only gets better
from here!
Wade and I go and track down Jack Shick to
arrange our Ball’s Pyramid trip while Susie pedals
to the southern end of Anderson Road for a walk
to Clear Place, a fairly level trail through palm
forest to the headland on the eastern side of the
island. We are hoping she will see some woodhens
along the way as we did in August.
Jack lives just under Mt Lidgbird. It is really nice to
see him again and meet his wife Cindy. Over a cup
of tea we chat, talk about what they have been up
to and about our plans. We are keen to join him
on a Ball’s Pyramid trip. It looks like Saturday
might be the day, on a NW wind. His preference is
to go when the wind doesn’t come on his beam so
it is more comfortable and we don’t get splashed
all the way. So a NW will be perfect.
We also quiz him about Elizabeth Reef: an atoll
some 100 miles north of here. Bill Shead from the
catamaran Cut Loose is interested to go there with
us and the Waratah lads in tow. Initially I was not
fussed and Sue was not very keen, but Wade was
very interested and trying to enthuse us. Later I
too got excited. Jack has been there many times
and confirmed it is an absolutely amazing place to
see: lots of big fish, a coral cay, a lagoon. “If you
get a chance, you should go, it is really special.”
Having got the Pyramid adventure lined up, we
pedal all the way to the other end of the island to
see Bill Shead, but he has just left for a family day
at North Beach so we meet up with Sue who is
waiting for us at the start of the Malabar Hill track.
She has not seen any woodhens and she kicks
herself for not coming with us to Jack’s as there
were a few pecking around in his garden! To
makes things worse, she fell off her bike and is
black and blue with a bloody elbow. Poor thing!
It is now time for the Malabar Hill climb. It is a
208m hill of moderate grade, but still strenuous for
a 67 year old asthmatic. The track climbs up a
grassy hill then follows a ridge all the way up.
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As soon as you reach the start of the ridge, you get
sweeping views of the island, with the lagoon on
one side and the Eastern shores on the other.
There are lots of sooty terns playing in the updrafts
and a few black-winged petrels performing aerial
courtship flights. They look beautiful with a white
belly and white underwings heavily edged with
black, and they are so swift, in pairs, shadowing
each other. As we climb along the ridge the
steeper upper part is in the shade of the
understorey. We take our time with lots of stops
to ensure Sue gets to the top.
But what a reward when we reach the summit!
The views along the cliff edge all the way to Mt
Eliza are breathtaking, with the reef at the bottom,
the turquoise water and absolutely thousands of
red-tailed tropic birds flying, playing in the air
currents. They are such graceful fliers. We watch
them for ages, mesmerised, and take lots of photos
as they wiz past. They are large majestic white
birds with two red tail feathers about 40 cm long
and their aerobatics are great fun to watch. Lord
Howe is said to have the greatest concentration of
tropic birds in the world.
The views out towards the Admiralty Islets are
stunning. I later walk a little further to a rocky
outcrop on the right of the Malabar summit. From
there you can look back towards Ned Beach and
can see the tip of Ball’s Pyramid in the distance.
But the most amazing thing is seeing a few sooty
terms nesting on the rocks with their young who
have already fledged, allowing me to get very close
to them. The chicks are very inquisitive, looking
straight into the camera and walking towards me
to the point where I wind down the telephoto.
What a treat!
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While we are at the summit we see a ketch motorsailing along the northern cliffs and anchoring
underneath where we are. Now, that’s an idea…
let’s do a loopy around the island tomorrow!

The next likely bout of SE may come on Tuesday
next week… perfect, but we will see how the
weather develops.
We pedal back to our end of the lagoon and dinghy
back to Take It Easy with our heads full of
wonderful exciting plans.

After a good rest at the top, we make out way back
down. By the time we reach the bikes it is after
2pm; we are tired and hungry, so pedal down to
Earl’s Anchorage for a well-earned lunch. Salad
buns and cakes with a cold Bundaberg beer hit the
spot.

Wade readies the boat for our circumnavigation of
the island. Banana boat tied up along the life lines,
diving and other gear secured in the toy cupboard.
It is then time for a refreshing dip and sundowners.
We get a quick visit from Jack who is just back from
Ball’s Pyramid of all places and circles around Take
It Easy for a sticky beak. “She looks really good” –
“We lavish lots of care and attention on her”
replies Wade. “See ya sat’dy – talk to ya on
channel 12.” Okay dokay!

We decide to then pedal to Arrajilla, Bill Shead’s
resort, to let him know we are keen to go to
Elizabeth Reef if he does. He is an older fellow, but
always ready for a sail. He gets a long range
forecast for us. We need a SE to get up there and a
NE to get back which tends to work very well in
summer. The plan is to leave in the late afternoon,
sail overnight to get there the next morning. It is
about a 12 to 14 hour passage. You then have all
day to enjoy the reef, dive, snorkel, fish to your
heart’s content, and return to Lord Howe on the
north-easterly, generally one or two nights later!

No late night for us. We are in bed before 9.00pm.
It has been a big day.
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2/1/14

H

aving to exit the lagoon on a rising tide for
our lap around the island, we are up and
ready to go at
7.00am and Clive guides
us out as usual. This time
he takes us through the
Erscott’s Passage. We lay
down a GPS track so we
can come back on our
own. With the wind
mainly northerly, we
motor all the way to North
Head, then roll out the jib
once we have turned to
follow the spectacular
northern cliffs. There are
not as many tropic birds
flying as yesterday. It is
amazing to see the layers
of basalt in the cliffs, like
successive waves of lava.
The dykes are also quite
striking around Mt Eliza and the Soldier’s Cap Islet.
Apparently as the island was forming, fresh molten
volcanic material pushed up through existing

something in the air, but can’t catch it. It turns,
tumbles, just about flies upside down and makes

drastic, swift changes of direction. It is very
amusing to watch.
We turn south now and get a good downwind run
along the eastern shores of the island.
From the ocean, the beaches look small:
Ned’s, Middle Beach, and Blinky’s Beach.
When we pass between Mutton Bird Rock
and Bird Island, we are treated to lots of
boobies flying over us to investigate.
Most are juveniles. Dead ahead of us in
the distance, Ball’s Pyramid stands alone,
misty and forbidding. Let’s hope we soon
get to see it up close and personal.
Once we reach the mountain end of the
island and gibe to go along the southern
side, we get a bit weary. The vertical
towering cliffs of Mt Gower can produce
sail splitting downdrafts. So we roll up
the jib and motor. The sheerness and height of the
walls are incredibly imposing and we can see how
on a windy day you would want to give them a very
large berth. Just as Sue says “we haven’t seen a
turtle yet”, one surfaces for a quick breath then
dives again, but it is a rather brief sighting. We
make our last turn into wind to follow the cliffs
back to the southern entrance to the lagoon.
Tropic birds and boobies are nesting in tiny ledges

cracks in the already hardened basalt, forming
straight vertical seams known as dykes. The sea
caves are also quite striking. It would be fun
exploring in the kayaks, but a bit too far to paddle.
As we pass the Admiralty Islets, the masked booby
population increases. We see a few sooty terns
and grey ternlets, and one particular wedge-tailed
shearwater who entertains us with its crazy erratic
flight at the back of the boat. It is as if it is chasing
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and cracks in the basalt, a rather precarious and
exposed position to raise your young! Fledging
from up there would be a rather committal affair!

Just as we close in on the end of our GPS track,
showing us the way into Erscott’s Passage, we slow
the engines down and find the starboard engine
stalls. Wade has trouble starting it, and then has
to rev it up to keep it going. It is as if it has lost its
slow idling for some reason. That will make life
interesting to come into moor! We reach the
entrance to the lagoon, radio Clive in to let him
know we are coming in. We are making our way
back into the lagoon, with breakers feathering on
our starboard side. Once in, we slowly motor and I
take us back to the mooring. We clip on without
drama just after 11.00am. That was a quicker loop
than we thought!
After lunch Wade consults the Yamaha manual and
attends to the idling problem on our starboard
engine. It is brand new, it should not give us any
grief! He manages to make the necessary
adjustments. Phew! You really have to be a jack of
all trades on a yacht.
We get a visit from the Waratah lads who now also
have a female diver on board. Alex, the owner, has
decided to stay longer and told the others to find
their own way back to the mainland – rather poor!
Lucas, the most experienced and qualified of the
divers tells us they can’t get flights out for three
weeks and asks us whether we could give them a
lift back when we go. I respond “let us talk it over
between us.” We hate being put into a position
where we feel cornered and imposed on. Wadie
does not mind too much, but is not keen on all the
extra weight and dive gear. Sue and I aren’t
comfortable full stop. So our response will be
“sorry, no, you will need to sort it out between
yourselves and keep us out of the equation.”
It is a grey overcast and windy afternoon. We laze
around in the cabin. I could kayak to the
snorkelling spot at low tide, but it is windy and will
be hard to paddle back. So instead I write the
article on Lord Howe for Cruising Helmsman and go
through my photos, while Wade and Sue read.
The Waratah boys come back at 5.30 to pick up
Wade. They are going diving and cray fishing. He
can’t hold his breath for anywhere as long as they
do, but will give it a go if the crays are not hiding
too deep. An hour and a half later, Wadie is back
with a small beastie and tales of sharks, octopuses
mating, schools of double headed wrasses and
trevallies. He has had great fun.
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3/1/14
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ork and play today. Wade checks the
starboard outboard which is now idling
well and makes a couple of running
repairs to Peasy bits with some goop - very
technical work! The three of us then dinghy
ashore. Wade heads for the museum to do his BAS
statement of all things and give sign of life in
paradise to family and friends. Sue and I cycle to
the jetty with a backpack full of laundry. We have
a well-earned warm shower, the cleansing effect of
which is immediately destroyed by a hot and
sweaty ride up to the very top of Anderson’s Road,
a steep road leading to the Seaspray Gallery. Sue
does some damage on her credit card as she can’t
resist a striking painting of tropic birds at the gulch
with vibrant colours of the ocean. I manage to
come out unscathed, but had already succumbed
during the August trip to a painting of an albatross
at Ball’s Pyramid. We then go on a hunt for
woodies and only see banded rails
and their chicks – pretty cute, yet
not good enough for Susie. We are
now at the stage of entering
people’s gardens and asking if they
have any woodhens pecking
around. The typical response is “I
saw them this morning around the
big banyan tree… You have to call
them and they come running!”
Thus there are two crazy women
pedalling their bicycles calling
“chooky, chooky, chooky” to no
avail. Having seen them during our
August trip, they are rather quaint
so I hope Susie gets to spot one.

meter” shark. I say “that’s not a real shark, that’s a
baby.” But Susie’s eyes say otherwise!
The coral is much nicer at Ned’s but there are not
as many fish as at Comet’s Hole. We see the usual
butterfishes, wrasses, including a leopard wrasse
and lots of banded scaleyfins. One particular
wrasse with gaudy coloration is very photogenic
and keeps coming close to investigate. He is not
camera shy.
There is lots of laughter and carry on about sharks
as we stagger out of the water. “Mine was bigger
than yours the other day”…”You must be joking,
mine was real size!”
The return trip on Peasy goes just fine. No
problem starting the outboard, and no hassle
boarding Take It Easy. We are very proud of our
independent selves and pour
ourselves a drink in
celebration while waiting for
the great provider to come
home.
Wadie had fun too. He did
not catch anything, but saw
lots of big fishes such as
cods, spangled emperors,
wrasses and the obligatory
sharks – real size ones! Stop
hitting me, Sue! Well not
very big, as apparently they
were Galapagos whalers,
but definitely bigger than
Sue’s goldfish. The number
and size of fishes swimming
around the divers was
helped along by them
breaking up urchins to
create a feeding frenzy.
Wonderful idea… Not! The
boys tried to catch double headed wrasses which
are apparently good eating. They lost a couple of
hooks in the process but managed to catch one
which they then hugged right against their body as
they swam back up to the dinghy and threw it in
there. Interesting technique with sharks around!

Next comes a stop at the museum
for emails, where we meet Wade
and the Waratah boys plotting
their next diving/food scavenging
exploits over lunch! The afternoon
sees us turning Take It Easy into a
Chinese laundry then escaping again in different
directions: Wade to North Passage for a dive, Sue
and I in Peasy to get ashore, grab the bikes and
pedal to Ned’s Beach for a snorkel.
No sooner are we in the water that I hear
hysterical calls of “shark” from Sue. I look around;
here is this tiny weeny “ginormous – it’s at least a

48

4/1/14

I

t is 2am in the morning and blowing a gale.
After lying awake listening to the wind and
worrying about the kayak, I get up only to
realise Wade got it out of the water earlier and put
it in the cockpit… Nice one Wadie… We will deal
with it properly in daylight, but at least for now it is
safe. Still can’t sleep though; the rocking of the
boat and howling wind keep me awake.

outdoor shower they could use to spray it down,
but with over 40 knot gusts, there is no way
anyone from our little group of moorings is going
to venture out to help them. Later on when the
wind has back off to 20 -25 knots the catamaran
Taka-Oa is looking at departing the island and
getting ashore for a weather forecast. They dinghy
to Aquila and tow their dinghy and the skipper
ashore. But by the time the wind has eased
sufficiently for them to leave the island, the tide is
too low and they are trapped in the lagoon. We
would have thought a NW to return to Brisbane
would have been on the nose anyway!

As a gale is forecast today, there is no traffic on the
radio. All water activities are obviously cancelled,
which includes of course our trip to Ball’s Pyramid.
By lunch time the gusts reach 41 knots and we are
dancing on the mooring. We would not like to be
on a monohull today. You would need to take
seasickness tablets to keep it together. We can see
Waratah Lass corkscrewing around and Aquila, a
beautiful Steinman next to us rolling. We see their
keel clearly as they lean over then whip back up.
There are seven visiting yachts in the lagoon, three
of them are cats. I know what we’d rather be on! I
fire up my laptop to sort through my photos and
select half a dozen for my article in Cruising
Helmsman, but staggering at the nav station
staring at a computer screen quickly feels
uncomfortable and I abandon the idea.

