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Sat 20/12/08 

 

Our 4
th

 Christmas cruise is about to begin.  For several months, Wade has made mid 

week trips to ready Medina: 

 

- Painting of the deck, the blue Emerclad and the white trims; 

- Installing the wind generator (otherwise known as “the windy machine”) at the 

back in a permanent fashion, after testing it for noise and sturdiness; 

- Provisioning for a six weeks crossing; 

- Fixing the stove griller which had given up. 

 

The list seems short, but everything takes time, a lot more time than we always 

expect. 

 

Mentally too, we are ready.  There is nothing outstanding work wise for either of us.  

Everything has been organised to allow us both to get away till the end of January.  

And for once, we are both serene… novel for me!  I am not stressed out of my brains, 

my back and neck are good, and although I feel sad I have just lost my dearest friend 

Lorraine, knowing she is no longer struggling in agony is a relief.  So nothing should 

get in the way of our enjoyment of this new adventure. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We got to the boat on Friday 

afternoon, loaded the last of the fresh 

food on board, and hooked on to the 

power at the Cruiser Club, so the 

freezer will be nice and cold. 

 

 

 

The weather is a bit fickle though, and forecasts seem to change several times a day.  

At this stage we are focused on leaving the Lakes and not too fixated on direction.  

Although we want to end up on the East Coast of Tassie, there is more than one way 

to get there.  So if the wind does not allow us to aim for Flinders Island, Deal Island 

or Wilson’s Prom will do…  For now, it is looking right for a Sunday departure 

towards Flinders Island. 

 

Bengie began her adventures early.  Poor little pussycat had a rough start.  Sick last 

night from gobbling up her tucker too quickly, then this morning she got startled by 

something whilst on the outside edge of the deck, jumped up in the air and slid off the 

side into the water!  Oh no, in the drink on the first day!  But she was quick to jump 

up onto the bottom beam of the pier and back onto the boat, growling at everything 

and looking rather soggy… It was quite funny, but we are not allowed to laugh at her 

or she sulks!   

 

We ended up motoring to Cleland Bight and picked up a mooring… lazy afternoon in 

the sunshine, thinking of what the next day would bring.
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Sunday 21/12/08 
 

We left the calm and safety of our mooring at 8.00am and motored to the Entrance, 

crossing the bar at 8.45.  We managed through by sight, dodging the breakers, as 

neither of us could spot the leads to line ourselves up.  The northerly breeze stayed 

light for hours, so we motor-sailed for about 10 hours. 

 

We saw the usual albatrosses, one of them the grey browed, petrels, a flying fish, 

shearwaters, a large pod of dolphins, with more and more wildlife as the wind picked 

up and the seas increased.  Far less entertaining were the lumps of 4x2 wood drifting 

on the surface… We saw half a dozen of these in the space of a couple of hours.  You 

can avoid them in day light, but at night? 

 

 

The ocean was ‘confused’, no lines of 

swell, just messy sea coming at us from 

all directions.  This makes for a very 

uncomfortable ride.  We passed the 

usual oil rigs, getting a bit too close to 

one of them and fully expecting to be 

told off on the radio and asked to alter 

our course.  But they let us sail past. 

 
 

By about five, we heard the nasty “securité, securité” weather warning, announcing 

strong NE winds 20 to 30 knots and 2 to 3 meter seas in the evening into the next day.  

The wind did pick up but it never got beyond 20 knots.  It did allow us to sail at a 

good rate, averaging 6 knots and no longer needing the engine.  However, the sea got 

even choppier and the seasickness tablets did not hack the pace! 

 

Wade took the first evening shift at 9.00 pm and I went to lie down to try to settle my 

stomach.  An hour later I heard this mighty howling from Bengie before she chucked 

up on the carpet in the landing…  Cleaning up her mess did nothing for my stomach.  

I went back to bed for a while with Bengie hiding under the quilts against me.  Then 

at 12.30 I got up to relieve Wadie at the wheel.  As soon as I stepped into the cockpit, 

the awful movement of the boat, the darkness of the night and the noise of the waves 

hitting us sideways made me feel hideous.  I grabbed a bucket and could not stop 

vomiting… Poor Wadie had to get back up and ended up on watch the whole night.  

Sea sickness is so incapacitating and night sailing so eerie! 
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22/12/08 

 

By morning, I was still clutching the bucket; Wadie was still at the wheel with the 

autopilot on, although he had to stand with his head in the wind a few times to settle 

his own stomach.  We both dislike ‘confused’ seas with a vengeance. 

 

Wadie took us to Bull Cove on Babel Island, which is half way down the Eastern 

shore of Flinders Island.  By 8.00am we were anchored in much gentler waters.   

 

Not much activity for the rest of the day: slept, tidied up the boat, and dozed some 

more… still feeling ordinary.  Wade had a quick dip in the frigid water.  I opted for a 

warm shower.  As for Bengie, she is looking quite relaxed, enjoying the extra naps 

with us. 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 



8 

 



9 

Tues 23/12/08 

 

The SW picked up after midnight together with more swell, so as we expected, we 

had to move to the beach at Sellars Point…  Moving at night is always interesting.  It 

takes a while for your night vision to adjust and even then, it is hard to see the details 

of the coast and keep a straight heading.  All I can say is “thank god for the Navman”. 

 

One of two fishing boats anchored with us at Bull Cove had left for a night’s fishing 

and was flooding one of the bays with light… Not sure what it was doing! 

 

Once re-anchored and back to bed, we slept soundly till the rock and roll motion woke 

us up at 5.30am.  By then we were lying alongside the beach and the roll of the swell 

made it uncomfortable… again. 

 

We tried moving later in the morning, this time to the Northern side of Babel Island, 

but had to go through the very rough water of the gulch, and when we got there, the 

wind direction had changed, making the bay unsuitable… back we went again, feeling 

decidedly green.  We ended up anchoring bang in the middle of three islands: Cat, 

Storehouse and Babel…  We figured once the wind settled, we could pick a sheltered 

spot for the night. 

 

We spent the afternoon bobbing up and down, napping in the sunshine.  We are both 

feeling lethargic.  But we discovered what that fishing boat was doing last night:  

Dropping craypots!  We counted about two dozens. 

 

We ended up anchoring at Cat Island for the night – a cat on a cat at Cat Island, like 

last year! 
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Wed 24/12/08 

 

We made a move into new territory today, taking advantage of the SE and NE 

forecast to head down South, to the bottom end of Cape Barren Island, for an 

overnight anchorage in Jamieson Bay. 

 

 

 

 

We had a good sail all the way, 

only needing the engine to get 

us underway and at the end, as 

we rounded Cape Barren and 

pulled in to Jamieson Bay.   

 
 

But the ride was not very comfortable, particularly during the first half of our 71/2 hour 

trip.  Confused seas make for a very rocky motion.  The winds have been all over the 

place, alternating between S, SE and N, NE… so no chance of a decent swell line 

developing.  Even Bengie complained about the motion, miaowing loudly.  But she is 

getting used to the boat, more willing to explore on deck and sit with us in the cockpit, 

rather than hiding under the blankets in the back cabin! 

 

At one stage, the motion was quite bad.  I was at the wheel and thought: “this is a bit 

like skiing moguls, you have to decide whether you will take the valleys or turn on the 

humps”, as I was negotiating the hollows between the chop… except that at least with 

skiing the humps don’t keep moving! 

 

Along the way, we saw one lone dolphin who was not interested in playing with us, 

and a flying fish which looked like a giant dragonfly.  Wade’s attempt at catching us 

dinner failed. But once anchored, we went ashore for a walk on the beach, then 

Christmas drinks and nibbles.  We decided we would have a French Christmas 

dinner… on Christmas Eve!  So I prepared our plates:  nice piece of turkey and mixed 

salad, and Christmas pudding and brandy sauce for desert.  Brought the plates up on 

deck, and then went back to the galley to tidy up.  By the time I got back up, one piece 

of turkey had disappeared and I had to go hunting for it.  Bengie, the turkey thief, had 

had a bit of it and secreted it down the back cabin… What cheek!  But never mind, 

quick wash under fresh water… all good again! 