It is snooze central on Take It Easy for a while, cat
and people napping everywhere: in the saloon, on
the beds, in the cockpit – nothing much else to do.
It is sunny, hot and muggy, yet the mountains are
shrouded in mist. The wind dies down in the late
afternoon to 10-15 knots and the sun disappears,
replaced by very low hanging mountain mist, right
down to the shoreline. What a difference a few
hours make.
It is a bit of a lethargic day, trapped on board
reading and sleeping. The weather is supposed to
be better tomorrow. We will see if Jack is able to
reschedule the Ball’s Pyramid trip then. He is a
naturalist and great guide with a wealth of
knowledge about the topography and the bird life.
However we are running out of time to fit this in if
we want to also get to Elizabeth Reef on Monday
or Tuesday. It looks like a southerly change is
coming, which would allow us to head north.

The gusts are so strong that Aquila’s rubber dinghy
apparently gets flipped over, their outboard upside
down in the saltwater for a while, till they realise it
has happened. There is a sudden bit of commotion
on the radio as they describe their woes and look
for a way to get ashore to have it looked at by a
motor mechanic. Clive suggests they should dunk
it in fresh water. If they could get ashore at the
Aquatic Club, where we leave the bikes there is an
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Sunday 5/1/14

W

e get woken up in the middle of the
night by a distressed wailing from
Bengie. I stagger out of bed to see what
is happening. The boat is bouncing around and it is
very uncomfortable. Bengie is on her mat at the
end of the saloon seat, still howling. I pat her and
cuddle her and this helps calm her down. She
might be frightened or feeling unwell. Regardless,
I carry her to our bed. She sits quietly at the
bottom of it, then comes to snuggle against Wade.
We all go back to sleep.

Once the de-salting chore is done, we go ashore
for a quick check of emails and weather forecast at
the museum, then a shop for fresh tucker further
up the hill at Joy’s - lettuce, tomatoes, nectarines,
some milk and orange juice, ham and bread. We
pile it all up in the backpack then join Wade at Bill
Shead’s. We have checked the BOM and it looks
like a crossing to Elizabeth Reef will be easily
achieved on Tuesday night with a southerly, with
the weather slowly going SE then East over the
following days. We have decided that after two
full days at the Reef, instead of coming back to
Lord Howe, we will head straight across to the
mainland, may be towards Wooli, between Coffs
Harbour and Yamba.

We are up early in the morning. The SE is blowing
steadily but the sun is out, the sky is blue and clear
again, except for two puffy clouds above the
mountain tops. The Island Trader has arrived and
is tied up to the jetty. It would have had a rather
boisterous passage from Port Macquarie. It will be
a hub of activity over there for the unloading of all
the merchandise. It also means fresh fruit and
vegies will be available!

It is all very exciting. Bill however has some work
to do on his cat. The nets need to be rethreaded
and Wade has agreed to give him a hand on
Monday morning, but he is not convinced Bill will
make it to the reef. He is quite busy with his resort
business. Regardless, the weather is clearly right
and we will go with or without Bill. The Waratah
boys are keen too and will head off, albeit they will
be much slower than us on their overloaded 34
monohull – three big blokes and a girl; must be
cosy in there!
We leave a message for Jack to see if we can get a
chance to see Ball’s Pyramid on his boat, but he is
out at Mt Gower coordinating a race. It’s bad
enough climbing the sucker, but running up it?!
We will try ringing him again tonight, however our
chances of making this side trip are diminishing.
We head back to Take It Easy on a wet and bouncy
dinghy ride, grab some lunch, and then Wade and I
go back ashore for a pedal and climb up the Goat
House track, at the base of Mt Lidgbird summit
cliffs. It is hard pedalling to the start of the track.
On the way I spot a woodhen. Sue will be so
disappointed to miss that. She is tired and sore
and staying on board Take It Easy for a rest.

We decide it is time to de-salt the boat: major wipe
down of every surface with fresh water. After a
while the salt air gets into every nook and cranny
and it feels like everything you touch is damp and
sticky: the seats, the beds, the table, and the
floors. Can’t do much about the settee, but clean
sheets are in order and we wipe down walls,
benches, shelves, windows, and mop the floor.
The trouble is that when it is hot and muggy, you
want to open up all the hatches and let the air flow
through the boat, but the salt obviously gets in as
well. I am not sure how I will cope in the tropics
when we live on board full time! Maybe we need
to put the curtains up more often to keep the main
cabin shaded.

The walk up Lidgbird is very steep but much
shorter than Mt Gower. Towards the top, there
are ropes to help us up the steeper parts and the
traverses along the basalt cliffs which are rather
exposed. We reach the top after much huffing and
puffing on my part. As usual, I don’t enjoy the
climb, but the rewards at the top make it all
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worthwhile. The track ends once you reach the
Goat House, a ledge dug into the basalt. The views
back towards the eastern shores, the Admiralty
Islets and the lagoon are impressive. Noelle
Hoffman, the artist, suggested we keep going along
the cliff as there is an active tropic bird nest and
we might see a
baby. She was
there three
weeks ago and
took a photo
showing he
had black and
white plumage,
no red tail and
a black beak,
thus not yet
fledged.

body held vertically, flutters backwards with rapid
wing beats, doing an arc over and behind the first
one then they alternate! I later read this is a
typical courtship display, not just a bit of flying fun.
We retrace our track down to the bottom, pedal
back and
return to Take
It Easy for a
well-earned
fresh water
shower and
sundowner,
before once
again getting
into the
dinghy, this
time for our
dinner at Earl’s
Anchorage,
courtesy of
Sue.

We do as
suggested and
scramble along
this very
exposed
section, where the wind funnels. There is indeed a
very fluffy and
big baby tropic
bird nesting.
His plumage is
now pinkish
white, with a
few black tail
feathers and
already two
very long red
central tail
feathers. His
beak is turning
red. He will
fledge in
another two or
three weeks.
He nestles in a
gravelly hole in the basalt. I edge closer and closer
with the telephoto; what a treat! We keep walking
a little further and can see Ball’s Pyramid just
around the corner in the distance, but it is very
faint in the sea mist. We sit for a while and watch
the aerial display of the tropic birds. They are
having fun. Some appear to fly into wind, then
trim their wings and fly backwards. It is a
fascinating performance. There are pairs with one
floating with outstretched wings, while the other,

We also get to
talk to Jack who may be able to take us on Tuesday
afternoon to
Ball’s Pyramid,
weather
dependent of
course. We
won’t hold our
hopes too high
as the wind
might be too
strong, but we
may still be
able to see this
amazing islet
just before we
leave! If not,
we will just
have to come
back!
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We managed to pack a fair bit into our day. I am
particularly pleased to have seen the baby tropic
bird at Goat House and the courtship display of the
adults. Dinner at the Anchorage is tasty as usual.
It is pitch dark when we stumble our way back to
the beach and hop into Peasy. Thank god for the
dolphin torch. We meander our way through the
small mooring buoys next to the shore and once
level with the Aquatic Club, we can see our mast
headlight in the distance and motor in thankfully
calm water back to Take It Easy. We are in bed by
10pm, a late night for us.
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6/1/14

T

oday we have an edifying sticky beak at Cut
Loose, Bill Shead’s 54ft catamaran, as Wade
will be helping Bill rethread his nets. This is a
monster! At 32ft wide, it is broader than Medina
was long (29ft). The cockpit has two ginormous
wheels, about 1m50 in diameter, with two single
helm seats perched
high and exposed
to the elements.
The saloon and
galley are on one
level, with
permanently
running fridge and
freezer thanks to
the six solar panels
on top of the cabin
roof. In each hull is
a double bed in the
aft, and en-suite in
the centre, with
empty storage space in the bows. Forward of the
cabin is nothing but the nets. Being used for
freight back and forth to the mainland, it is
spartan. The rigging and winches are huge with
one of them electric. It was interesting hearing Bill
say the mainsail weighs 100kgs. No hoisting by
hand, especially with a very tall mast. There are
two sets of spreaders. Everything is oversized and
powerful, and this must be a beast to handle.
Where flying at 13 knots is a hoot on Take It Easy,
things get exciting at 25 knots on Cut Loose.

progress of the little white tern chicks in the
Norfolk Pine trees. They have grown so much in a
week. Apparently within three weeks of being
born they fledge. It is a remarkably quick
turnaround.
Next we pedal up to
Noelle Hoffman, the
artist, to pick up Sue’s
painting, dutifully
wrapped to protect it
for the dinghy ride back
to Take It Easy. We
have a quick search for
the elusive woodies –
no luck – then we are
off to Ned’s Beach for a
snorkel. This is
actually a bit of a flop:
high tide, choppy, not
very good visibility.
Ned’s Beach normally is good on any tide, but I
think the wind made it uncomfortable. So we did
not stay in the water for very long and consoled
ourselves with a latte at the Anchorage, then
braved the return dinghy trip to the boat.
I had anchored Peasy, as I have not got the
strength to drag it up the beach on my own. With
the rising tide, I had to swim to it, scramble on,
start the engine, pick up the anchor and get on the
beach to pick up Sue and all our gear and
treasures. I thought to myself: “this is going to be
interesting with these waves…” just as a nice man
offered to give us a hand. He held the dinghy’s
nose while Susie got on with the loot, then pushed
us around and presto, we were off. Thanks a lot!
Boarding Take It Easy was the next challenge,
made harder this time by the wind and chop, but
we managed.

Apparently Bill saw it moored at Dawson’s Point
eight years ago with a for sale sign on it. He made
an offer there and then. $1M later he owned it!
He says he saves at least $40K a year in freight
costs by using it as his personal “Island Trader.”
It was good to check it out, but I could not imagine
running this monster as a couple. I would be too
scared to be overpowered, whereas Wade would
willingly swap!

Bill and Wade have radioed they have finished
their task and going to the National Parks office to
get us a permit for Elizabeth Reef. Let’s hope it all
goes smoothly! Any application takes for ever to
get approved here, so we hope that Bill
accompanying Wade will expedite the process. A
bit later I get a call on the radio from Wade, asking
for the boat’s registration number… that’s a good

Sue and I leave Wade and Bill to their netting job
and head for the beach in Peasy. On the program
for us was a brief visit to the museum for the usual
email and weather forecast check. We then go to
the jetty to get a couple of photos of the Island
Trader before it heads off and to check on the
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sign! The paperwork is submitted and we should
get an OK tomorrow.

The boys have been very friendly and sharing of
their catches, and it has been good for Wade to be
able to go with them from time to time. There is
only one drawback: we have to put up with the
constant boasting of one of them, Lucas, who we
have now christened FIGJAM in private. He has
done everything, been everywhere, getting this TV
filming contract, that amazing assignment,
wrestled with this shark, free dived to 30 meters,
and on and on it goes. Fuck I’m Good, Just Ask Me!
But he is a friendly FIGJAM and quite
knowledgeable about the creatures of the reef.

It has been a bit of a slow, muggy, grey day. Cloud
base has been very low, to the point where all
flights have been cancelled today. We feel tired
and lethargic.
Just as we are ready to have dinner, the Waratah
crew come back from their latest fishing and diving
round and bring us a double headed wrasse. Wade
fillets it and puts the head, frame and guts into a
pot in the hope of catching some crabs. He puts
the pot in the dinghy and motors out of the Marine
Park to drop it over sand where we are allowed.
We will see what turns up in there early tomorrow
morning. We could have a seafood feast for our
last night on the island.
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7/1/14

W

ade wakes me up at 5am to go and lift
the craypot. “You said you wanted to
come”. I feel very sleepy having spent a
few hours listening to the SE wind and rock and
rolling. I
whisper “can
I stay in
bed?” but
Wadie is
already
dressed and
in the
cockpit. I
should go, it
might be fun.
I drag myself
out of bed,
go to the loo
and catch the
magnificent
sight of a red
sky over the
mountains
through the
bathroom
window.
“I’m coming,
but first I
have to catch this sunrise on camera” I say to
Wade. It is a fiery sky over the silhouettes of
Intermediate Hill, Mt Lidgbird and Mt Gower stunning and only lasting a few minutes. I am so
glad I got up! I wonder how many of these
colourful dawns we have missed. Sailor’s warning,
though!

We decide to throw the pot back in a bit further
along the sandy bottom, and will leave it there till
tonight… We might catch a few more for a feed.

During the dinghy ride back we spot a turtle and a
large sting ray.

We motor off in Peasy past Lovers Beach. The pot
is probably only just outside the Marine Park
boundary. We get to the buoy, Wade lifts it up and
the pot appears with only one large blue swimmer
crab in it. “Better than none, but I was hoping for
three. I wonder how we are going to get it out?”
he says. “I’ll do it” I respond, using the technique
taught by my folks when I was little: you spread
your hand wide and grab the sides of the carapace
between your thumb and ring finger and push
down on his head with the middle finger to stop it
from rearing up. Trouble is, he is wider than the
span of my hand and raises his nippers ferociously.
I grab the small towel and try again. In the bucket
it goes, all legs and pincers.

We get back on board, cook the crab, have
breakfast and get a radio call from Jack who thinks
the wind is too fresh for Ball’s Pyramid. The
spectacular stack remains as elusive as the
woodhens for Sue.
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We dinghy ashore and go to the museum for a
weather forecast check. We will now leave lord
Howe today. We have a SSW 15-20 easing
overnight to
S10-15. It
will remain
that way for
a couple of
days, then
switch to
very light
easterlies:
just what we
need to get
back to the
mainland.

the bikes and it is time to brave the wet and wild
ride back to Take It Easy on Peasy. All we can say is
“ouch” all the way. Our poor bottoms are getting
bashed and we
are drenched.
Thank god for dry
backpacks for the
computer gear!
We grab some
lunch then ready
the boat for our
overnight passage:
deflate the kayak,
put away the
snorkelling gear
and the generator
which we had on
to top up the
batteries after two
grey days, lift
Peasy out of the
water, put away anything that might fly.