 

Santa found Medina… Wadie got a cordless drill to replace the dead one; I got a car 

GPS so I don’t get lost when I go interstate for work, Bengie got some paperclips… 

her favourite! 
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25/12/08 – Christmas Day 

 

Well, we did not leave as planned.  The wind shifted SW and by noon we are still 

facing the wrong way in our bay.  Oh well, never mind.  I did not really feel like 

sailing all day again today. 

 

It is a bright, sunny day.  We have spent the morning tinkering, sunning ourselves, 

taking very quick dips in the cold water… god it is cold!  Jamieson Bay is a broad 

anchorage and depending on where you position yourself, it gives good shelter from 

all but a SE wind direction.  So we can at least stay here for the day, just have to move 

to the other end…  Quite pretty too, with sandy beaches, orange granite outcrops and 

tall rocky hills over the back… the water looks tropical, this very inviting aqua colour, 

until a plunge into it reminds you that looks can be deceiving! 

 

Wade has been measuring the electrical output from the wind generator, our new 

addition.  On the last trip we struggled with getting enough charge in the batteries, 

particularly on overcast days.  The solar panels were not sufficient to charge the old 

batteries and it was really tedious to remember to switch off the fridge when you 

wanted to use the pump for the toilet!  But now, with new and larger batteries and the 

windy machine, everything works a charm.  The only draw back is the effect of the 

propellers in the sunshine.  The flicking light does weird things to your brains… could 

send you in a fit quite easily! 

 

As it is another 7 hour sail to Eddystone Point in Tassie, we have decided that if the 

wind does not allow us to leave by 1pm, we will move to the other end of Jamieson 

Bay and go diving for some abalones near the rocky end.  We fancy a nice seafood 

feast tonight. 

 

And we did go for a dive and a small hunt and gather!  There was not a lot there, and 

most of the abs were too small, but we did bring back five good size ones, enough for 

a feed tonight.  We saw quite a few fish, some interesting green fern like seaweed 

with bright red floats, heaps of pink looking pipes…  Wade also found a beautiful 

large cone shell – no occupant in it.  After an hour, it got hard to breathe and I was too 

exhausted to struggle on.  So we gave up and swam back to the boat. 

 

 

 

It is always quite a 

production before and after 

a dive:  all the 

paraphernalia to set up 

then dry out and put away, 

and the recharge of the 

battery for the 

compressor… But it is 

worth the effort.   
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By the time we had tidied up and made ourselves a hot drink to warm up, the wind 

had gone easterly and thus we motored back to the side of the bay we had come from.  

We snuck in close to the shore and the rocks for some shelter.  It was nice and calm at 

first, but the breeze picked up and so did the swell.  Medina is now rolling sideways 

quite a lot… the sight of the hills, trees, shore and ocean going past our side windows 

in the cabin is a bit disturbing for the old stomach.  I decide to close the curtains… if I 

don’t see everything dancing around, I’m OK! 
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Cruising the East Coast of Tasmania 
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26/12/08 

 

The breeze is now in the right direction: NE, for a sail down to Tassie.  We leave our 

anchorage by 8.15am.  The conditions are extremely light, so we are motor-sailing.  

The sky is overcast with high cirrus clouds, like a white veil over the blue.  The ocean 

is dark grey when the sun comes out, nearly ink black when it is obscured again.  The 

motion is very gentle and the slow sway of the boat is like a slow breath.  It makes us 

feel sleepy.  It is warm and very peaceful. 

 

As we move South and look back to Cape Barren Island, we can see a very large 

sandy bay to the west of where we were… Take a note of this, worth a visit on the 

return trip!  Looking ahead, we can just distinguish the Northern Coast of Tassie. 

 

We are bound for Eddystone Point at the North East end of the coast… or may be 

even down to St Helens… the forecast is for light, variable winds today, NE-NW 

tomorrow, ahead of a strong westerly change with 30 knots wind predicted.  So we 

want to get down to Wineglass Bay as soon as we can, to get into an all weather 

anchorage!  The next two days will be long sails to cover the distance, but we don’t 

want to risk being out in high winds and 3 or 4 meter seas. 

 

We are on autopilot, so we can move around freely.  Wadie tinkers around to pass the 

time, fixing the log impeller, which we normally don’t use in the Lakes, but is useful 

to give us the boat’s speed through the water, as opposed to the GPS speed over 

ground… This way we can tell if the tide or current is affecting us.  I sun myself on 

the back deck, write the log, day dream; it is all very pleasant. 

 

 

 

Half way through the morning, 

we catch a beautiful plump 

Australian salmon on the 

trawling line.  This spikes the 

interest of our lazy pussycat.  

After consulting Peter Evans 

Fish Recipes, we conclude it is 

best to bleed it, fillet it and keep 

it cool straight away, so Wade 

gets to work in the galley under 

Bengie’s watchful eye! 

 

 

By lunch time, we observe a bit of activity ahead of us.  Is it an orca, or a seal?  It is 

taking huge leaps out of the water, shaking its head, throwing a prey up in the air – 

blood and gore – what a sight.  As we get past, we can see it is a large seal breaking 

an octopus into bite size pieces! 
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Shortly after this, as we are getting closer to the coast, we see the much gentler sight 

of little penguins in small groups of half a dozen each.  They look like little ducks 

until they all dive down as we sail past them.  And then there is a large pod of 

dolphins which unfortunately do not come and play on our bow, and hundreds of 

thousands of shearwaters… nice to see so much wildlife! 

 

 
 

We caught another fish, this time a couta… letting it go as we are not big on couta, 

we’d rather another salmon or a pike. 

 

We sail past Eddystone Point at 2.30pm and decide to keep going towards St Helens, 

another three hours on.  The wind has picked up a bit. 

 

Once out in front of the entrance to St Helens, instead of going into the estuary, Wade 

points to a rock on the map called St Helen’s Island, another hour and a bit away.  It is 

supposed to offer good northerly shelter, although it is a very deep anchorage and will 

‘stretch’ our anchor line.  Along the way, the rain gets us… oh no, it is raining on our 

summer holiday! 

 

By 7.30pm we finally make it to our overnight anchorage and share the spot with a 

crayfish boat which has just about peppered the edges of the island with pots.  We 

throw the pick in 12 meters of water and are using all the chain (35 meters) plus 10 

meters of rope.  I think Wade will sleep lightly tonight! 

  

We ate our salmon, which was sweet and tasty, watched the sun going down on the 

orange rocks, then on dusk watched huddles of little penguins swimming ashore and 

scrambling up the rocks into their burrows.  Nice end to a long day. 

 

56 miles today! 
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Sat 27/12/09 

 

Well, the anchor held and did not foul, as was Wadie’s fear.  We set off early, at about 

7.30am.  It is quite chilly this morning.  There is thunder and lightening over the hills 

on mainland Tassie, and we are going through a few showers.  We are motor-sailing 

close to the shore, hoping to pick up a little more breeze from the land.  This part of 

the coast seems rather isolated, with few villages dotted along the shore, and hilly 

terrain over the back.  How is this for interesting names?  Falmouth, Wardlaws Point, 

and a few pointing to Irish roots: St Patrick’s Head, Piccaninny Point, Paddy’s Island. 

 

This is a rather tedious leg.  There is two knots of wind and it is variable, so the 

direction swings widely: on the nose one minute, from the stern the next…  We are 

motoring, with the main up, and Wadie amuses himself unfurling and furling the jib, 

poling it, switching sides, furling it again… He can’t stay still.  At least it gives him 

something to do.  A few hours ago, we went through a period of showers… So Wadie 

would be out cleaning then drying the clears, then it would rain, and he would be out 

doing it all over again as soon as the showers had passed…  My life on board with a 

fiddler!  Now he has ‘goose winged’ us (jib on one side, mainsail on the other), trying 

to squeeze every bit of extra speed from the sails.  “But when I fiddle, we pick up 

speed, dear, it is not pointless!” 

 

All day, we alternate between very light and variable breezes to stronger NW wind.  It 

is a game of raising the sails, switching them from Port to Starboard, dropping them 

and turning the tractor on, constantly correcting George the autopilot, who does not 

cope with the wind on our stern, and doing this over and over again… quite 

frustrating! 