We have
taken two
jerry cans
with us to
top up our freshwater, and one of petrol. We
haven’t consumed much petrol at all, only for the
dinghy rides back and forth to Comet’s Hole. Sue
looks after a last round of laundry while Wade gets
the petrol organised and I get my article and
photos ready for Cruising Helmsman. Phil Ross,
the editor, has emailed me with a two week
deadline so I
will need to
have
everything
finalised
once we
reach the
East Coast
and can get
access to
wireless
internet.

The Waratah crew are still on their mooring,
having a few problems with oil leaks and dinghy
engine unable to be removed because of twisted
bolts. The way they ride that zodiac at a million
miles an hour like a bronco, it is no wonder the
bracket is
damaged. So they
won’t be leaving
today as planned.
By 3.45 we are
ready to go and
call LHI Maritime,
say our goodbyes,
slip the mooring
and head out via
Erscott’s Passage.
There are three
kites surfing
along… the one
day Wade could
have used his toy
we are leaving!
One of the guys is coming towards us and tacks
behind our stern: it is Jack waving us goodbye. I
grab the camera and take a few shots.

It feels odd
to be leaving
today. The
island is
resplendent
in the sunshine: aqua lagoon, azure sky, clear
mountains.
We ‘check out’ at the LHI Board office. The Parks
and Wildlife guys have approved our permit for
Elizabeth Reef and dropped it on board, we return
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It is a wonderful
feeling once out
of the lagoon,
when we unfurl
the jib and cut
the engines. Off
we go, sailing at
7s and 8s with
the sound of the
waves
whooshing past,
the wind in the
rigging, and the
purr of the
autopilot… It is
warm, the ocean
is shimmering,
just perfect, and
we are ready for
another episode
in our adventure.
As we leave Lord
Howe Island
behind, you can
really see the
shape of a crater,
it is quite
distinctive. The
birds are flying
all around us,
petrels, sooty
terns, boobies. It
is spectacular.
As the evening
approaches, the
breeze lightens,
there is no sea to
speak of and the
ride is cruisy.
George is in
charge, and the
three of us are
sitting in the
saloon
comfortably. How easy is this! We fall into our
usual watch routine overnight. The conditions
remain very light all night. We are averaging only
5.5 knots.

How will we know when we have reached the
reef? We are looking for a tiny cay in the middle of
the ocean. We probably won’t see anything till we
are right on it!
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Elizabeth Reef
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8/1/14

It is my sister Véro’s birthday today. I am thinking
of her. We will have to get her and Didier on board
one day.
I gaze at the sunrise on my watch. The sky lightens
at 4.30, day break comes at 5.00 and sunrise with a
brilliant ball of fire over the ocean is at 5.30. I
hand over to Sue at 6.00am and go to bed. When I
resurface at 8.00 Sue and Wade are up. The
trawling line is in the water, a small squid has
committed suicide on our deck which will make
good bait for later and we are still sailing happily.

Two little
white terns
welcome us,
flying so
close to us
we could
touch them.
They have an
exquisite
white
plumage and
near
translucent
wings when
viewed
against the
sun, and by
contrast
their eyes
and beak are
black. We mess about for an hour looking for the
right spot to throw the pick in. In the end we
anchor in a sand patch reasonably close to the
reef, but with comfortable swinging room.

By about 9.45 we can see breaking waves on our
starboard beam, a line of aqua water behind them
and a few rocks. The atoll is very big. Jack was
saying you could fit Lord Howe inside the lagoon!
You can hear the surf roaring. On closer inspection
the thing that looks like a big rock is in fact a
wreck. We can see the gleaming white sand cay.
Standing on top of the cabin, you get a better
perspective of the size of the atoll. It is like a huge
basin with fringing reef all around. You certainly
would not want to arrive here at night.

The tiers of colour are magnificent. The ocean
goes from deep ultramarine to aqua, to teal, to
brown, to light turquoise, and then there is the
azure of the sky with its white puffy clouds. It
reminds us of a Jane Flower’s painting. This is
really an extraordinary place to come to.
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Elizabeth Reef is an
oceanic platform
reef, the
southernmost in the
world. The reef fits
atop a feature
known as the Lord
Howe Rise – a ridge
of volcanic origins
that runs from New
Zealand northwest
across the Tasman
Sea. Tropical and
temperate currents
meet providing a
unique environment
for 314 different
fishes.
The atoll measures
8.2kms x 5.5kms. In
comparison, Lord
Howe Island is
10kms long but only
between 0.3 and
2kms wide.
We treat ourselves
to scrambled eggs
and bacon, then
drop the dinghy into
the water, ready for
an expedition inside
the lagoon and onto
the sand cay. But
we get distracted by
the two white terns
which are back and
now game enough
to perch on the
barbecue, and come
even closer at the
edge of the cockpit
roof. They are so
cute and so trusting.
We even pat them ever so gently, much to our
delight but Bengie’s affront! Seeing them so close
is wonderful. Their beak is blue at the base then
darkens to black, their eyes are large and black.
Bengie is very excited and miaowing, stalking the
terns in the cockpit. We lock our pussycat inside
the cabin before hopping into the dinghy this time
as she would be quite capable of running amuck on

the deck, chasing the birdies and probably falling
overboard in hot pursuit!
Inside the lagoon there are schools of fish
swimming swiftly, moving together as one, and we
see a few turtles and small sharks in the shallows.
It is great fun. The sand cay is a narrow strip of
crushed coral, may be half a meter above sea level
when we arrive there at high tide.
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It measures 400 m in length and at low tide it can
be up to 400m in width, but at the time we are
there, it is only a few meters wide. At one end a
few masked boobies are nesting as well as a
beautiful avocet.

It is stunning standing on this cay, gazing around at
the colours of the lagoon and the dark ocean
beyond. You can just about see the curvature of
the earth. It is also eerie, when you think you are
over 750kms from the mainland, and 200kms of
Lord Howe. We are literally in the middle of ocean,
miles from anywhere. What a magical place to
discover! It is high tide now though, so the
snorkelling will need to wait till later.
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Back on Take It Easy, Sue and Wade decide to
throw a line in, each sitting on the sugar scoops,
while I get a bread loaf going. The little terns are
an endless source of fun to observe. I am sitting in
the nets and the pair comes close to me, then one
of them decides to land on the spreaders, I think
possibly the female. The male meanwhile sees her
perching comfortably and tries to join her, flying
sideways. He keeps hitting the rigging, but then he
gives the backwards method a go. He flies ahead
of the spreaders then trims his wings to let himself
drift backwards… It is not very successful. All of a
sudden his tiny little brain gets into gear. He flies
right around and approaches the spreaders from
behind, flying into wind. Bingo, he lands, but she is
at one end and he is at the other. I can hear them
trill to one another, and the two of them edge
along towards each other, till they are side by side,
and give one another little pecks with their long
black beak and preen each other. Gorgeous! They
are so unafraid of people, it is unbelievable. One
lands on Wade’s head while he is fishing!
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The guys get a few bites on their light lines. Sue in
particular keeps getting serious ones. One lure
after another is taken away and the line broken.
There must be some serious fish around. Then all
hell breaks loose when Wade catches a small shark
on the trawling line he has
baited with the small
squid he found on the
deck – probably dropped
by a bird in flight. The
shark is about the size of
the ones we had seen in
the lagoon, about a
meter.

when the Parks and Wildlife people warned us
about the healthy tiger shark population around
the reef.
The whole event has really unsettled Wade, and
none of us
are
interested
in getting
into the
water
anymore.
Snorkelling
certainly is
off the
agenda.
Nobody
wants to
look like a
wounded
animal
paddling on
the surface of the water when sharks are lurking
underneath, as shown in the picture taken by Julia
Wheeler, one of the free divers, who also happens
to be a professional photographer.

The pacifying is brutal as
he hits it on the head with
a hammer a few times.
Horrible! But we now
have a serious amount of
food and bits for the crab
pot. Watching the
filleting when the thing is still twitching is too much
for the girls and we abandon Wadie to his
gruesome task on the sugar scoop. He then baits
the pot and drops it off in the sand hole near our
anchor.
I think the shark’s
mates must have
wanted to avenge
him, as when
Wade goes to
check the pot a
couple of hours
later, one rather
large shark jumps
out of the water,
seriously nudges
Peasy and has a go
at the outboard. It
is astounding.
Wade immediately
drops the pot and
is crouching in the
dinghy. We then hear the commotion: lots of loud
swearing. A shocked Wadie comes back to Take It
Easy. “I am not swimming in this water again!
Fuck that! I don’t like sharks that might bite me.”
That shark would have been a couple of meters
long – 2/3 of Peasy’s length! I guess in hindsight,
putting a baited pot in the water is the sure way of
attracting sharks and other big fish, especially

We feast on our crab and wrasse for dinner. The
crab is sweet, the wrasse is a bit mushy and
tasteless, like parrot fish.
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Return Trip to the Big Island
9/1/14

W

e wake up to an overcast and windy day
(about 15 to 18 knots) and the sight of a
cockpit and cabin roof full of bird crap!
Those little terns have made themselves at home
and brought their friends. I spend an hour
scrubbing the mess. Very cute little birds, but their
toileting habits leave a bit to be desired!

We up anchor at noon and set off with the jib
alone in a 15-20 SE. We fall into our schedule of
watches straight away. The little terns are with us,
hovering over our deck while we are sailing at 7 or
8 knots with a good swell running. It makes their
landing on Take It Easy tricky, but they find a good
spot on the cabin roof. One lands without
difficulty and the other struggles, but eventually
makes it and snuggles to its mate, all lovey dovey.

Wade goes to get the crab pot. There is nothing
caught in it but some beast has had a go at it and
broken one of the ribs, no doubt to get to the bait.
Right, we are definitely not getting into the water
again. With the lack of desire to snorkel, dive or
swim, we decide we might as well make use of the
wind and depart. No hurry though.
We study the charts and work out our route back
to the mainland. A direct line to Port Macquarie
takes us over the Derwent Hunter Seamount, so
we put a waypoint in the GPS 10 miles north of it
and we will do a dog leg to avoid it. Sue gets a
lesson in navigation and plotting a course in the
process.

For hours
they sit on the
cabin roof:
two little
hitchhikers
having a rest
and getting
further and
further from
home. Wadie
gently holds
one in his
hands. The
mate hovers
over him. He
lets it go,
thinking that
they will have
been spooked by the experience and fly away, but
10 minutes later they are back. It really is a
magical thing to witness and so special when birds
are absolutely not afraid of people. Those two
little terns have stolen our heart. By 4.30 our two
love birds leave us, not to return.

Waratah Lass arrives at 9.45, anchors at a
respectable distance from us. They grab some
breakfast
then come
over for a
brewed
coffee and
a chat.
They have
had a
good run
in steady
winds and
flat seas.
They will
be here
for a few
days. The
Waratah
crew
heads
back to
their boat, keen for a dive while the tide is still
lowish.

66

As the afternoon passes, the sun comes out and
the ocean sparkles. The ride is comfortable and
the pace steady, still between 7 and 8 knots. There
are interesting cloud formations of Altocumulus,
looking like small loose cotton balls.

We are too far north to see albatrosses, but the
petrels (the black, black-winged and Wilson’s
storm petrels) are active, as are a few sooty terns
and shearwaters, but no more white terns.
We are enjoying a very cruisy sail, although as we
move around the boat, we stagger like drunken
sailors. You have to time your moves down the
stairs with the swell which is coming on our beam.
We enjoy an easy set of night vigils: lighter wind,
slower speed, calm seas. But with the overcast sky
it is a very dark night. For the ones off watch, the
calm conditions make it a comfortable motion and
quiet night. No banging, no thumping, just a few
‘whooshes’ of water.
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10/1/14

S

unrise this morning is obscured by the clouds.
There is only a pink glow. I love the dawns at
sea, but there is nothing to admire this time.

As time passes, the breeze lightens. We are sailing
very slowly. By lunch time we are doing less than 5
knots. There is hardly any wind and at this rate it
will take us three full days to get to Port
Macquarie. We put one of the engines in the
water to help along and keep the passage at about
56 hours. By 1.15pm the breeze is less than 10
knots and Big Red just flops about, probably
hindering rather than helping, so we sock it. We
leave it still set up, just in case the breeze picks up
later. A couple of hours later, we turn on the
second engine.

I crash into bed after my 4 to 6 watch and catch a
couple of hours sleep, but get woken up by the
stomping around on the deck. Wade must be
organising the spinnaker! I drag myself out of bed
to give him a hand launching it.
He has taken great care to lay Big Red out on the
deck so as to avoid the dramas we had last time we
tried to deploy it. It pays dividends as the beast
unfurls without a hitch. We were doing 5s and 6s,
we are now going along at 8. The sun is out now
and the sky has interesting cloud formations again:
lots of little alto cumulus in an intense blue sky. It
makes a pretty pattern over the top of Big Red. I
think they indicate some sort of convection.

It is hot, sunny, slow, noisy, boring. Other than
reading or snoozing, there is not much to do. I
don’t think this trip will have changed my views
about long, multiple overnighters. They are hard
and not very enjoyable.

We look at the charts. We are going through an
area where the ocean is 4800 meters deep! It is
Mt Blanc inverted!
By night time we are motoring at 7knots. We must
have picked up the East Coast current.
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11/1/14

W

ith the conditions so calm during the
night, none of us feel we need to spend
our two hour watches at the helm seat.
Instead we keep a light on in the cabin and read or
doze on and off on the settee, only getting up for a
horizon check every 15 to 20 minutes. Wade
suggests that because the engines are on and
making power, we don’t have to feel guilty about
leaving a light on all night. Regardless, it makes
the time pass much quicker. While the moon is up,
a large shaft of silvery light shines over the ocean,
but as soon as it goes down, the night becomes
pitch dark with an inky black ocean and only the
Milky Way above us. There is something eerie but
amazing when you think the only light reflected in
the ocean that is not a star is our mast headlight.
Sunrise is a brilliant red.

We reach Port Macquarie at about 2.30, having
rang ahead to the marina where they have a pen
for us overnight. There is some sort of game
fishing event: the Golden Lure Trophy, so the place
is packed. I have also left a message with
clients/friends Warrick and Lisa who live here. We
haven’t heard back. They have probably gone
camping to avoid the crowds!

It is odd
entering
Port
Macquarie
from the
ocean. I
have been
here a few
times for
work, but it
is different
seeing
familiar
places from
the ocean.
We are
coming into
the
breakwater at slack water or just starting to come
in. The channel into the boat harbour is very
narrow and the marina very tightly packed. Rob
the harbour master is guiding us in via mobile
phone. “Turn to port after the fuel jetty, there is a
couple of little fingers, take the first one and you
will see me.” It is so unbelievably narrow, we feel
very oversized. Wade is at the helm and does an

It is another hot and sunny morning. We have the
main up but are still motoring as the breeze is
below 5 knots. However our spirits are up: we are
32 miles from land and can just spot a couple of
faint hills on the horizon. We can see Australia!
By 10.00 the breeze is gently blowing at 8 knots.
Wade unfurls the genoa and put the engines in
neutral. We are sailing at 6.2 knots, no doubt with
some help from the East Coast current. It is pretty
good; no need for engines anymore. We might
actually sail into Port Macquarie!
There are not many birds flying around, but lots of
flying fish! We can also tell we are nearing land as
there are now ships and cruisers to keep an eye
out for. We revert back to horizon checks every
ten minutes.
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amazing job of turning in to the two fingers, but
then when we see the pen, we think “how on earth
are we going to get into this and fit in?” But Wadie
gets us in beautifully. What an impressive bit of
manoeuvring! Even the other yachties and
harbour master are impressed.

got us into that berth. We must have 20cms on
either side to spare!
So there we go: 51 hour crossing in gentle
conditions.
With shore power, I put the finishing touches to
my article for Cruising Helmsman. I will have to go
to MacDonald’s tomorrow morning to send it all
off.

The first thing we do once we are settled in is grab
a shower. Oh what luxury! I announce “I am going
to be Wally with water.” Sue and I are making
orgasmic noises as we revel in the warm water and
finish off with cool. It is heaven after three stinking
hot days, multiple overnighters and unsatisfying
cat washes! And we put a load of washing on…
clean sheets tonight, double gorgeous!

Susie shouts us a Thai dinner. We have a major
attack of eyes bigger than stomach. It is all very
tasty and not far from the boat. Our ‘orangeness’
stands out in the marina. I still can’t believe Wade

70

12/1/14

U

nable to stay asleep I get up at 4.00am as
if for my watch, even though we are sitting
in a marina pen with nowhere to go! Mind
you by 5.00 there is already some activity, with big
motor cruisers getting ready for the Golden Lure
event. By 6.30 everyone is going as I watch the
manoeuvres. These guys are pretty skilled at
moving their crafts around in tight places.

With all the chores done, it’s 11.00am and time to
be brave and exit the marina. Captain Wadie does
his magic and takes us out without a hitch. People
wave us goodbye. “Take it easy!” “Always” comes
the reply.
We are heading south, initially under main and jib.
Pretty soon, a large pod of dolphins joins us at our
bows. There are big males, mums and their young,
and they all
delight us with
their playfulness.
One of the males
gives us a display:
jumping clear out
of the water belly
up and falling
back in with big
splashes. The
babies are
shadowing their
mums but swim
incredibly fast as
they accelerate
like torpedoes,
do a big arc then
come back to the
bows only to do it
all again. They
would be at least 18
to 20 of them.
Then, as is often the
case, they signal
each other and
suddenly take off.

I decide to use the
shore facilities
while Wade and
Sue are still
asleep, but get
trapped by two
yachties cooking
themselves bacon
and egg. “Are you
from the big blue
cat?” Lots of
questions follow:
where have we
just sailed from,
where do we
come from, where
are we going to, what
speed do we cruise at,
how much does she
weight… and on and on
it goes. I manage to
edge my way out and
extricate myself for
another luxurious
shower.
By the time I get back,
everyone is up ready for
breakfast. Wade is keen
to wash down Take It
Easy with fresh water
and Sue de-salts the
inside, while I go to
MacDonald with my
laptop to send my article
and photos… Not a successful endeavour. I come
back frustrated and decide to use Wade’s laptop to
do it all. It takes for ever to load the high
resolution photos on Drop Box, but it eventually
gets done. Phew!

Wade brings Big
Red out on deck,
sets it up and we
launch the beast
without a hitch.
The boat
accelerates and we
settle on our track
to Forster-Tuncurry in flat seas. What a beautiful,
cruisy sail in the sunshine. We are not sure we will
make it to there all the way, as it is quite a distance
and the breeze is very light, but we have one or
two fall back options: Crowdy Head and Camden
Haven.
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We are having a very pleasant sled ride. It is lovely
in the nets, shaded by Big Red, eating slices of
water melon. We are joined by a few dolphins
again, big males this time. Warwick, my client
from Port Macquarie rings us. He has been on
holiday, camping as we thought, and is on his way
back home. We have a good chat. It would have
been nice to get together in person… We tried!
As the afternoon passes, the breeze drops and our
pace slows down. We won’t make Forster by night
fall so aim for Crowdy Head and anchor in the
curve of the beach by 4.30 rather than the tiny
harbour, particularly since the main public jetty has
a ‘closed’ sign on it. Crowdy Head was so named
by Captain Cook after noticing a crowd of
aborigines on the headland. Nowadays the only
crowd is the number of 4WDs driving along the
shore on a beach that goes for miles.
We settle in and have a refreshing dip. This was a
thoroughly enjoyable sail with just the right
duration and gentle conditions. We have the last
of the shark for dinner – very tasty – some cherries
for desert and some mead from the Gippsland
Lakes winery. Very, very luscious.
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13/1/14

T

here were a few drops of rain overnight and
we wake up to an overcast day. We may not
be going anywhere today. We will see how
the wind behaves. With no rush to get moving, we
treat ourselves to pancakes for breakfast. Yum,
yum.

The forecast is for southerlies switching to SE in
the late afternoon. With the coast angling towards
the SW, we might actually be able to sail. So at
11.00 we raise anchor, head out, hoist the main,
unfurl the jib and sail away! The sun comes out
and it is another
nice easy sail
along the coast.
We won’t break
speed records
today, but are
doing a
respectable 5 to 6
knots to start
with, increasing
to 7s as the wind
moves further to
the southeast.

Now for a far less
palatable task:
there is the matter
of an increasingly
smelly toilet. We
had to use the
holding tank while
in the Lord Howe
lagoon and we
reckon there might
be a leak in the
poo bag. We need
to be brave and
check out what is
going on. When
we open up the hatch, ready for the worst, there is
no leak thankfully, but we find the bag has not
been emptied totally and the evil smell has been
emanating from a fermenting brew left in there for
too long.

Wade sets up the
trawling lines at
the back of the
sugar scoops, George is in charge of steering and
the three of us settle in various spots reading,
writing, dreaming, snoozing, or teasing a playful
Bengie.
The breeze switches more to the SE; it freshens
and the
ride is a
lot more
bouncy
since we
are
pointing
into wind.
All of a
sudden
there are
screams
from the
back: “I’ve
got a
fishy, I’ve
got a
fishy”. I
grab my
camera; it
is a big one, and it has big fins sticking out… maybe
it’s a mackerel. As Wade winds the line in we can
see a 50 to 60cm fish with beautiful iridescent

We pump
the bag full
of salt
water,
empty it all
out and
repeat the
operation a
few times,
then
Domestos
the lot. All
better now!
Sue tries
fishing later
on, hoping
to catch
some
flathead on
the sandy bottom, but she has no luck.
Fortunately, plan B is ready: veal out of the freezer
for a barbecue tonight.

73

green flanks and yellow fins. It is in fact a small
yellow fin tuna! First time ever! Now that will
make good eating. May be we can have some
sashimi tonight. Forget the veal!

the flesh so dense, it is very filling. We have
enough for two or three meals so decide to freeze
the rest.
We settle for the night and light up the boat like a
Christmas tree to ensure we are highly visible to
the tinnies still coming down the channel. This
would have to be the least private of anchorages
we have ever stayed at.

We can see the distinctive hills and headland of
Cape Hawke. Forster-Tuncurry is just north of the
cape. We sail right to the GPS lead line marking
the way into the harbour. It is then time to turn
the engines on, drop the sail and follow the lead in
through a very well behaved bar. I take us in on
the Tuncurry side of the harbour and we anchor
just off a sandbank before the bridge. We are
settled by 4.45 – just under six hours to get here.

Forster-Tuncurry is not a place we would choose to
come back to in a yacht, although it is quite well
protected inside the harbour. But with a tinny or
trailer-sailor it would be heaven and very scenic
with Wallis Lake just on the other side of the
bridge and the Smiths and Myall Lakes further
south. In our case with our tall mast, the 6m high
bridge is short of 11m to let us through.

We feel a bit conspicuous on the side of the
channel, right in the township. Instead of the
sounds of wind and wave, it is road and traffic we
hear! Now it is time to deal with the tuna. Do we
skin it or scale it?
How do you prepare
it to get your steaks,
fillets or sashimi? I
get my iPhone out,
google ‘tuna
preparation’ and
come across a U
tube video which
Wadie and I watch
attentively. We
probably should
have bled it as soon
as we caught it. As
we apply the
technique, there is a
copious amount of
blood coming out
and it is a bit
gruesome on the
sugar scoop. People
gawk at us as they motor past, Bengie is extremely
interested and right down the steps to see the
action. Wade quarters the tuna beautifully and we
have a huge amount of fish to feed an army.
Once done, it is time for sundowners, followed by
sashimi slivers of tuna. We will have to buy some
wasabi and pickled ginger, for extra tastiness, but it
is quite a treat with soya sauce and lemon juice.
We have a little more tuna cubed and lightly fried
with a salad. Bengie too is enjoying the delights of
our fresh catch. Raw or cooked, she does not mind
either and cleans up her dish pretty quickly. With
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14/1/14

T

oday we continue our descent south: round
Sugarloaf Point and Seal Rocks, hopefully
past Broughton Island and Port Stephens, to
Fingal Bay – about 50 miles. It would be nice to
have time to linger and explore around Port
Stephens, but we are on a mission now. We have
northerlies forecast for a few days, so taking
advantage of the easy downwind run.

We initially motor in totally calm water. There is
not a breath of wind. Sue and I go and sit on the
crossbeam at the bows. I take a few pictures of
the small bow wave and the hull reflected in the
mill pond. Dolphins come and go, but we are far
too slow today to be of interest to them. The
breeze picks up a wee bit, enough for the main and
jib to set, but we are still cheating with the
engines. By the time we get six to eight knots of
breeze, it is time to get Big Red out. We have a
slow tow, doing 4 knots, barely enough to keep the
spinnaker inflated, but it is free; no more engines.
It is a relaxing morning. Sue is reading in the
cockpit shade, Wade is fishing at the back, I laze
around in the nets, Bengie is flat out like a lizard on
the cabin floor, all pretty much assuming usual
positions.

I had two nightmares during the night. One was
about getting swept under the Tuncurry bridge as
we raise anchor and are taken by the rising tide
current, and another was about getting caught on
the ebbing tide, not being able to pivot the boat to
get out and collecting all the moored boats along
the way! Can’t win on either tide! So this morning
I am a bit anxious about our getting away.
We are ready to leave by 8.30, on a flood tide, thus
facing out. The engines are edging forward as
Wade raises anchor and once free, I take us out.
Disaster averted! It is sunny, warm already, and
the sea is flat as a tack. We are probably leaving
too early, but there is a fair distance to cover.

All of a sudden there is some action on the sugar
scoops. Wadie has caught a fish. It is an iridescent
yellow fish, with a dorsal fin from his head to his
tail, like a sail. Wadie brings it in, it is about 50cm
long; I check the fish chart: it is a dolphin fish –
minimum legal size is 60cm, so back in the water it
goes. Half an hour later, more screams, another
dolphin fish, smaller than the first, so it too gets its
freedom. It just shows you that trawling at 4 knots
is far more successful than at 8 or 9, but we may
also have gone through a school of dolphin fish!

As if we did not have enough fish, Wade puts out
two trawling lines at the back. OMG, I hope we
don’t catch anything!

In the early afternoon the breeze picks up, and so
does our speed. The miles get eaten away quickly.
The sea fills in, white caps appear, we are now
getting a lovely sled ride doing 8.5 in 16-18 knots
of wind on our tail, Joe Cocker’s song “set me free”
playing as we go past Broughton Island. We have
just looped the loop. It is a nice feeling of
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achievement as we keep going, headed for Fingal
Bay.

forward of them in three meters of water at low
tide, with 30 meters of chain out. 10 to 1… happy
with that! We are on sand and rock, not ideal, but
we trust our Manson Supreme anchor.
The guys from the cat come past later
to warn us that they have dragged
three times so to beware. We have
got the anchor alarm on and keep an
eye out anyway, but we are staying
put.
There are two kite surfers playing in
the bay. Wade could get his out and
join them, but he can’t be bothered. It
is time for a dip, a fresh water shower
and a cider and nibbles. We are
celebrating tonight. This may be our
last anchorage with Sue before
reaching Sydney. We look back at the
last five weeks together: so many
highlights. For Wade it is catching a crayfish and
letting go of a large one, seeing the sharks, today’s
super speedy run on Big Red in flat seas. For Sue it
is so many aspects: being part of this adventure,
climbing Malabar Hill, the tropic birds in their
thousands, the sharks, Elizabeth Reef in the middle
of nowhere, the “incoming” waves! For me it is
seeing Lord
Howe
emerging in
the distance
at dawn, the
thousands of
tropic birds,
our two little
hitchhikers,
the colours of
the atoll,
flying past
Broughton
Island today,
the intense
sense of
achievement,
and the luck I
feel at having
such a great mate and skipper in Wade. As for
Bengie: “Miaow, the tuna for breakfast, lunch and
second breakfast – raw or cooked. More tuna
please, miaow.”