 

When the wind picks up, we notice the albatrosses play, soaring gracefully, never 

flapping their wings… they somehow use the air currents and the waves.  As soon as 

the breeze drops, they sit on the water or disappear all together. 
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As we get closer to Wineglass Bay, the wind picks up and there is a wave like cloud 

in the sky, which looks rather ominous. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

By 6pm, we reach the Nuggets, 

three rocky outcrops with a 

golden glow in the sunshine.  

They mark the proximity of 

Wineglass Bay.   

 
 

We can see the white arch of the beach in the distance, but it is another hour at least 

before we get there.  Wineglass Bay is a bay within a bay, if this makes sense, with 

Mt Dove towering over the water.  The whole bay is very rugged with ochre cliffs 

dropping straight into the water on the Northern and Southern sides of the bay.  The 

Western side is low lying. 

 



19 

 
 

Today, in the fading light and stormy sky, the bay looks desolate and forbidding.  Last 

time I saw it was from Mt Dove, on a walk from Coles Bay.  And last time Wade 

came here by sea, it was many years ago on Bill’s boat; they anchored, went for a 

walk along the beach and when they came back, Lapwing was gone… it had dragged 

and a fisherman picked it up at the back of his boat… We’ll try to avoid a repeat 

performance! 

 

We finally anchor just after 7pm in a little corner of the bay where we hope to be most 

sheltered from tomorrow’s blow.  We are huddled together with another catamaran 

and a motor cruiser.  The corner is also where the bushwalkers have set up their camp.  

It goes without saying that there is little privacy here.  It is a bit like Refuge Cove at 

the Prom: iconic spot, but you do not hang around here for long if you like anchorages 

to yourself! 



20 

Sun 28/12/08 

 

The strong winds came early in the morning, and the totally calm bay became a little 

choppier, with the whistling wind buffeting us.  It is nice staying snug in bed, sleeping 

in… I got up at about 8.30 to make myself a cup of coffee and came back to bed, 

glasses and book in hand, for a read…  Wadie, who got up a few times in the night to 

check the conditions, snoozed till about 9.30.  Bengie too, enjoyed the sleep in, only 

poking her head out from under the covers when teased. 

 

 

Breakfast was bacon and eggs – yum! We are now floating in our little corner all by 

ourselves.  The big cat has left, and the motor cruiser shifted to the other side of the 

bay… Still, we can’t jump over board naked for our morning swim.  No - that would 

scare the campers away – or may be that is what we should do! 

 

By lunch time, we moved to the opposite side of the bay for calmer waters and shelter 

from the howling winds, thus joining the other two boats.  We anchored further 

inshore than the others, the advantage of being a cat.  Much more pleasant now, and 

we are not on top of each other, which is much more acceptable.  There are lots of 

bushwalkers on the beach and as they arrive from their Coles Bay trek, they go for a 

swim.  They make them tough in Tassie… wading in the water for ages as if it is nice 

and warm.  Don’t they know the ocean is frigid? 

 

As we look out to sea, we notice some specs of colour far in the distance.  A look 

through the binoculars reveals four big yachts, spinnakers out – Sydney to Hobart 

racers! 

 

In the blustery weather, we stay put, not brave enough to take the dinghy to the beach 

for fear of getting swamped by the waves.  Wadie goes for a wander around the rocks 

and visits the yacht anchored close by…  I stay on board, enjoying a good book, then 

decide to bake some bread. 

 

At one stage we counted the number of walkers on the beach – over 100!  They walk 

in with their big backpacks from Coles Bay, settle on the beach for lunch and a dip, 

then by 6pm, the beach empties out.  Some must camp out, but most walk back up the 

hill. 

 

It is now 7.30pm.  Two wallabies hop along the sand.  We have got this corner of 

Wineglass bay to ourselves, as the other boats have migrated to the other side.  Nice! 
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Mon 29/12/08 

 

Beautiful sunny morning, quick dip at 7.00am, then back to bed for a read and cuddle.  

When we surfaced again, Adriatic, John and Geraldine’s converted fishing boat from 

behind us at Paynesville, had anchored not far from us!  I thought they were well 

ahead of us as they were gone when we left the Lakes, but not so.  They had a 38 hour 

rough crossing straight down to here… rough seas, took in water, big clean up today! 

 

Later on in the morning, what I thought was a big professional game fishing boat 

coming in was in fact, wait for it, the water police!  Our friendly coppers from Deal 

Island came over in the zodiac.  They did recognise Medina… this time we were fully 

legal and much more comfortable chatting to them.  They gave us a crayfish 

measuring tool, did not want to see our fishing licenses, but we waved them at them 

anyway, and they also told us about the most crowded spots being Schouten Passage 

and Port Arthur, with Wineglass Bay next!  At least with both destinations, it is not so 

much the number of boats in the bay, but the number of tourists visiting these sites. 

 

We are now getting ready for a dive.  One of the policemen told us to look under the 

bull kelp and we would found abs… 

 

This time we went to the rocks with the dinghy, towing the Power Snorkel.  Last time 

we dived, we had a long way to swim to get to the dive spot.  By the time we got there 

I was already knackered. 

 

Diving through the bull kelp was really different… interesting different… Big thick 

and very long dark brown ribbons that made the ocean look ink black.  Trying to see 

anything under there meant moving the kelp aside as you swam through, being 

cautious not to get tangled.  There were larger fishes, small sting rays on some of the 

sandy patches, but few abs, and even fewer of the legal size.  The first ‘size’ one I 

spotted, I was reaching for my knife, and realised I somehow lost it.  I pointed the 

abalone to Wadie, and swam back ashore to see if I could find my bright yellow ab 

knife, but no luck.  So I resorted to ‘sight seeing’ and collecting a few snails, then 

started looking for crays under ledges… and I found one.  Very exciting!  I called 

Wadie over to try and catch it, but he had no luck.  Still, it was fun… After a while we 

both started getting cold, so we headed back to the dinghy.  Total catch: 8 snails and 1 

abalone. 

 

Being a bit peckish after our dive, we had a ‘forest’ of alfalfa for lunch.  We bought a 

sprouter a few months ago, and thought it would be good to use on board for some 

fresh greens.  We grew some lentils, mung beans, and alfalfa.  Nice with a couple of 

tomatoes and tuna! 

 

Mid afternoon, it was very overcast and we needed to recharge the battery for the 

compressor, which means turning the generator on… a good reason to leave the boat.  

To be able to get ashore, we motored to the other end of the bay, where the beach is 

shallower and there are no breakers. 
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Tues 30/12/08 

 

We are on the move again.  There are strong wind and gale warnings for this 

afternoon, with a SW low coming in.  So the wind will go from NW to W then SW.  

We have a few options to check out for overnight anchorages, namely Slaughterhouse 

Bay (what a name), further south but still on the Freycinet Peninsula, or across to 

Trumpeters Bay on Schouten Island.  Whatever we do, we need to be sheltered by 

early afternoon to get out of the weather.  

 

There is a good breeze and not too much swell, and we are sailing nicely, close to the 

rugged coast of the Freycinet Peninsula.  It is a spectacular sight, with towering slabs 

of pink granite falling vertically into the ocean.  With the sun on the orange lichen 

covered cliffs, the colours are glowing and the sheerness of it all is impressive. 

 

 
 

By about 10.30am, we reach Slaughterhouse bay, our first option.  It looks forbidding, 

no sand, all rocks and very deep, except for a few boulders sticking menacingly out of 

the water…”Don’t like it”, I say, keeping a worried eye on the depth sounder and the 

chart plotter.  Wade agrees.  So on we go, for the next option, across Schouten 

Passage to Trumpeters Bay.  We are not very hopeful as again it is likely to be deep 

and rocky. 