We fly past Port Stephens doing 10.5kn in 20 knots
of wind. What a hoot! We keep going till we reach
our waypoint in front of Fingal Bay and sock Big
Red with no difficulty in 22 knots of breeze. The
spinnaker is down, we are going at 5 knots with
just bare poles in 20 knots of wind. Imagine what
it would be
like in a
storm. I
guess that
is why we
have a
drogue!
We finish
off the last
couple of
miles
under the
jib and go
and anchor
at the
northern
end of
Fingal Bay,
joining a
mono and a cat.
It is an absolutely scenic anchorage with a sand spit
ahead of us, a nice headland on our starboard side
protecting us from the open ocean, and the
crescent beach on the port side. We are anchored
by 5.00pm on the inside of the two yachts and
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We are sitting
after dinner,
feeling rather
mellow. Wade
checks the
wind speed. It
is now 18
knots. It is
building, not
easing. We
have two
anchor alarms
on, to be sure
to be sure.
“Oh god” he
says, “we will
all be doomed,
shipwrecked in
Fingal Bay
after doing
over 1400
miles in the big
wild ocean. It
is the only
time you get
shipwrecked,
you know,
when you are
close to land.
Water does
not get you.”
Sue adds “yes,
but sharks do.”
We have Rod
Stewart’s song
going
“Tonight’s the
night”, we are
singing along,
and then it’s
“We are
sailing.” Up
goes the
volume.
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15/1/14

W

e are on the move again early: we have
raised anchor by 6.45am. It is a long
way to Sydney – about 80 miles. We
will see how we go, but the forecast is for
northerlies 15-20, switching in the afternoon to NE
15-25.

hear from Chris Guthrie. We will be meeting him
at Broulee where he is camping for ten days. We
all feel a bit lethargic and catch a kip now and then.
The breeze picks up over 20 knots in the afternoon,
then to 25, and we beat our speed record under
Big Red: 12.3! However, I fear we are pushing our
luck with so much wind under spinnaker. Wade
thinks it is OK, but it is oscillating and the hulls are
dropping into the water quite deep, so I feel it is
time to drop it and go under the jib instead. I
therefore exercise my right of veto. Our pace slows
down to 7s and 8s, but it is still a respectable
speed.

Quite quickly, Big Red is on the job in very light
conditions initially, gradually building as the hours
pass.
Wade catches half a dozen dolphin fish on the
trawling line but they are all below the 60cm
minimum size, so they all go back in. I don’t know
why they call them dolphin fish as they look
nothing like dolphins. They are iridescent yellow
with bright spots along the body, blue fins on

We eventually get to Sydney Head by 6.00pm and
decide Hen and Chicken Bay being another two
hours on is
too far to get
to tonight. So
we pull into
Quarantine
Bay and are
lucky enough
to get the last
of three public
moorings. We
are settled in
by 6.30, time
for a fresh
water shower
and a drink.
We feel
sunburnt and
probably wind
burnt!
We have a
barbecue and
a few glasses of red. This is officially our last night
together, so we feel happy, but sad also.

either side of the head, and a mane like dorsal fin
from the head to the tail. They are a very pretty
fish.
It gets very hot. No shade anywhere and the cabin
0
is stifling. It is apparently a 40 day inland as we

78

16/1/14

W

e make a 6.30 departure from
Quarantine Bay to get across the
harbour and drop Sue off at Hen and
Chicken Bay. It will be a hot and sunny day again.
It is actually lovely getting across Sydney Harbour
at this time of day, without the crowds. The light is
gentle and the sun is not biting too much. I love
the mini lighthouses in the harbour, so much nicer
than ordinary green and red channel markers.

We get to Hen and Chicken at about 8.30, tie up
against the floating jetty this time, since it is a
week day with hopefully fewer tinnies using the
boat ramp. It is a much more convenient way to
unload Sue’s luggage. We call a taxi and the two of
us hop into it back to her place to drop her gear
off. We take her car, so we can both do a bit of
fresh food shopping, pick up 20 litres of fuel and
get back to the boat. Meanwhile Wade tidies up
the spinnaker, refills our water tanks and does his
emails. We are a bit subdued. I think Susie feels a
little sad her adventure is over. It will be odd for
her to sleep in her bed tonight and be on her own.
We know the ‘after cruise blues’ well. I too feel
pensive and work thoughts are creeping in. But we
still have over two weeks to enjoy.
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By 10.30, we have
loaded our
provisions and
devoured an ice
cream. We are all
ready to go. We
give Sue a big hug,
let go of the
mooring ropes and
slowly motor
away, waving one
another goodbye.
We can see her on
the jetty watching
us as we get across
the bay. Just
before we turn to
exit the bay we
look back one last
time and see her
car headlights
flashing... Bye Susie... Big waves again, I hope she
sees them!
We motor with the main up for a while, but the
wind is on our nose as we pass under the Harbour
Bridge and we end up dropping it down. The
Opera House is gleaming in the sunshine. This is
such a stunning landmark:
beautiful white sails in a deep
blue sky.
The ferries are everywhere.
Just as we approach the Opera
House there is a Manly ferry
charging out of Circular Quay on
our starboard side and another
about to come in on our port
side. We are pedalling as fast as
we can but these beasts have
absolute right of way.
Thankfully there are two police
boats boarding a small tinny
just ahead of us so I steer
straight for them. Surely the
ferries won’t ram the water
police!
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It takes us two hours to reach the Sydney Heads.
We turn south and get ready to launch Big Red for
a slow tug to Bundeena. It is a struggle to keep it
flying; there is hardly any breeze and it is burning
hot. Where is that 15-20 northerly? Big Red flops
about uselessly and we sock it down, only to raise
it again a little later… and put it down again as we
near Jibbon Beach.

more sun than we should have and are reddish
over the deep tan. My nose feels like it is going to
peel… again!
I hear from Allan, my work colleague. Major
restructure at AMP yet again, the continuation of
endless rationalisations following the takeover of
AXA. We have once again avoided the chop. We
both have a similar timeframe to retirement: 4
years from now, but have calculated that if we are
made redundant two years earlier than that, we
will be even financially. With this news, I respond:
“Well I guess I will have to come back instead of
sailing past Melbourne then!”

By 4.00pm we reach our overnight destination.
We anchor, since all moorings are taken when we
arrive. Twenty minutes later a couple become
vacant, but we are settled so don’t bother to
move. It is a bit early to stop, but there is no
protected anchorage further on for miles. It is
time for a dip, then a quiet time reading and
0
writing in the cabin. 40 day. We have both got
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W

ade is a hard task master. We raise
anchor at 6.00am. We have a long way
to go today, hoping to get to Wreck Bay,
just south of Jervis Bay. It is about 78 miles. We
are on a mission to reach Broulee Island, past
Bateman’s Bay before the southerly hits on
Saturday afternoon, so really need to push hard.

Wollongong. We count five tankers anchored out
along the coast. It pays to be visible and alert
around this area.
The coast line from Port Hacking, past Stanwell
Park and Wollongong is quite scenic, with large
escarpments. The hills are in a blue haze from
where we are, as we are sailing some 10 miles out.
We are enjoying a gentle stress free ride, with the
only sound that of the water swooshing along our
hulls.

If the northerlies blow at 15 to 25 knots as
forecast, it will not be a problem: another big run
under spinnaker, but if the same happens as
yesterday, we will motor all the way! As is typical,
we start slowly and the wind gradually picks up.

We are reflecting on our use of the spinnaker all
the way down the coast. We have not only worked
out how best to fly it and trim it depending on the
angle of the wind, but most importantly our
launches are smooth. Last time Peter Dunn was
sailing with us, he talked about the advantage of
laying the spinnaker neatly on deck before hoisting
it, so it comes out nice and square. So now, when
packing it, Wade concertinas it like a paraglider,
ensuring there is no twist in the sock. When we
are ready to hoist it up the mast next time, the
unfurling as we lift the sock up is then a smooth,
controlled, blooming affair. We have finally
conquered the
red devil.

It will be nice to pause at Broulee, not only
because our friend will be there, but also to rest
and simply enjoy the area. The problem with
packing a long distance cruise into two months is
that you have to keep moving to cover the miles.
You are on the go the whole time. At least once at
Broulee Island, we have two weeks to get back and
we know we just need two days to make that final
passage back to the Lakes. So we will also be able
to explore around Eden and maybe Bittangabee
Bay.
By 8.30 the breeze
is reaching 10
knots, the magic
number to get Big
Red on the job.
Having watched
Wade set up the
spinnaker many
times, I now get a
go at getting it laid
out under
supervision. It is
good practice as
this is one
operation I haven’t
done before and I
like to be capable
of handling
everything on
board. We launch the beast and are straight away
picking up speed. The breeze is now 13 knots. We
are doing 7.7 and it is free. No more engines. Very
nice. The motion through the water is also more
comfortable. With Big Red ballooning out, we are
conspicuous which is a good thing as we sail past

We are doing
steady 8s and
9s now, and it is
a gorgeous easy
pace. There is
activity ahead
of us in the
water: lots of
shearwaters
working and
dolphins. There
is a huge
number of tiny
fish moving as
one big mass.
The birds are
great to watch.
They are wedged tailed shearwaters. I have my
camera clicking away as they run across the water
and take flight with a fish in their beak.
And there is a large pod of dolphins playing at our
bow and enjoying the swell lines. The dolphins
stay with us for ages, well after the fishing is over;
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they are obviously having fun and so are we
watching their exuberant behaviour. Some jump
right clear of the water in front of our bows. There
is some cavorting going on in the water, with pairs
swimming belly to belly. We watch them
accelerate like torpedoes, jostling with one
another, doing big arcs around us and leaping out
joyfully. Their amazing spectacle goes on for at
least 20 minutes.

However as the gusts continue to build and the sea
gets bigger, it is time to drop Big Red by 12.30. We
are still doing six knots under bar poles. “Do you
think we’d like some sail up or shall we keep going
like this?” asks Wade. “No, let’s get the jib on the
job, so we go faster!”
Things are a little more sedate now at 8 knots, but
we are not at risk of becoming overpowered. We
have however lost the race with the containership!
We are
keeping an eye
on a distant
sail that has
been following
us closer
inshore since
about Kiama.
It is a large
mono and I am
sorry to say it
has been
slowly gaining
up on us since
we dropped
Big Red.
By 2.30 we are
level with
Point
Perpendicular,
with 9 knots of speed and starting to angle in
towards St Georges Head, only slightly though, as
we want to avoid the rebound along the sheer
cliffs. Marine Rescue Sydney has been calling
‘Living the Dream’ several times for a position
report, to no avail. Wadie yells out “Marine
Rescue Sydney, this is Take It Easy, we are living
the dream, thank you.” I have to laugh. It indeed
is a dream run we are having today.

By about noon, the breeze is blowing at 20+ knots.
There are lots of white caps and a fair bit of swell.
We are now doing 10s and 11s and are getting
rooster tails in our wake. Big Red is doing a sterling
job. At this rate we will get to Wreck Bay by 2.30,
which will give us some time to enjoy our
anchorage! Wreck Bay owes its name to the fact
that although an excellent shelter in northerlies, it
becomes a sinister place to be when the
southerlies come. I guess a few ships met their
demise there.

We have another eight or so miles to go to reach St
Georges Head and turn into Wreck Bay. The wind
has picked up again.

We are both on the back bench of the cockpit
keeping an eye out on the conditions and our
speed, as we are at the upper limit of a safe
spinnaker run for us. As we look on our port side a
few miles further out, there is a containership
headed in the same direction as us. It has been
with us for a while and we are actually keeping
pace with it. It might be ever so slowly edging
ahead, but only just. What a hoot!

83

It is now blowing at 30 knots and we reach 14.6
knots speed, our all times record, caught on
camera.

We reach St Georges Head by 4.00pm, drop the
engines in the water, roll the jib in and face the
music: over 30 knots on the nose! We put out the
staysail to help the struggling outboards. This is
when bigger engines would be useful. It is very
slow going.
Wreck Bay is a deep bay with a series of little
coves. We pick Mary Cove, in the middle. It has
reefs on either end of a crescent sandy beach. The
colours are to die for: turquoise water over sand,
inky black over the reef, the gleaming white of the
beach, then the dark green of the eucalyptus over
the back. The cicadas are loud, but not as loud as
the howling wind. It is very beautiful; however we
can see how it could be a hazardous place in a
different wind direction: lots of rocks and reefs.
We are settled in by 4.30. There are a couple of
families with kids on the beach, so we behave and
have a dip with togs on. The wind does not abate
as we enjoy sundowners then dinner. It is forecast
to be just as windy tomorrow till the southerly
change.

As we are now edging closer towards the cliffs, we
are cutting across the path of the big mono,
although it is still behind us. Wade, binoculars in
hand, takes a good look at it. “He is motor-sailing!
I reckon he has been using his engine all along.”
“Right, well that does not count” I add, “that’s
cheating!”
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18/1/14

W

0

e have 50 miles to cover before a
southerly change sometime in the
afternoon, so we make an early start
again. The anchor is up by 6.15am and 20 minutes
later Big Red is flying. We have 12 knots of breeze.
It is a straight line from Wreck Bay to Broulee – no
turn point and no rocks or islets in the way. As
usual, George is steering and doing a great job. We
are both sitting comfortably in the cabin, reading
and writing. How easy it that?!

23 at Lord Howe. We then grab a late lunch, and
inflate the kayaks to go for a paddle. No sooner
are we in the water that we get hailed by a group
of kids with Chris Guthrie and Michelle swimming
across to us. They were going to surprise us and
board us! Lucky we are off the boat. Nobody likes
a big group of soggy people dripping on board with
our outside cushions out. We all go back to the
beach, have a chat and agree they should put some
dry cloth on and we can ferry them back to the
boat in the dinghy.

The coast line is quite beautiful around here, with
big escarpments, the
distinctive Pigeon House
in the background, and
lots of little villages
scattered along the
shores. Pigeon House and
Monolith Valley were the
first big bush walk and
camping trip Trevor and I
did when we first arrived
in Australia and a gullible
young French girl believed
in drop bear stories. That
was 33 years ago.

15 minutes later everybody
piles up on board. There is
Lachlan, Chris’ son, and a
couple of girls, Ali and Laura,
family friends who absolutely
love swanning around in the
nets, and of course Chris and
Michelle. We suspect it is
good for them to see what
the finished boat looks like
after spending many hours
building one of their own,
with still many more hours to
expand.

The wind is gradually
dropping. We keep the
kite going for as long as
we can, but by 11.00
there is no breeze left.
We give up and turn one
engine on. By 11.20, it
has gone lightly southerly.
We are still 16 miles away.
On goes the other engine,
so we get there before the
breeze picks up too much.

Michelle asks questions
around sea sickness, sun
protection, and things to do
to keep yourself amused. It
is a lot about her doubts and
concerns, rather than the
things that might be
appealing. Chris hopes she
will come to enjoy sailing
once she tries it out. Let’s
hope for his sake! But the
kids are keen as mustard.

I have a kip, Wade reads, and Bengie snoozes.
When I surface Wade is at the computer. We give
sign of life to friends and family – LHI 7… nearly the
end! Then it is time to turn into the Broulee Bay.
It is a lovely spot. It will be nice to spend a few
days here. We might snorkel and get the banana
boats out!

Wade plays water-taxi and drops everyone back
ashore, then comes back for a well-earned plate of
tuna sashimi and a bottle of wine. Gee, it’s tasty!
We chat about the pleasures of the cruising life.
How do you convince somebody? They just have
to be willing to give it a try in gentle conditions and
go where there are fun things to do.

We are anchored by 2.00pm and have a dip –
0
much cooler water here at only 18.5 compared to
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oday we are taking advantage of Chris and
the guys having a car and staying in a
caravan park with laundry facilities. We put
two loads of washing on, then we all pile up in
Chris’ car and drive to Moruya for a bit of fresh
food shopping. In return, we offer to take
everyone for a sail for a couple of hours in the
afternoon.
At lunch time in between chores and sailing, we
catch up with Nipper (Barry) who has driven up
from Narooma. It is good to find out what he is up
to. He looks thin and weathered, but happy with
his lot.
The breeze has picked up enough by 2pm when we
return to the caravan park, pick up our dry clothes
and towels and bring everybody back to the boat
except Michelle. It does not augur well for Chris
that she does not part take, but the kids are keen.
We just head out for a few miles and do an out and
return circuit. Windward run out, downwind run
back. There is a little bit of swell. “The waves are
huge” they scream. They are only a meter or so,
but going into them provides lots of amusement in
the nets. The ride back is more sedate and it gets
cooler, with threatening skies, so two hours is just
enough to avoid anyone becoming cold or bored.
But the smiles, the numerous iPhone photos and
“this is awesome” comments tell a story of novelty
and fun.
We later join the team for a barbecue and
introduce them to sashimi tuna with wasabi and
pickled ginger. It is a hit, much to their own
amazement! It is such fun to be able to eat tuna
we have caught ourselves and so, so tasty!
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Monday 20/1/14

W

e wake up to a soggy cockpit. It rained
during the night, it is much cooler and
the sky is heavy with dark clouds. It is
the first rainy day in our whole trip.

Multihull World magazine, and Bengie snoozes for
a change. Then we get the boat ready for a
passage which means mainly putting the toys
away.

It would be easy to spend the whole day hidden in
the cabin, but after a slow start we get ourselves
motivated to go ashore and explore Broulee Island
and the isthmus. Before leaving, Wade sets up the
generator. We are on our third overcast day and
need to top up the batteries.

We have one day of light northerlies tomorrow and
will use these to move on, hopefully to Eden. It is
another 80 miles run or thereabouts.

Broulee Island used to be quite an active
commercial hub with its own hotel in days long
gone (1840s), and Broulee Bay a busy little harbour
where ships came in to trade. Nowadays the island
is a nature reserve, devoid of any building, and is
connected to the mainland by a sandy isthmus.
The whole area is a nice and varied spot. In a
southerly the island offers good protection in the
curl of the bay, where we are anchored. There is
another sandy beach called Barlings Beach further
around to the north, which would offer good
shelter in northerly winds, a few little rocky coves
are good for snorkelling, and then on the other
side of the isthmus there is a surf beach called
Bengello Beach.
Our walk takes us all around the small island, then
across the isthmus to a lookout where we see both
our anchorage and the ocean beach, then onto the
tiny village of Broulee for an ice cream and a return
via the Broulee Beach to our dinghy. It is nice to
get a couple of hours of exercise. One notable
thing about our descent south has been the lack of
opportunity to get ashore and walk. Great
spinnaker runs along the way when we relax in the
nets under the shade of Big Red, but the legs do
not get much of a workout!
Once back on board, we keep the generator going
and charge computers, cameras, phones. We line
up another barbecue with Chris and the gang
tonight, as this will be our last night here.
The rest of the afternoon is spent quietly in the
cabin. Wadie reads, I draft another article about
our adventure, this time for the Australian
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21/1/14
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hen we up anchor at 5.45 the sky is very
overcast with a drizzly mist coming
down and a very light southerly breeze.
Wade has checked the forecast and it should
switch to light ENE. We head out with a waypoint
at Montague Island, some 25 nm from Broulee,
then into Eden, a further 50 nm. At a low 6kn/hour
it will take us 12.5 hours – a long day. It is grey,
cold, lumpy, boring. I must admit to going back to
sleep on the saloon seat soon after we set off.

The sky is menacing over the hills and there is rain
ahead of us in the distance. There is a big SW
change coming tonight, another reason for pushing
to Eden today, as we will probably be there for a
few days. We are headed for Boyd Bay though,
rather than the town, as we have no desire to have
to raft up against a fishing boat, and East Boyd Bay
will offer better protection in southerlies anyway.
By 2.30 the wind has swang SE and we pack up Big
Red. It is looking dark out there. We still have 25
miles to go. Wade says “I reckon we should get
both engines going and run like scared chickens. If
we don’t make it we will have to come back to
Tathra.” My thoughts exactly, as I was just looking
at the chart! A check of the updated forecast and
wind recordings at Eden and Gabo Island show
there is nothing sinister ahead. We therefore
keep going. Wade raises the main and unfurls the
jib. We are pedalling as fast as we can.

Five hours later, there is 10 knots of breeze on our
tail, enough to bring Big Red out. As we go past
Bermagui, we spot a very large cat with lots of sails
out tacking northwards. It is Pelican II, the
research vessel we met in Refuge Cove last year.
We are tempted to call them on the radio, but as
they are much closer inshore, they probably won’t
recognise Take It Easy.
Big Red keeps us going at a slow but free 5kn/hour.
The breeze however dies off again an hour later
and we end up having to sock it and put an engine
back on. Maybe it will pick up later.

As we pass Tathra ten minutes later, all the
darkness has lifted above us and we have blue
skies. Weird! It is looking rather threatening
behind us now.

When we look at the chart of the coast south of
Bateman’s Bay, there are numerous river mouths,
inlets and lakes which would be great to explore
with time. We are limited with our mast as to how
far up river we can go and some of the inlets would
be barred or hard to get into even with our shallow
draft, but in a motor boat, this part of the coast
would be heaven.

Bright spells and dark patches alternate all
afternoon, as do sailing and motoring.
At about 6pm we are approaching Worang Point,
which marks the entrance into the large Twofold
Bay of Eden. We hear a warning from Marine
Rescue Eden that a vessel will be unloading
explosives first thing tomorrow morning at the
Naval Jetty in East Boyd Bay. There is now an
exclusion zone. Bummer, we can’t go and anchor
there overnight. So instead we head for Nullica
Bay, just opposite historic Boydtown. It is not as
well protected, but it will have to do.

By 12.30 Big Red is flying again. The sun is trying to
peak out of the clouds and the breeze is now over
10 knots, thus we are moving at 6 or 7 knots speed
for free. We will see how long this lasts.
We get a rude interruption to our spinnaker run
when we inadvertently run over a pot line which
gets caught in our starboard rudder. We suddenly
run off course, come to a stop and the kite
collapses. We drop it in a hurry, then Wade deals
with the offending float and pot by cutting the line.
You would think that we are far enough off the
coast not to have to worry about craypots but we
get proven wrong when a bit further on we pass a
whole stream of them. We are now on the
lookout!
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It takes us an hour to cross the large bay and
anchor at Boydtown. Contrary to what the name
might suggest, there is no town here, just an oldfashioned hotel. We are on our own, whereas the
cove we were originally targeting is packed with
yachts. The surroundings here are serene and
quite beautiful, much better than being close to a
huge naval ammunition jetty and woodchip wharf.
It is nature versus industry… no contest. And
luckily, there is no swell, just a soft evening light to
enjoy our last portion of sashimi tuna and a
Gewürztraminer from the Wanga winery of Lakes
Entrance, followed by strawberries and cream. We
slum it on this boat! Even Bengie likes the raw fish
and gets her share.
We can feel we are further south now. It is cooler
here and Wade is reading wrapped up in the
granny rug with his jumper on. It is only one step
removed from the very daggy homers!
Shortly after we have gone to bed there is
pandemonium in the saloon. There is a moth and
consequently a flying pussycat! Moths feature
highly on Bengie’s favourites’ list, right up there
with dragon flies. We hear jumps and fast runs.
There are cups knocking, heavy landings on the nav
table, miaows and racing around. I get up to check
things out: she is looking innocent on the back of a
seat, the moth just above her on the ceiling! If we
want some peace and quiet, I need to capture the
moth and let it out of the cabin. Job done, I go
back to bed. We now have a dejected looking
pussycat.

It is the first time I get to sail into Eden, although
Wade has a couple of times. Normally we go past
in the middle of the night. Twofold Bay is a very
large bay with a series of coves and beaches
offering protection in different winds. The two
main bays are Calle Calle in the north and Nullica in
the south corner. It is very open to the ocean, so I
suspect it is hard to get away from the swell.
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W

e enjoyed a lovely, quiet night and wake
up to a totally still bay – not a ripple. In
fact it is so flat that our daring pussycat
is out on deck looking and sniffing. We can see her
little nose twitching. “I can smell land”. She has
been very reserved and cautious on this trip: no
running on the
cabin top or
jumping on the
solar cells while
underway, which
is probably a good
thing. She is 8
years old now and
a little wiser. She
is a very seasoned
ship’s cat and has
now qualified as a
blue water sailor.

some beautiful grounds. We might shout
ourselves dinner here tonight. There is nothing else
here other than a quiet campsite further along the
beach. By the time we get back to the dinghy it is
drizzling, so we stop at Take It Easy and pick up our
wet weather gear, then putt-putt our way to Eden.
It takes us 35 minutes
to get across, but it is
easier than moving
Take It Easy.
The visit at the Whale
Museum was well
worth it. It told of the
special partnership
between a pod of
orcas and fishermen
to catch Southern
Right whales. The
‘Killer Whales’ of
Eden would signal to
the whalers when
whales were about
with tail flops and
would go to work harassing and weakening their
prey while the whalers rowed out to chase them
down and harpoon them. Their reward was the
lips and huge tongue of the whale. I guess they did
not like the taste of blubber. They call the orcas
the wolves of the sea because they work as a pack
to kill their prey, which
happen to be other
mammals, such as seals and
whales! Although we
would be very excited to
see orcas, they are large,
dangerous animals, best
observed at a distance.

We have heard
from Paul and
Sjany who have
their catamaran
Skellum at our berth. They have offered to drive
our car down from Paynesville to Port Albert if we
can get the key to them. So the task today is to get
the car key posted, either from the Boydtown
hotel or from Eden. Either way, we would like to
explore ashore, then I would love to go to the
Whale Museum in Eden, if
we can find a spot to
anchor in. Eden has a rich
whaling history. So a visit
to the Maritime Museum is
a must.
There is the smell of wood
fire in the air. We have
heard there have been
fires in Gippsland and the
Grampians, with the
highway cut off at Orbost,
not far from here. I
wonder how these are going. We have been very
slack and have not listened to the news since
leaving the Lakes.

We spend an easy couple of
hours looking at exhibits,
reading the stories and
absorbing some of Eden’s
history. At the end of the
visit I notice a display of scrimshaws: etchings on
orca or sperm whale teeth. Some are for sale. I
splurge and buy a small one for Take It Easy. By
the time we get back on board it is 3pm, it is warm
and sunny. So we set off again, this time for a walk
around the headland to a small sandy beach. It is
an interesting scramble on sandstone shaped by

We check out the Boydtown landmark: the
Seahorse Inn. It is a lovely old and grand
guesthouse, with leadlight windows and doors, and
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the elements and oyster bearing rocks. Wade has
his pocket knife and we have a small feed along the
way. The rocks are just fascinating with some
looking like a pleated cloth. It is as if a tailor has
made some smock on the surface. There is also
lots of ash on the beach, a grim reminder of the
nearby fires. We get back, have a fresh water
shower and get ready for our dinner out.