 

As I check the chart, I notice the number of French names in this area: cape Baudin, 

cape Sonnerat, Taillefer Rocks, Iles des Phoques.  I wonder who the French explorer 

was who sailed these parts.  It may have been d’Entrecasteaux back in the late 1700s 

or Baudin in the early 1800s.  As we expected, Trumpeters Bay is not suitable, with a 

lot of swell barrelling in.  So we don’t even bother going in.  Only Hen and Chicken 

cove left and Wade turns the engine on to speed our pace up as we hear Coast Radio 

Hobart announcing ‘Securité’. 
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We round Cape Sonnerat, quite close to the impressive cliffs, furl the jib as we are 

now heading straight into the wind and power our way to our last resort.  It is 

supposed to be a narrow anchorage suitable only for a couple of boats: a bay 

narrowing to a finger.  We pray that no one else is there.  Hopefully with the wind 

warning, sensible boaters will have picked a sure cert anchorage.  “Why did we leave 

Wineglass Bay again?” asks Wadie -  because we had been there for three nights and 

wanted a change of scenery.  Mm! 

 

 

 

It is now noon, we go past the 

‘Chicken Point’, no punt intended, 

and look in to one deserted slot in 

the rocks anchorage.  We would not 

be able to swing a cat in that (sorry 

Bengie), let alone share it with 

another yacht!  But it is nice and 

sheltered, not too deep, quaint, and 

ours!  We are anchored in sand by 

1pm.   

 

 

There is a lot of kelp around, so we probably should dive for a hunt and gather!  And 

it would be novel to fall overboard and have only meters to swim to the rocks.  But it 

is not very warm… may be tomorrow. 

 

Sunshine alternates with brief thundery showers in the afternoon.  We each have a 

quick paddle around in Nutmeg to check out our surroundings.  The tide is low and 

we are very close to patches of kelp, although still floating in 4 meters of water. 

 

You would not believe the difference in weather this afternoon, from bright sunshine 

one minute, to dark, ominous clouds and heavy rain the next.  We need the light in the 

cabin to write this, and it is only 3.30pm. 

 

Wade has rigged up the 10 litre water containers and funnels at the back of the cockpit 

to collect rain water.  This will be good to top up our tanks.  Within 20 minutes, they 

are full, and the sun is back!   

 

 

 

Now Wadie is off for another paddle 

on Nutmeg.  He has discovered a 

sunken buoy in the middle of our 

gorge, and is hoping it is either an 

abandoned craypot or a marker for a 

lost anchor; either way it is worth 

investigating more closely.  He is 

intending to attach one of our floats 

to it, then dive on it tomorrow 

morning. 
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The tide is right out now, we are in 3 meters of water, and the closest we have ever 

been to the rocks!  We can see the bottom clearly with all the kelp.  It is quite pretty.  I 

reckon we could just about see the abalones from the boat!  When the sun is out, we 

could be tempted to put the wetsuits on and go for a snorkel, but then it gets overcast 

again, and it feels too chilly to go in the cold water.  By about 4.30pm curiosity gets 

the better of us.  We both done the wetsuits and go snorkelling around the bay.  We 

investigated the sunken treasure: which turned out to be a secret mooring for a small 

vessel.  We also spotted a very large ray, flat over a sandy hole.  It would have been at 

least a meter across… spooky! 

 

It was not until after 9.00pm that the wind picked up.  We were doing full circles in 

our little narrow slot and Wadie had to shorten the chain to stop us from hitting the 

bottom…  There is lightening, but no thunder, and it feels like the gusts are funnelling 

up the gorge, so we do not get true wind, but rather rotor.  I doubt we will sleep well 

tonight. 
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Wed 31/12/08 

 

Well, poor sleep last night was what we expected, but in fact what we got was no 

sleep at all.  We went to bed late, at about 11.00pm, and I read for a while until we 

heard this nasty sound coming from the hull…  We both bolted up on deck, in the 

pitch dark night, got the torches out and confirmed our fear: we were drifting into the 

rocks…  Not sure whether we dragged or it was the extra strain put on the chain from 

the howling gusts… But the engine prop was scrapping the bottom, we were 

surrounded by kelp and had to move in a hurry.  After lifting the engine out of the 

water, Wadie winched us a few meters with the anchor line, then we dropped the 

engine back in the water and got it started…  Coughing and splattering from all the 

kelp… The anchor was no longer holding and we had to move… but try doing this in 

pitch dark, with howling gusts and no room to manoeuvre!  It was quite worrying.  In 

the end, Wadie shouted over the wind noise “we are going to have to go out to sea”. 

 

We got out of the slot into the wider part of the bay, getting buffeted by wind and 

swell, with the prop not working properly from all the kelp wrapped around it.  We 

could not see a thing and had to rely on the Navman to steer away from the rocks… 

easier said than done! Wadie was out on deck trying to put away the anchor, I was at 

the wheel, feeling scared and totally unable to manoeuvre, not able to see a 

‘f@$%ing’ thing and screaming out to Wade over the howling wind to come back to 

the cockpit and help steer.  Thank god, Wadie got the prop freed up by slamming the 

engine into fast reverse, then forward.  I then suggested we should try and anchor in 

deeper water – anything is better than heading out in this shit! 

 

So we tried this, heading back in the start of the slot and dropping the pick in 11 or 12 

meters of water.  Trouble is, the deeper it is, the more chain you need to put out for it 

to hold, and we did not have the space to swing on 35 meters of chain.  So Wadie put 

us on a short ‘leash’, but we were doing 360s only meters from nasty rocks, with no 

idea whether the anchor would hold. So then started the long night vigil – both of us 

in the cockpit, flashing floodlights regularly toward the rocks, making sure we did not 

drag into anything…  From about 1.00 am till 4.30 when it started getting lighter, we 

were up on anchor watch. 

 

We had plenty of time to contemplate what we would do upon day break, depending 

on wind strength and direction.  We thought either: Maria Island, 30 miles SW, or a 

small beach in the Schouten Passage, or even back to Wineglass Bay. 

 

When we did leave the Chicken spot – so apt a name – at about 5.00am, the seas were 

not bad.  We could not point to Maria Island though, so we hugged the shore all the 

way around Schouten Passage and pulled into a small bay (Moreys Bay), a couple of 

hours later… Phew! 

 

We joined Bengie into bed for a few hours sleep.  What a way to end the year!  Wade 

surfaced at about 9.00am, and I did an hour later.  By then, we had checked the 

weather forecast on the internet and found we would get W-NW winds easing in the 

afternoon.  Anything with North in it makes this beach unsuitable, so we will need to 

move.  The options are: 1) back to Wineglass Bay, 2) give Maria Island another go.  

We will try Maria Island. 
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Some people might say “you had a close shave, take it easy”, and a little voice inside 

me agrees.  But at the same time, I would rather not have to backtrack to Wineglass 

Bay.  If, when we have rounded Schouten Island, we cannot point to Maria Island, we 

can always fall back on that! 

 

As it turned out, we were struggling to make headway against strengthening wind and 

chop around Schouten Island, when the coast guards announced gale warnings on the 

radio.  So we turned tail and four hours later are back at Wineglass Bay.  It was a nice 

sail with the wind on our tail - sad thing, but safe thing. 

 

We are both really tired and in need of well earned sleep. It is New Year’s Eve, but I 

doubt we will even make it to 9pm!  We have never been into wild celebrations. 

 

We both had a warm shower – freshly cleaned hair instead of salty mops tonight.  We 

are feeling the cold air tonight, so retreat early inside the cabin.  It is all calm in the 

bay.  There are six or seven boats, well spaced out.  We are comfortable at last. 
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1/1/09 

 

Gale force winds started early this morning.  But we lazed around in bed for a while, 

then made ourselves some bacon and eggs for breakfast.  Even though the wind is 

howling, it is a sunny day, so I decide to use some of the rain water we collected and 

do some hand washing.  The boat is turned into a Chinese laundry, but everything 

dries quickly. 

 

We read and take the sunshine on the back deck, then I decide we should go for a 

walk to the other side of the beach and climb up to the lookout for a panoramic view 

of our bay.  We need the exercise.  The trouble with living aboard is that you end up 

spending a lot of time sitting around if you don’t watch yourself.  Even though you do 

get more exercise on Medina than you think with the big steps in and out of the hulls 

and onto the decks, it is hardly enough to keep you fit. 

 

Anyway, we braved the tourists and climbed the steep track to the saddle on the Coles 

Bay track, then onto the lookout.  From there, we could see the isthmus between Great 

Oyster Bay and Wineglass on one side, Wineglass Bay itself with half a dozen yachts 

huddled in the far corner (Medina was the smallest yacht) then the broader opening to 

the ocean… very scenic, in fact breathtaking.  I can see why this spot is one of the 

most photographed places in Australia.   

 

 
 

It is gin o’clock when we get back at about 5pm, overcast and rather chilly.  We end 

up going to bed very early to keep warm. 
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2/1/09 

 

The wind is still howling from the SW.  It is very chilly although sunny.  We will be 

here again today and overnight.  We might have to go for another walk for something 

active to do – to Hazards Beach this time, across the isthmus. 

 

Wadie is threatening to do maintenance work on the tractor – oil change – yuk!  It 

would be easier to do this next to a jetty where you can get rid of the spent oil he 

collects in a jar and leave it in a rubbish bin, rather than on board.  But we need to 

look after our trusted engine. 

 

Come to think about it, it would be good to briefly get back to ‘civilisation’ to get rid 

of our rubbish, fill up with diesel and pick up a treat or two, then escape again.  We 

are about two days from Port Arthur.  We might get there on Sunday if we manage to 

leave for Maria Island tomorrow.  Wineglass Bay is beautiful, however it is time for a 

change of scenery.  Mind you, when we think about it, we have had at least a week of 

poor weather conditions on each voyage and this definitely beats being stuck in 

Grassy (on King Island) for seven days! 

 

We have internet access today; the signal is not strong enough for the internet phone, 

but good enough for email.  So we are giving ‘proof of life’ to friends and family.  It 

is nice to be able to keep in touch this year, less isolating.  I read Sue’s email.  I have 

been thinking about Lorraine and other deceased friends.  They are still with us, still 

alive in us.  Lorraine’s voice, her laugh, her wise words still resonate in me, and will 

forever.  We can’t create new memories together though, and it makes me sad.  And I 

can imagine how alone Sue feels, even with friends around.  Sadness for me comes in 

waves that swamp me, then retreat. 

 

 

 

 

Well, while I am in the cabin 

deep in thoughts, up on deck it is 

pandemonium for a while, as 

Wadie is doing the oil and filter 

change.  Very messy business, 

but he has to care for our trusted 

tractor. 

 

 

 

Another race yacht comes into the bay, gets close, then turns tail – must have taken 

one look at us with all our engine covers and stuff on deck and thought: “No, we’re 

not anchoring with this rif raf!” 
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By lunch time, we are ready to go for our walk across the isthmus, to Hazards Beach  

We clocked ourselves this time: 30 minutes to get to the other end of the bay, 20 

minutes to Hazards where the wind is coming straight onto the beach, making it cold 

and uncomfortable, and the same again for the return trip.  We are back by 2.45, a bit 

ravenous.  So we are ready for a delicious, albeit late, lunch of smoked salmon and 

boat grown alfalfa!  Yumbo! 

 

We have a quick chat to the crew of Freyr, a small wooden yacht who was anchored 

with us the previous time we were here.  We saw them sailing off as we went for our 

walk, but they returned and were anchoring as we got back.  “What was it like out 

there”, we ask, and the reply comes back “rough as guts”!  I guess we will wait until 

tomorrow to try to go South. 
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Sat 3/1/09 

 

We are on our way again -  early start this morning.  We lift the anchor by 6.30am and 

are out of Wineglass Bay by 7.00am.  The early morning light is soft on the cliffs and 

the motion of the boat gentle.  It is nice to be on the move, even though I complained 

when Wade got up at 5.45! 

 

By 9.30, we pass Cape Sonnerat at the southern end of Schouten Island, and we are 

headed for Maria Island and beyond, if the conditions allow it. 

 

We look back at the ‘Hen and Chicken’ Cove, thinking “let’s not stop there again”.  

Noticing the small lighthouse on top of the rocks, I say “I wonder why they have got a 

light there?” – to which Wadie replies “it’s so they can find where their chooks are”.  

Fair enough! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It is quite chilly out here, only 14o.  

Wade is in the corner of the cockpit, 

rugged up in his Musto jacket, 

sporting a rather big belly.  “Are you 

pregnant with something?” – “Yes, I 

have got a Bengie hiding in there!”  

She snuck in there while he was 

sitting, to get away from the cold 

wind… very cute, one green eye 

showing! 

 

 

 

By 12.30, we are going past Cape Mistaken, on Maria Island, and decide it is way too 

early to stop, so we make a heading for Fortescue Bay, 6.5 hours away.  We hope the 

wind picks up so we do it in less.  However the albatrosses sitting around in the water 

are not a good sign. 

 

It would be great if we could make it to Fortescue as there is an anchorage in Canoe 

Bay, within the larger bay, described as delightful and secluded.  However, if not, we 

have a fall back position: ‘Pirates Bay’, an hour or so earlier, and Wade likes the 

sound of that one too, or at least its name. 
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It is now 3pm, we are still motor-sailing as, despite a strong wind warning, there is 

still not enough to turn the engine off.  All of a sudden, we hear Radio Hobart asking 

a vessel whether they want to declare a Mayday!  This pricks our ears… we later hear 

the yacht has lost its 65 foot mast, is approaching the ‘Quarry’ and requires 

assistance…  God, it must be windy somewhere… where the hell is the Quarry?  A bit 

later, more of the story unfolds.  We hear the yacht is a Crowther – a build of 

Catamarans!  If you are going to lose your mast, it is better to be on a cat than a 

monohull, but still!  ‘Dauntless’, the Police vessel is coming to the rescue to help clear 

the wreckage and tow them to safety. 

 

It is 5pm now and we have been watching an amazing display from a couple of pods 

of dolphins.   

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

They stayed with us for at least 20 minutes, the longest we have ever seen, and treated 

us to somersaults, back flips and high jumps, obviously having fun and spurred along 

by our screams of delight and applauds.  Some of them were very large and had lots 

of scars and distinctive nicks on their fins.  They have left the boat now, but are still 

around us and heading South, as we are. 
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7pm – we are anchored in 

Canoe Bay. There is a 

catamaran and a fishing 

boat anchored in there. 

 

 

 

Looking out to Fortescue 

Bay, there are two race 

yachts anchored further 

out. 

 

 

 

 

This is a very peaceful and 

picturesque spot.  Canoe Bay 

is a nook off the main 

Fortescue Bay.  It is 

surrounded by tall eucalypts, 

right down to the shore.  It is 

totally calm, yet you can hear 

birds from the forest. There is 

wreck and behind it enough 

space for a couple of yachts. 

 

 
 

 

Just next to where we have anchored, a seal has been frolicking for a while, attracted 

by a craypot.  It has been pilfering the pot, stealing some fish or may be the bait, 

throwing it in the air, and playing with it.  Then a sea eagle flew in and perched in a 

tall tree, just above, no doubt observing with interest.  Finally, the eagle took a dive to 

the water, swooped above where the seal was, grabbed a large piece of fish with its 

talons, and flew away with the catch.  What a spectacle! The poacher was caught at its 

own game! 
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Sun 4/1/09 

 

No early rise for us this morning, and we did not even hear the other yachts leaving.  

By the time we surfaced at about 8.00am, we had the cove to ourselves.  The birds 

were chirping, the smell of the eucalypts was distinctive; it was sunny and very much 

felt like the ‘delightful’ anchorage described in the Tassie book. 

 

 

 

I think I would like to go 

back to Fortescue Bay.  

Even Bengie loved it.  

We found her sunning 

herself on the boom this 

morning, and last night 

she was watching the 

birds intently at the 

front, obviously 

comfortable and not 

wanting to come inside. 

 

 
 

 

By about 9.00am we headed off, bound for Port Arthur.  The cliffs around here are out 

of this world.  Vertical organ pipes of brownish red rock rise tall over the water in the 

midst of our traditional chalky cliffs with their horizontal sediment layers.  It is quite 

majestic.  Some pillars stand alone like fingers.  The colours go from reddish brown 

for the pillars, to ochre.  The water is incredibly deep here.  We got to 99 meters and 

our depth sounder gave up.  When it gets to 100, it spits the dummy and displays 4 

meters… a bit off putting! 
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This would have to be the most spectacular stretch of coast I have ever seen: so much 

worth the long passages. 