We are very excited about our plans for the next
few days. We will leave tomorrow morning, with
the north-easterly to head to Bittangabee, a small
nook about 12 miles south of here which Wade has
wanted to get into for years. We will probably get
trapped there as a SW change comes, and intend
to do a great walk to Green Cape and back. Once
the weather turns back to northerly, we will stick
our nose out and go south, headed for Gabo Island.
If the weather allows we will anchor there
overnight. If Bittangabee is Wade’s little anchoring
fantasy, Gabo is mine.
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23/1/14

W

e leave Nullica Bay early at 6.45 and
motor down towards Bittangabee to
give ourselves a chance to head back to
Eden in light conditions if we can’t get into the bay
or don’t like the look of it.

swell at all as we peer into the nook at a distance.
We can see a yacht anchored in the deepest part
of the cove in front of the ruined hut, as the
cruising guide suggests. It is a racing yacht.

The coast is striking with deep red cliffs, evidence
of iron oxide deposits. There is the aptly named
Red Point with the imposing Boyd Tower, a sand
stone tower
built in the
1840s.
Originally
designed to
be a
lighthouse,
it was never
approved
for such use
but did
become a
key lookout
point for
whalers to
spot
migrating
whales, and
nowadays is
a conspicuous mark for the southern entrance to
Eden. Ben Boyd must have been a man with grand
plans.

We come in slowly, sneak past the yacht, and keep
going around to the right, where the bay turns in
and shallows. This is where cats are winners; we
creep into one meter of water at dead low tide,
the best time to get in and see the lay of the cove.
There is no swinging room, but we drop the anchor
then back the boat into one shore, where it is a
little deeper, and spider web ourselves in. It takes
quite a bit of fiddling around, but Wade tucks us in
and we are happy little vegemites. It can blow as
hard as it wants from the NE or SW as it is forecast
to do, we will not budge.
It is time for bacon and eggs, then a paddle on the
banana boats. Wade wants to paddle to the racing
yacht. We can’t even see it from our spot. They
might be a bit friendlier now it is obvious we have
not invaded their space. They did not look happy
when we came in. I might explore the other way,
deeper into the cove, up the Bittangabee Creek.
This is sooo good!

As we near the entrance to Bittangabee Bay,
Bengie decides it is time to behave like a kitten
again and run around on deck. She is frisky for a
while, then settles on the boom bag. There is no
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As it turns out, by the time we paddle to the
entrance of the cove, the yacht has gone. We are
by ourselves, apart from a few campers down that
end. This place reminds me of Canoe Bay in
Tasmania, but in a more compact and shallower
way. There are forest birds singing. We can hear
cicadas. We spy a few sea eagles and whistling
kites, a flock of black cockatoos, some herons and
cormorants. It is a funny mix of land and sea birds.
It really is a great hideaway, one of the nicest we
have ever been to, and totally protected.

kayaks, so it is a bit dodgy, but we go and set
ourselves up on a flat rock on the shore in front of
the perching birds, and click away. We get a few
pictures of the three eagles in the trees and a
whistling kite in flight. What a nice way to spend
time.
Sun downers are a rather steady affair – still
stranded. We are not getting out of here in a
hurry! The bows are totally out of the water and
we are perched on our mini keels. It is like being
on the hard in the shipyard. At least one thing is
for sure, no one else is going to come in unless
they are a hovercraft!

We spend the day in and out of the water, in and
out of the kayaks, floating, no longer floating… An
extra low tide comes – 50cms – oops, we need
80cm to float. We are sitting on the bottom. The
latest forecast is for 40kn winds tomorrow and
Saturday, so to make doubly sure we don’t move,
Wade puts out the Fortress anchor on one side and
the LB on the other, for the strong NE followed by
the strong SW. At least this way we can leave the
boat for our big walk to Green Cape and not worry.
We are a bit of a trip hazard now though with all
our lines!
There are many whistling kites and white-bellied
sea eagles flying. I decide to try and photograph
them with my 270 zoom, but it is not big enough. I
go back to Take It Easy to grab my 400 telephoto
and Wadie brings the tripod. We are both on the
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oday we leave Take It Easy in its cat’s cradle
at 9.00, paddle across to the track and set off
for our 16km walk return to the Green Cape
Lighthouse. It is a long but easy walk. It follows a
route much travelled by the various Green Cape
light keepers over the years. Originally, supplies
for the light station were offloaded into the
relatively sheltered waters of Bittangabee Bay and
stored here. From here, they were transported
overland to the light station by a horse drawn
tram.
A third of the walk is through bushland. We see a
goanna or lace monitor as its proper name is, a few
wallabies and a Wonga pigeon with its distinctive
white face and V markings. Two thirds of the track
is through heathland of banksias and tea trees in
full bloom, an absolute heaven for rainbow
lorikeets, honey eaters and other nectar feeding
birds. The lorikeets are in their hundreds and such
a treat to photograph. It is a wonderful surprise.
Everywhere you look they are eating banksia
flowers, perching on a branch or flying away in a
flush of colours as we walk past. It is magic… and
noisy with bird calls. We have never seen anything
like it. I walk along with a huge smile on my face.
Although the walk started in sunshine, it begins
drizzling lightly as we reach the open heathland,
then thunderstorms start. We can see heavy rain
out on the ocean. It is thundering and rumbling in
the distance. We are still a few kilometres from
the lighthouse and we pick up our pace, although I
keep stopping to catch photos of the spectacular
lorikeets in their brilliant colours.
We reach the end of the track at the very time a
lightening strike happens, immediately followed by
a very loud thunder clap and the rain starts
bucketing down. “I don’t like lightening, and I
don’t like thunder either.” We run the last few
hundred meters to the lighthouse compound, and
seek shelter on the veranda of one of the cottages.
We are soaked, chilly and hungry… time for lunch!
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The lighthouse looks great with threatening,
tormented skies. We have a look around, then
head back for our return trip. We have the wet
weather gear on this time. Again the lorikeets are
a delight, looking a bit soggy and ruffled, but just
as active as on the way in.
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There are lovely perfumes as we get back to the
bushland part of the walk, but it is far less
interesting, until I spot a lyrebird. It runs across
the track a few times, looking superb with its
beautiful long wispy tail. Today has really been a
bird watcher’s paradise. I had not spotted a
lyrebird in over 20 years.

for the two of them to come inside and settle in for
a few glasses of chateau cardboard. There are
both a bit keyed up, having had a few rock and
rolly passages, pushing hard to get back to Lakes
ready for work on Tuesday, and with responsibility
for another far less experienced cruiser – Cruizin
Suzin. This is when we realise that passages on a
motor cruiser might not be as comfy as sailing Take
It Easy. Peter keeps telling us he has only got one
means of getting home: one diesel engine,
whereas we have two engines and three sails.
“Actually we just use Big Red” laughs Wadie. Sally
looks at our knick knacks on the shelf and the big
ship’s decanter in the middle of the table. You
don’t sail with all this out, do you? “Yeah we do,
this is a cat, it is pretty stable.” “Oh, you are so
lucky, it is so cosy in here.”

We get back to Bittangabee Bay. Two motor
cruisers are anchored in front of the ruined
storehouse. We recognise one of them; it is Pride,
from our jetty. They are obviously on their way
back from their trip to the Hawkesbury. We will
have to say hello when it stops raining. We get
back to the kayaks, paddle across to Take It Easy
and step into our own little foot spa in the cockpit.
With the persistent rain, it is a good opportunity to
test the water catching gutter. We put up the rain
awning, connect the gutter fitting to a hose and
into a jerry can. Bingo, it works perfectly! Wade
drains the water out of the cockpit, we hang our
wet weather gear, change into dry clothes and
collapse in the saloon, hot cup of soup in hand.
We are wrapped up in polar fleece blankets like
two little oldies. Bengie settles on my lap; it does
not take long for the letters in my crossword to
start wobbling and I fall asleep. It is raining out
there, but it is cosy in here.

I think if we had said “would you like to stay here
tonight” we would have had two soggy guests in
our spare cabin!
They say after five weeks they are a bit over it and
keen to get home. Wade and I look at each other
and say “we have been at it for seven weeks, have
one more to go, and could easily keep going.” The
return to work will be so bloody shocking I don’t
want to even think about it. The only saving grace
will be the compilation of the boat diary and
photos at night to produce our 2013-14 Cruising
Journal!

Not long after, we hear a call from a dinghy: it is
Peter and Sally from Pride, obviously suffering
from cabin fever. “What are you doing playing in
the rain?” “We could not stand it anymore. It’s
messy and
soggy on
board, so
we
thought
we’d come
and visit.”
It does not
take much
convincing
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t has been fairly gusty during the night and
blowing this morning, but it is sunny and it
makes all the difference. After a greedy
breakfast of pancakes, we both commit to boat
tidiness and maintenance. We are floating but it is
not very deep under the boat so Wade decides it is
time to change the engine oil while he can stand
underneath.
The old oil
goes into an
empty milk
bottle, and
the new oil
goes in the
engines!
Nicely done!

far. Correction! Later in the afternoon, a small
runabout comes in and motors straight to one of
the small moorings next to us. The guy is on his
own, obviously a local, so Wade goes over on the
kayak to chat with him. He always comes back
from these visits with a wealth of information. In
this instance, Gabo Island is described as “bullet
proof” except
in an easterly.
Mallacoota,
on the other
hand, which
was on the ‘to
be
investigated’
list, is now off
the wish list:
too hard to
cross the
unmaintained
bar without
stronger
engines than
we have, and
the Boat
Harbour on
the outside of the bar is exposed and shallow, thus
not recommended. It is amazing what you find
when you chat to local folks. The guy, Phil, is here
for the weekend. He has motored from Eden and
his family has driven to the Bittangabee campsite.
Wade gives him a lift to the shore on the kayak,
Phil sitting inside, Wadie standing on the back
paddling. It is a funny site, but it works!

The wind is
gusting at
40kn in Eden
and we hear a
couple of
fishermen
describing the
conditions
out there as
“really crappy”. We are very well protected here,
and although Take It Easy yanks at its cradle from
time to time, we are sitting very comfortably. This
is a winner of an anchorage.
We collected 60 litres of fresh water with
yesterday’s rain… nice to top up the tanks.
The day is spent lazily: diving at the head of the
bay is cancelled due to lack of interest. We paddle
on the banana boats for a while, say hello to the
cruisers, nearly get blown out of the bay by the
strong gusts. We read, write, go and collect some
oysters, sunbake, dream… This is such a pleasant
spot. We might see if we can come here over
Easter. Actually from Port Albert it might be too

It is after 8pm. The sun has gone down, but it is
still light, peaceful, and the wind has died down
completely. We have the Cary Lewincamp ‘Under
the same moon’ guitar CD playing quietly. It is
dreamy.
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e get up bright and early at 5.45 to free
ourselves from our cat’s cradle while
the tide is high. With three anchors to
pick up and two stern lines to untie we thought it
might take ages, but it is a remarkably easy affair,
0
although it is very cold: 13 only. Wade uses one
of the kayaks to hand paddle to each side anchor
and to the trees we are tied to onshore, so he does
not have to get wet, and I coil the ropes. We
winch the main anchor up, motor out slowly, are
sorted and re-anchored in the ‘official’ part of the
bay by 6.30am. Time for a hot cuppa and
scrambled eggs to warm up!

By 8.45 we have put everything away - ropes,
anchors, kayaks – and are ready to go. Already a
dozen yachts have gone past headed south. They
must have all been waiting at Eden for the gales to
end. The two motor cruisers have also left.
The conditions are very light, initially SE then
switching to NE. We sail some of the way then
motor-sail as the breeze switches and lightens. We
get to Gabo by about 2pm and anchor in Santa
Barbara Bay just off the jetty. It sounds rather
glamorous, but it is a small nook amongst the red
granite boulders, with a tiny sandy beach edged
with more granite rocks. Apparently there are
some stainless steel spikes to tie up to. You would
have to reverse in to the beach, throw the bow
anchor in then tie stern lines ashore. It is too much
bother for just a day, so we anchor out in a sandy
aqua patch in 5m of water. Gabo is quite an odd
looking place and you get a feeling of exposure in
this bay because of the surge and the surrounding
red boulders.

A few minutes later we have a brief visit from Pete
and Sally. “You have joined the commoners in this
part of the bay!” “Yeah, we thought we’d better
get out while we can!” Peter looks very tired. “Did
you sleep last night?” asks Wade. “Not much, says
Pete, too rolly; what about you?” “It was flat as a
tack, we slept like babies.”
The planets are aligned once again for us. We are
off to Gabo Island later today
when the northerly breeze
picks up. The weather is
allowing us to anchor there,
explore ashore and maybe
stay overnight. It is only a
short sail – 24 miles – in light
conditions.
Gabo Island lies close to the
mainland, 7 miles east of
Mallacoota Inlet and about 5
miles southwest of Cape
Howe. The island looks like a
clenched fist with a pointing
index finger and is 1 ½ miles
long by ½ mile wide at its
broadest part. The
lighthouse is on the southern
end. Between the pointed finger and the mainland
is a connecting shoal with less than 1.7m at low
tide.

We go ashore in the dinghy and take the track to
the lighthouse compound. The cottages are all
built in red granite, as is the lighthouse. We get to
the Keeper’s Cottage just as he is about to take a
group of older ladies who are staying here for a
few days up to the lighthouse, so we tag along.

You hear the name Gabo Island with every
Victorian forecast. We sailed past this landmark a
number of times at a distance, but have never
gone in, so we are keen to see what it is like.

The views from the top are far reaching towards
Mallacoota and Little Rame Head on the west side,
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and back
towards
Cape Howe
to the east.
At the
bottom just
in front of us
is a rocky
island
covered with
seals. It
looks rather
rough and
turbulent for
them to
come in and
out of the
water. The
guide tells us about the 5m wave mark, a green
looking pool on the rock shelf to the west side of
the lighthouse. He also relates the destructive
effect of a huge storm over a 100 years ago which
collapsed the granite wall leading to the lighthouse
and flooded the main cottage. That must have
been some violent storm!
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We realise while we are up there that the wind has
now picked up. When we get back to the boat,
Wade is keen to keep going rather than stay the
night. I feel we are rushing again, but accept we
might as well use the favourable conditions. So we
up anchor and are gone by 5pm. It will be an
overnighter to Lakes Entrance and a day and a half
if we keep going all the way to Port Albert. Oh
what joy!

them! But it is just us, the phosphorescent waves,
the wind and the brilliant Milky Way. Towards the
end of my watch, the wind moderates and we slow
down to a more sedate pace. I hand over to Wade
saying “you should shake the reef off while I am
still up; we are only doing 7s and 8s”. With speed,
it really is what you get used to. One moment you
think “8s – oh yeah, nice and steady”, the next you
think “we are dawdling.”