 

At long last, Wadie has named the tractor: Terrence!  All we can say is “thank god for 

Terrence”, as you have guessed it, we are motor-sailing again.  The sea is flat and 

there is hardly any wind.  So when we say motor-sailing, we mean we have the main 

up, but it is not contributing a great deal to our forward speed! 
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We are rounding Cape Pillar and Cathedral Rock, both true to their names.  The cliffs 

are even taller, with a lighthouse perched at the top of the pillars, where it is totally 

flat, as if sheered by some giant stonemason. 

 

As we check the charts, I realise that the cliff with the lighthouse on it is in fact 

Tasman Island.  Wade says we can go around it, or through the gap in the middle… 

through the gap it is! 

 

 

 

 

 

We line ourselves up and 

go between the Cape and 

Tasman Island.  It is a 

narrow passage and 

shallow too, only 7 

meters in places, from 

over 70 meters out in the 

open, so it is quite rough 

but so awesome. 
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We go past some rocks, covered with seals sunning themselves in the sunshine.  

Between them and the bird poo, it smells, and Bengie is out on deck, sniffing and 

gawking at the beasties!  Don’t fall in the water here, puss! 
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And now, a pod of dolphins has joined our bow, doing big jumps out of the water 

under Bengie’s watchful gaze.  She is very curious and gets out on the front deck for a 

closer look.  But it is very bouncy and I worry about her losing her footing and falling 

overboard.  It is not so much the dolphins and the rough water that concern me, it is 

the seals that are also swimming around us and would make a meal of her! 

 

Once we have gone around the Tasman Peninsula and followed its rugged coast line, 

we enter the waters of Port Arthur.  It is good to get out of the very choppy and swelly 

waters.  We were both starting to feel a bit off colour.  A few Vitawheats and cheese 

did not go astray.  The Port Arthur settlement is at the end of a very long bay.  It takes 

over an hour to get in.  After the grandiose scenery we have been through, the cliffs 

along the western edge of the bay appear diminutive and the landscape more serene 

with rounded green hills. 

 

We are hoping to find a spot to tie up to on the jetty, to make refuelling, rewatering, 

etc, easier.  But I think we might be a bit optimistic on a Sunday afternoon!  Still, 

there should be plenty of space to anchor if we have to, and we can use Nutmeg to get 

us ashore.  And I was wrong, we did get a spot on the jetty opposite the ruins of Port 

Arthur.  The arrival as the ruins come into view is awesome and we are so lucky we 

are able to tie up right opposite this stunning scenery. 

 

 
 

The grandeur of the site, the history that surrounds it, really make this a very special 

destination. 
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Having not been ashore in two weeks, Bengie is keen to leap onto the jetty.  But we 

try to dissuade her.  She is a hit with other yachties and tourists as usual. 

 

We go for a walk around a couple of the bays and buy ourselves a ticket to the Ghost 

tour tonight.  When we get back to the boat, the sea breeze is blowing and it is very 

rock and rolly on board.  And the fisherman at the end of the pier is trying to shift a 

huge anchor with a hydraulic crane at the end of his tow truck.  The anchor is right on 

the edge and we watch nervously.  I am thinking “if he drops this f…ing big anchor 

on our deck, it will sink us!” 

 

As he often likes to do, Wade chats to the locals and after a while asks innocently 

“where do you reckon we can get some diesel around here?”  The fisherman offers 

him a lift to the petrol station.  Armed with four jerry cans, they disappear, only to 

come back a quarter of an hour later with one filled jerry can and the rest empty.  Not 

only had one petrol station ran out of diesel, but so did the other one they tried!  Never 

mind, we still have a full tank and now a spare can to top it up.  We have also topped 

up with fresh water and got rid of our rubbish.  So all is good. 

 

And we have phoned our respective folks on the internet phone, since we had a strong 

signal.  No mobile contact, but that did not matter in the end.  It was great talking to 

my Mum and Dad, and Elaine seemed pleased to be able to chat to Wade.  It seems 

our brief emails telling a few friends and family where we are and how we are 

progressing are worthwhile.  Maps and books are out to track our voyage. 

 

With the weather forecast for the next few days predicting W to NW winds, we are 

unlikely to make it to Hobart.  It is still quite a distance away and we would need 

Southerlies to sail North into Storm Bay and up the Derwent.  The next three days 

won’t allow this, then we need a full day’s sail to reach Hobart, leaving us only two 

weeks to get all the way back to the Lakes.  Neither of us feels like rushing and 

cutting it fine. 

 

So instead, we will enjoy the surrounding coves within Port Arthur waters, and start 

our trip back up the coast as soon as the wind allows. 
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5/1/09 

 

Well the Ghost Tour last night was nothing to write home about, just lots of different 

stories of apparitions in different parts of the settlement.  But it was something novel 

to do and Port Arthur by night is quite eerie.  The ambience is very different in the 

dark, with the gruesome past appearing more vivid and unsettling, and the ruins lit up 

in a phantasmagorical way. 

 

This morning, all the other fishing boats have left, so we have shifted Medina to the 

other side of the pier, to be a little more out of the way of the big cruise ship and chop.  

Port Arthur is deserted and peaceful.  The tourists haven’t arrived yet.  It is a treat to 

have this historic site to ourselves.  We walk through the grounds and the 

remembrance gardens established after the infamous Port Arthur massacre. 

 

Our walk takes us out of the park to the top of the hill where the service station is 

located.  We want to find out when they are likely to get diesel.  We find that they 

might in the afternoon.  While we are up there, we stop at a lovely little café come 

gallery called Eucalypt, for a very nice cappuccino and cake. 

  

As we walk back to the pier, we meet one of the tourist guides, Lindsay, and have a 

chat.  He kindly offers us his car to get to the next town with our three jerry cans.  He 

has given the servo a call, they have plenty of diesel!  We can’t get over how kind and 

helpful people are.  So we now have full tanks, picked up some fresh vegies whilst we 

were at it, and half a dozen Crownies for Lindsay. 

 

When we got back to Medina, we chatted with the skipper of one of the racing yachts 

now tied up where we were yesterday.  They did the West Coaster – Melbourne to 

Hobart via the West coast of Tassie.  This race is renowned for its wild conditions – 

often tougher than the Sydney to Hobart.  When Wade asked him how he had 

performed and whether he was happy with his placement, he had a nice grin and 

announced they had won!  He also told us about how rough the ocean was, with huge 

waves as tall as their mast and their boat clocking up 38 knots an hour!  Scary 

monsters!  Why do people put themselves and their gear through such horrible 

conditions? 
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We have now sailed across to 

Safety Cove, at the entrance of 

the Port Arthur Bay, where we 

are anchored for the night, in a 

good position for an early 

escape tomorrow morning.  

Bengie is fixated on catching a 

moth fluttering on the boom.  

She is standing, stretching to 

reach…  Bengie the long! 

 

 

It is blustery outside, so I come in to the cabin, feeling like doing some drawing.  A 

feather from Bengie’s collection offers a good subject for a quick practice.  It is funny 

how seeing some art work in a gallery can often spur me to capture a few ideas. 

 

While I am in an arty farty mood, Wade has his own unique ideas for past time.  As he 

often does once we have anchored somewhere, he jumps overboard for a quick swim 

and check of the anchor.  He then comes back on board, dries himself and announces: 

“well dear, I have had a swim, I’m clean, no clothes on, and ready for action.  I can 

either get close and personal with you, or see if I can catch a flathead”… to which I 

respond: “Go and fish”. 



41 

 
 

 

When we look out from where we are anchored, we can see Black Head on the 

Tasman Peninsula and the craggy pillars of Snobby’s Rock at the Southern end of 

Tasman Island.  It looks and is quite wild with the strong wind blowing.  I think: “we 

have reached our half way mark”. We are about level with the top half of Bruny 

Island.  It is a long way south, much further south than Hobart.  We have done really 

well to get this far, even if we have not gone all the way back up to Hobart.  In the 

end, it was on our ‘to get to list’ to say we have done it, more than anything!  Some 

other time… Better to have more time to cruise around Flinders Island, than to spend 

it in downtown Hobart. 