It is often the case at the end of our yearly cruises
that Wade gets a bit anxious to get the last leg
over and done with quickly; so much so that we
regularly end up at our final destination a week
before the end of the holiday. Although I
understand it is good to use the conditions you
have now, rather than hope to get them later, I do
find this irritating. But for the sake of boat
harmony, I grin and bear it.
Straight away we are sailing with main and jib.
There is a brief moment when the spinnaker bag
makes an appearance in the cockpit, but the wind
picks up swiftly. Launching Big Red in light
conditions and letting it fly as the breeze builds up
is one thing, but launching it in 20 knots is quite
another. So Big Red goes back in the cupboard and
we keep going under main and jib. It is a brisk sail
doing 10s and 11s. There are lots of birds flying
and we can tell we are now in more southerly
waters as it is cooler and the number of
albatrosses has significantly increased. There are
grey headed and shy albatrosses but also Wilson’s
storm petrels and shearwaters. It is great to watch
them having fun in the wind and waves.
At dusk, with our continued speed and the fresh
conditions, Wade puts a reef in the main. As usual
the pace does not decrease, but steering us
straight becomes easier for George. We fall into
our watches: 8 to 10 for Wade, 10 to 12 for me, 12
to 2 for Wade, 2 to 4 for me and so on. During my
first night watch, we are rushing into the darkness
doing 12s and 13s. It is exhilarating. I keep a close
eye out for lights. At this pace we could come up
on unsuspecting crafts rather fast and ram into
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uring Wade’s midnight to 2am watch, I
hear one engine go on, the breeze must
have died off all together. I am very sleepy
when I get up for my 2 to 4am turn, and expect to
be able to catch little kips at the helm seat, but the
fishermen are out and there are lots of lights to
watch out for. I spend half the time standing on
the bench looking out and trying to make sense of
what is going on around us.

By 6pm, we are making slow progress, barely over
5 knots. I look at the GPS: 1 ¼ hour to go.
However this is to Shoal Inlet, not Port Albert!
Bummer, I thought the waypoint was the fairlead
at Port Albert’s entrance. That is an extra 1 ½ hour
additional time to get through the bar to Clonmel
Island. At this rate we won’t get in till after dark!
We both have a fresh water shower on the sugar
scoops while we are underway… rather novel while
we are sailing under spinnaker. We are feeling
decent again and put clean clothes on. The next
thing on the list is dealing with the numerous
pesky flies in the cabin. Welcome back to Victoria,
and soon there will be sand flies, mosquitoes and
horseflies!

The Milky Way is striking and the crescent moon
has risen. It is quite a stunning night sky. Half a
dozen radiating torpedoes aim for our hulls and
split either side of Take It Easy: they are the
phosphorescent shapes of dolphins. This is when
the night passages are special.
We pass Lakes Entrance at 7.00 am, still motorsailing, and keep going. Hopefully the breeze will
pick up and we will make it just inside Port Albert,
at Clonmel
Island, before
dark. “I am
not doing
another
overnighter” I
announced
earlier.

By 6.30 we are moving at less than 5 knots. That’s
it. We sock Big Red and continue with both
engines on: 7.5knots - that is more like it! Full
steam
ahead,
thanks!
We have a
quiet cider
at the bow,
the
beginning of
a
celebratory
drink for our
epic journey.
We will do
that
properly
later, once
we have
crossed the
bar and anchored. The familiar outline of Wilson’s
Prom and Mt Singapore is on the horizon, looking
like a Chinese watercolour.

Clear skies,
brilliant
sunshine, not
a breath of
wind - where
are those 1525 knots NE
that were
forecast? The
drone of the
engine, warmth of the cabin and flat seas are the
perfect recipe for drowsiness. I recover some lost
sleep for a while, and then it is Wade’s turn. By
noon, it is still dead as a dodo… boring. By one
there is just enough to launch Big Red: 10 knots
true. Still slow, but now it is free and quiet.

As we near the Port Albert fairlead, rafts of
shearwaters are gathering. They are not the usual
short-tailed but rather the fluttering shearwaters:
dark upper wings, white bellies… a new sighting.

We spend the rest of the afternoon stooging along
in sedate conditions, but pleasant enough in the
sunshine.
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We are anchored by 8.30 in front of Clonmel
Island. 190 miles in 28 ½ hours, not a terrific
average, but still, we have made it back.
Sunset on Mt Singapore is a brilliant scarlet and
yellow, a very fitting end to our cruise.

We celebrate with a bottle of Gippsland Bubbles,
and the last frozen meal from Sue: butter chicken
with couscous.
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e have a rude awakening when we hit
the bottom at 5.00am. The wind has
blown us out of the channel onto the
bank. We rush out stark naked, get the engines
going, I pivot us out to get the boat in deeper
water and hold it steady in the current while Wade
retrieves the anchor. It is a bit of a fiddle with the
wind against tide, but we manage to re-anchor a
little further out. It is hard to go back to sleep after
the flurry of activity, but we obviously do since a
few hours later it is a hungry pussycat who gets us
out of bed! “Get up and feed me, you lazy bones, I
am starving!”

As is often the case on this passage, dolphins join
our bows in large number. They are always a
delight. No matter how often we see them, we
never tire of them. There is a particularly cute
baby shadowing his mum. He would be no bigger
than 50cms. But this does not stop him from
swimming really fast. We can hear the pod
whistling. They play for a while, then disappear.
I am sitting on the side of the hull in the shade,
catching the breeze. Wadie has come up with a
new game. It tells me “take your glasses and hat
off, go down and kneel on the bottom step of the
sugar scoop and put your head down to see under
the bridge deck." There is a torrent rushing
through. It is quite spacey! You feel like you are
about to get swamped.

On the program for today is a motor down to Port
Albert proper to do a thorough check of the
mooring, pick up a few supplies, then sail to the
Prom for the rest of the week. We might do a
group email too – LHI 8 – the final one.

Later we observe a small party of gannets – now
known as ‘unmasked boobies’. They are wonderful
divers and we watch them fish. They do a low pass
over the water, head down, looking for prey, then
climb steeply, circle and plummet into the ocean,
folding their wings right back, looking like arrows.
It is a spectacular sight. They can dive down to 10
metres! They spear their prey on their sharp beaks
and then swallow it head first. Apparently even
fish and squid up to 40cms in length can fall victim
to these aerial attacks. Small terns join in to the
action too. There is obviously a school of fish in
the area.

We get in at high tide so we get the compressor
going and Wade dives down. The verdict is OK. He
has to put in an additional sturdy rope from the
buoy to the chain as the connecting shackle has
worn the original in a spot. But otherwise it all
seems fine. He will make a proper replacement for
it when we are back in Melbourne.
The flies are unbelievable here: pesky ones, biting
th
ones… This is our 8 week away and we have
enjoyed an insect free trip, even at night, till now.
It feels bothersome to have to shut off the cabin
and put fly screens on after being carefree for so
0
long. It is hot and windy: 37 ! Bengie is spread out
on the table under one of the hatches, letting the
breeze flow through her fur. She flakes out in the
heat, just like me! While Wade is finishing off up
on deck, I tidy the boat up. It is always a bit messy
after an overnighter.

We get into Sealers Cove and are greeted by an
absolute swarm of flies. The windows are black
with them – horrible! So we take Bengie out in the
cockpit, close everything off and spray the whole
cabin. While the mass killing is happening we jump
overboard for a swim. “How long do you reckon
they will take to die” asks Wade… “Not long, I just
about passed out myself spraying the suckers!”
Sure enough, when we go back in, it is a fly
cemetery… major vacuuming and then it is time for
G&T.

We briefly go ashore to get rid of our rubbish, top
up our water jerry cans, get some bread, milk and
juice, and then rush back to the boat. It is so
stifling, burning hot. It will be better out on the
water; that hot wind is desiccating and debilitating.

As forecast, at 8.30pm the SW change arrives,
bringing relief with some cooler breeze. It is not
long after that we go to bed, feeling the combined
effect of our extra-long passage from Gabo Island
and today’s furnace.

The forecast is for a SW change tonight – just when
it is getting dark. We are off to Sealers Cove then
tomorrow we will sail back to Corner Inlet as it will
be easterly for a few days.
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he SW blew hard during the night and we got
up a couple of times: once to check how we
were sitting, the other to investigate a loud
twang in the rigging. I got up on deck to shine the
torch up, but could not see anything - probably a
bird hitting one of the shrouds.

We are taking the fisherman’s passage, right near
the shore at Corner Inlet. We are running the
gauntlet doing this at low tide, but it saves having
to go several miles out to pick up the main
channel. We discover the passage has changed. A
new sand bank has appeared where we used to
join back to the main channel. We still pass quite
close to the shore in 7 or 8 meters of water. It
feels a bit daring to zoom along so near the beach
– only 20 or 30 meters off. We pass underneath
Mt Singapore, anchor at Chinaman’s in 1.5m of
water on dead low tide and mark the spot for
future reference. It is always handy to arrive at
low water. You confidently get much closer to
shore than you would otherwise. And amazingly,
we can enjoy our meal and the evening with the
cabin door open: no mozzies, no flies! Yesterday
must have been an aberration with the extreme
heat.

The sky is a mix of dark clouds and sunny patches;
the temperature is far more bearable. As time
passes, it clears to a blue but cool day.
We spend the morning simply relaxing on board.
Wade reads, I put the finishing touches to a second
article, this one for Australian Multihull World. I
will just need to select a set of photos to submit,
but I can do that when we get back home, as I have
no deadline for publication. The editor at Multihull
is a lot more relaxed than the one at Cruising
helmsman. You submit, she does the layout and
puts it into the next available issue! I don’t even
have to pitch the idea to her. But then, she knows
me by now.
We are waiting
for the SW to
switch to SE, so
we can move to
Corner Inlet. It
does not happen
until midafternoon. We
then have a lively
sail under the jib
alone to start
with, and once
past Rabbit
Island, the
staysail is out too,
goose-winged to
help us along as
the breeze
decreases.

104

30/1/14

T

his last night, it was the howling easterlies
that kept waking us up. This morning it is
grey, blowy, not very inviting. We can hardly
see the outline of the hills on the opposite side of
the inlet.

marked trail, but with the fires then the regrowth
we have trouble finding it. We try at Chinaman’s
and Freshwater Creek. Although we have dressed
for a bush bash - long trousers, hiking boots - we
have to abandon our attempts as the thickets are
just too high; as for the flies, they are horrible. We
beat a retreat, but walk along the shore to say we
have had some exercise. There are lots of
burrowing urchins... little versions of the ones in
Lord Howe. That is the extent of the treasure hunt
for today.

With nothing better to do right now, we think
about the “improvement list” for Take It Easy. It is
actually simple and short.
The main items are:
Replace the poo bag with a proper holding
tank
Replace the yoga mat strip on Peasy with
a proper dinghy fending system
Replace the steering splash well mount
for the wheel which has been doing
suspicious clunks (that is a repair rather
than an improvement)
Solar light holders that don’t rust

I hear from Phil Ross, the editor of Cruising
Helmsman, who confirms my LHI article will be in
the April issue. He also sends me a PDF of the Port
Davey article, which is in the February issue (a year
later from the actual trip!). It looks good and he
has not edited it at all which I am very pleased
about. But we notice an advertisement for Fusion
Catamarans on one of the pages. We should
coordinate with Peter Snell, the designer of Easy
catamarans, to have his ad against one our
destination stories! This prompts Wade to give
him a call. They are both in for the chat. It is good
to tell him that his boat is going places. But Peter
tells us he does not sell enough plans to warrant
paying the exorbitant advertising fees. Ah well,
Easy catamarans get a good wrap from our stories
anyway and his website has a copy of all our
adventures.

The rest are small purchases:
A wider spout for the water catcher
A different set up for the front spotlights
(so they don’t catch the spinnaker line)
Down light for the anchor chain (for night
departures)
Chopsticks (for sashimi)
New impeller for the depth log
Door catch for the bathroom
At lunch time we decide to try finding a track from
the shore across to the ocean. There used to be a
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t is a grey morning when we up anchor… grey
like our mood. The end of the holiday is
looming. We are going back to Port Albert and
meeting Paul and Sjany who are bringing our car
from Paynesville.

The holiday is over: It has been an unforgettable,
breathtaking experience. We have covered an
incredible 2000 nautical miles, most of these under
sail. We have seen many amazing sights few
people come across. We stretched ourselves, had
fun, shared our wonderful adventure with a close
friend and lived through all this without scaring
ourselves. The boat performed beautifully, we
performed rather well too. We achieved what we
had set out to do, and lived the dream.

Once again we take the shortcut: the whale
channel along Bentley Harbour and across the
shoals. It is a rising tide so there should be enough
water to get through. It saves us going out to sea
via the Corner Inlet Channel and then back in
through the Port Albert Entrance – no bar crossing
but a narrow and changing passage through the
shoals. It is always a bit eerie doing this, with the
beach on one side just 30 to 50m away, the deep
channel, and the shoals and breaking waves on the
other side, also quite close. And it gets tricky
around the point to sneak into Port Albert. On the
chart it looks like we are on land but every year we
lay down a track to make it easier on subsequent
trips. We get to the mooring by 10.30, have lunch
with Paul and Sjany, we unload our boatie and
drive home.

There is a lot more dreaming to do, a lot more life
to live to the full.
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We found that moment when dream and reality contested the field and reality did not come out second best.
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