 

We have plenty of new places to see on the way back up, as well as leaving ample 

opportunities for future adventures on other voyages.  We get a sense of achievement 

and contentment.  And we are only half way! 
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Tues 6/1/09 

 

The day started very early this morning, at 5.30am, to enable us to get around Tasman 

Island while the wind was not too strong, and the seas manageable.  There is a strong 

wind warning from the NW and a choice of a few ‘bail out’ anchorages along the 

way, depending on how things are going.  As we leave Port Arthur, the sky over 

Tasman Island is a deep pink.  “Red skies in the morning, sailors’ warning”  I sing 

out. 

 

We round Tasman Island rather than cut through the gap between it and Cape Pillar.  

It would be way too rough this time.  The depth sounder registers 103 meters then 

gives up and shows its usual 4 meters.  I wonder how deep it really is. 

 

 
 

 

Once around Cape Pillar, we head north, and can point, so we have the jib, the staysail 

and the main up, with the tractor helping as it is still early in the day and the NW is 

gentle. 
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As we near Fortescue Bay, we admire the Lanterns guarding the entrance to the bay, 

and the Totem Pole and Candle Stick standing tall.  These are iconic cliffs, accessible 

only be sea.  They attract intrepid climbers from all over the world.  I bet our French 

nephew David would love to add these to his ‘must climb’ list!  

 

We go past Fortescue Bay and keep going.  The wind is slowly picking up.  As we 

progress up the coast, we are sailing well and turn the engine off.  By the time we are 

level with Pirates Bay, the wind is strong, there are lots of white caps and we are 

doing 7.4 knots, with gusts reaching 20 to 25 knots… time to reduce the jib… one 

reef in, then two, then a little more.  I wonder whether we should reef the main too.  

The helm feels balanced and we are going well, but when those gusts come, we get 

plastered! 

 

By now we are passing Cape Surville.  We are closer to the cliffs so it is less choppy, 

but we get very swirly winds around the cape – from nothing at all to sudden bullets.  

The engine is back on to help us get past this point, then we are on our way again.  It 

is about 11.30am. Looks like we could make an easy heading for Maria Island, but it 

is still a few hours sailing with a strong wind warning…  or we need to start turning 

more into wind and make a heading for Lagoon Bay, just short of Cape Fredrick 

Hendrick. 

 

All of a sudden, I hear Wade saying: “oh, oh, oh, the main has got to come down”.  I 

look up, not sure of why… have we put a tear in it?  I have turned into wind, engaged 

the engine, asking Wade “what’s happened?”, but not getting any reply. 
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The decision as to where we are going next is made, and Wade finally announces that 

the main’s traveller has lifted off the deck!  Shit… we had that happen once on our 

little trailer sailer, Felix, but on Medina?  Are we pushing her too hard? Should we 

have had a reef in the main? Is she too fragile for this type of weather?  The answer to 

all these questions is probably yes.  I catch myself thinking we need a stronger yacht, 

but then we also need to be more conservative. 

 

So we limp into Lagoon Bay by 1.30pm.  Terrence the tractor came to the rescue 

again… 32 miles, 8 hours, rather poor average speed today!   

 

The afternoon is spent running repairs.  Wade cleans up and planes the strip where the 

traveller should sit, and I clean up the traveller itself and all the self tappers.  I would 

have thought it would have been bolted into the deck, but here you go…  Once that is 

done, Wadie prepares the epoxy and refits the traveller to the deck.  We clean up the 

mess and the array of tools.  By then it is after 5pm. 

 

  
 

The southerly change has come early.  We could follow it, particularly since we 

would do this on the jib alone and would not need to use the main… but somehow I 

think we have pushed our luck enough for one day. 

 

Wadie has rigged up a makeshift tie down for the boom, so the repairs to the traveller 

have a few days to dry and fully set.  It will work well enough to get us home. 

 

When we chat about all this, Wade says he thought the traveller would have been 

bolted down, not put down with a whole lot of self-tapers.  May be it is a job for when 

we get back and have had a chat to James, the shipwright.  All the repairs James has 

done are with epoxy.  This boat is held together with glue! 

 

From now on, we want winds on our bottom… following winds and seas please! 
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Now that the work is done and the wind has abated, we take stock of our 

surroundings.  Lagoon Bay is a nice little anchorage; it is a broad, sheltered cove with 

its entrance restricted by kelp beds.  There are low lying rolling green hills 

surrounding the bay, with one small farm overlooking the beach.  It is quiet and 

secluded.  Only one fishing boat is anchored there with us. 

 



46 

Wed 7/1/09 

 

We are on our way again, motor-sailing toward Maria Island.  It is a calm day: sunny 

although some clouds about, very little swell, just a gentle motion.  We are hoping to 

sail past Maria Island, onto Schouten Island. 

 

I am sitting in the cockpit, bird books out, studying the pictures of albatrosses.  We 

have observed different types on this trip: the grey browed, which looks like a little 

torpedo, the black browed, my favourite, with a dark eye, and the very large shy 

albatross.  They are so beautiful to watch when they soar, using the swell, waves and 

wind gusts to keep them flying effortlessly, meandering, banking their wings, never 

flapping.  I would not mind trying to capture this in a quilt. May be this can be my 

next big project. 

 

 

 

Whilst I am sitting with the 

books laid out around me, 

Bengie is getting agitated.  “I 

want a cuddle… I want to come 

and sit on your lap, but you’ve 

got all this stuff around you and 

take no notice of me. I know, I’ll 

just plonk myself on top of it 

all”.  So I abandon my bird 

study, retrieve the books from 

under her belly, and sit quietly 

with a purring beastie on my lap. 

 

 

 

Wade is doing a Sudoku, trying to conquer a hard one that has challenged him for a 

few days. 

 

We have a gentle sail with the autopilot on, and go and sit at the bow.  It is quiet, 

sunny and very pleasant.  All we can hear is the lapping of the waves and the gentle 

breeze in the sail.  We are sunning ourselves, thinking this is rather nice, until Wadie 

checks the speedo and announces we are only doing two knots.  At this rate it would 

take us 6 1/2 hours to get to Schouten Passage! 

 

Terrence gets turned on again and we motor on for a few hours.  Wadie tries to catch a 

fish, but has no luck.  I take a nap in the cabin for an hour or so.  While I am asleep, 

Wade has a nice little sail as the wind picks up.  In fact it is the noise of the engine 

being turned on that wakes me up.  By then, we have reached Schouten Island and go 

around it to anchor in a little cove, nicely protected from the NE through to SW. 

 

Tomorrow the forecast is for Southerlies, so we are hoping to get to Bicheno for a rest 

and a little look around town.  
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8/1/09 

 

It is my sister Véro’s birthday.  I will try to ring her tonight.   

 

The Southerly came last night together with some rain.  Good, it has cleaned the decks 

and the clears!  We wake up with the rock and rolling…. No lazing around in bed 

when it is threatening to roll you out of it!  Quick breakfast and we leave our 

anchorage by 8.30am. We are all rugged up as the SW makes it chilly: gloves, hat, sea 

boots and Musto jackets on…. 

 

We turn the engine off within 20 minutes of leaving, and are sailing well under the jib 

alone.  Ah, the comfort of following winds and seas.  It’s smooth, it’s fast, it’s 

excellent! 

 

As we are going along, we notice a seagull trying to pick up something from the 

ocean.  She has a few goes at it then gives up.  We realise it is a bird floating with its 

legs up in the air.  Wadie thinks it’s having a rest.  I think it’s doing an impersonation 

of a dead wombat! 

 

Some of the gusts are strong – up to 23 knots – and the sea choppy as we pass 

Wineglass Bay.  But then it settles nicely as we move further away from the coast, 

around 14 or 15 knots.  Time to raise the main with a reef in this time.  We are 

cautious now! 

 

We have a good sail and only need to turn the engine on for the last hour or so, which 

seems endless.  The closer you get to your destination, the slower the wind gets.  It’s a 

rule.  It always takes for ever to cover the last little stretch.  By 2.30pm we have 

anchored at Bicheno.  
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Straight away Wade surveys the surroundings with the binoculars and spots a dive 

shop.  Good, I will be able to get a replacement dive knife for the one I lost in 

Wineglass Bay, and will get Wade a dive bag, as the one he has got is ancient and full 

of holes.  It is a wonder he manages to keep any of his catch in there! 

 

Got the diving bits, also found the bakery, a small supermarket where we got a couple 

of treats, the launderette, but it was closing too early for us…. busy little place.  There 

were cars everywhere.  It was either peak hour traffic at Bicheno or us no longer very 

traffic wise! 

 

We are now back on Medina, it’s starting to spit.  It is a bit early for sundowners, but 

what the heck… nothing better to do.  Bengie nearly jumped off the back of the boat 

when she chased the rolled up sticky price tag I was mistakenly throwing overboard…  

Oops, I will have to remember she fetches anything that moves!  Poor little kitty cat.  

She looked a bit distressed as she climbed back up the back step. 

 

Not feeling like sausages or smoked turkey for dinner again, I complain that we get to 

a place like Bicheno, and don’t take the opportunity to go out for a meal… So Wadie 

buckles under pressure, gets the dinghy out again and we are off the Rose’s Café.  It is 

a small restaurant which happens to be run by a team of French people on a working 

visa.  So I speak French with them.  We order some oysters to share, Wadie choses a 

fisherman’s basket and I get some scallops… nice… and all this with chamber music 

– a young guy playing his cello -  very mellow, mournful sound.  Well worth it, 

despite having to put our feet in the cold water to get into Nutmeg!   

 

And of course, upon our return on board, it’s Bengie’s crazy hour.  She runs around 

the cockpit and on the top, trying as usual to climb up the mast, all fluffed up and 

menacing, but really just having fun.  It is always a bit of a game trying to get her 

back inside the cabin before the mozzies get in. 
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But I play with her for a while and enjoy the scenery.  The bay is quite lovely in the 

soft evening light.  There are half a dozen fishing boats moored together, another 

yacht, and us.  It is all quiet, just a few people fishing off the rocks.   

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

By 9.15pm it is dark, Bengie gets in of her own accord, we close the cabin doors and 

are off to bed shortly afterwards.   

 

We go to bed early, but we are up early too!  Wade is already warning that we have a 

6 o’clock start tomorrow morning to get to St Helens before the wind turns northerly.  

It is only 35 miles, so about 7 hours, but it will be a race. 
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Fri 9/1/09 

 

Wadie is up super early this morning, when he hears one of the fishermen moving at 

5.00am.  He checks the weather on the internet, which is all fine, then he starts 

clambering around the engine, making a hell of a racket, to check the oil and diesel.  

Up until then, I am still in bed pretending nothing is happening, just grumbling.  But 

then he turned the tractor on… that was it, I could not ignore it anymore and had to 

get up!  We were on our way by 6.00am. 

 

Although it is hard to get out of the warm bed, it is actually nice setting off early.  The 

conditions are gentle, the sun is out but the light is soft and even though we are motor-

sailing, it is very peaceful.   

 

By 7.30 we are going past Long Point.  Hours later, we pass Wardlaws Point.  We 

noticed this pink house on the way down, a huge monstrosity that sits out on its one 

like a sore thumb.  Wadie christened it the Ponderosa.  It is funny how some people 

build a place that is totally at odds with its surrounding.  In contrast, a little further on, 

we see another house with interesting angles, and quite large too, but the materials 

and colours blend in with the rocks and bushes, much more in sync with the 

environment. 

 

The coast in these parts is less dramatic than down South: tree covered hills with 

timber down to the water, except for a little skinny strip of cleared land.  No more 

towering cliffs. 

 

We see many pods of small dolphins.  They look different to the ones we saw the 

other day: smaller and darker, nearly black on top. I wonder whether they are separate 

types or whether the large pod we saw earlier this week was a group of big males. 

 

By about 12.30, we are approaching the entrance to St Helens.  Wade gets on the 

radio to the Coast Guard to get some instructions on where to cross the bar, which is 

notoriously bad.  The coastguard gives us the coordinates of a point – “keep about 80 

meters starboard of this and come straight in”!... And it’s time for a wee over the side 

for Wadie after that – we always get a bit tense with bar crossings, particularly in a 

spot we have never been to.  The waypoint is entered into the Navman, and we are 

ready to go. 
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I don’t think the instructions were quite correct, as we ended up having to move North 

of the waypoint in a hurry to cross the bar where the water was not breaking!  Wade’s 

quick manoeuvring saved the day.  At 1.30pm we are in, we have crossed the bar, but 

the scary bits are not over; we then have to make our way across to a rock wall and 

follow it closely to join the channel into George Bay.  We have come in at the worst 

possible time: at low tide, as low as it can get.  We motor over a spot with only one 

meter depth… scary monsters.   We are going to bottom out any second… which way 

do we go now?  I read the Tassie book instructions aloud again: “Stay close to the 

wall!”  We hug it so close we could touch it!  Phew, we are in 3 meters again! 
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On the rock wall, there are a few people in full dive gear walking along like ducks 

with their flippers on.  There must be some good fishing around here!  They definitely 

win the funny walk award! 

 

It is now 3pm.  We are tied up on a floating pontoon at St Helens marina.  We have 

time to check out the town… found the launderette, the bakery, the fishing tackle 

shop, the restaurant for tonight – not far to go as we have selected a fish restaurant on 

a barge at the wharf. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

Having paid our dues at the marina - $24 for a night, with power, water, but no other 

facilities (how about loos and showers, guys?), we are recharging everything, logging 

onto the net, using their trolleys to pick up extra diesel, just in case, filling up with 

water… trying to get our money’s worth. 

 

I had a good chat to Véro and then to my parents on the internet phone.  It is so good 

to be in contact with them regularly and they are following our progress on their maps 

and books. 

 

It looks like we will be in St Helens for a few days as the Southerly we expected on 

Sunday night will be only weak and revert to NE by Monday morning. 
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Sat 10/1/09 

 

This is a ‘chores’ day, but actually very pleasant.  We get all the washing done at the 

launderette and while we are waiting for our clothes, we go for a wonder and a coffee 

– beautiful creamy cappuccino, so much nicer than instant coffee!  We walk through a 

market where I find a pretty scarf.  Wadie can’t resist the fish tackle shop and buys 

himself a new rod and a few lures.  He is bound to catch a flathead now!  We stop at 

the Tourist Information Centre to get some ideas of things to do around the area.  

Since it looks like we might be here until Tuesday or Wednesday, we might hire a car 

and have a wonder around on Sunday or Monday. 

 

Wadie writes a few emails and I am updating the journal, when all of a sudden we 

hear this big splash in the water. We both race out, thinking Bengie has fallen 

overboard.  My heart is thumping as I look for her in the water.  I call out for her, 

Wade is on the pontoon and can’t see her either…  then I look around the cockpit…  

there she is, playing with the fishing rod, quietly chewing on the line and sinker!  She 

gave me such a fright!  I don’t know what that splash was in the end. 

 

  
 

There are lots of oysters around the bay on the rocks, some are huge, bigger than your 

hand.  Wade opens one – looks revolting to me. I can’t help thinking of a giant green 

snot… yuk.  But up a bit further along, we find some small ones, Pacific Oysters – 

now that’s eatable!  We collect a few in our bucket and come back to the pontoon, 

where armed with a screw driver and hammer, Wadie opens them up and we have a 

small tasting.  I can’t help thinking back at when my parents came to Australia and we 

had a similar feast on the back beach at Stanley in NW Tasmania. 

 

By now, it is gin o’clock.  We have decided to stay at the marina for another night as 

it was blowing pretty strongly this afternoon and we did not feel like moving 

anywhere else.  Tonight we will have a barbecue ashore and a hot shower at the public 

toilet block. 
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Sun 11/1/09 

 

Sunny calm day today – we will be able to move to an anchorage in George Bay, but 

not before I have had a nice coffee in town.  As usual, Wade checks the weather 

forecast on the internet.  All of a sudden I hear an excited “oh, Sweetie, we can go”.  

It looks like we will have a small window to leave on Monday.  It will be SW in the 

morning, then go variable in the afternoon, and NW by evening, by which time we 

should have reached Jamieson Bay on Cape Barren Island and be sheltered there!  

Perfect!  We might have to motor a bit in the afternoon, but it is better than being 

forced to stay for another three days in St Helens.  Nice spot, but… 

 

We need to get closer to the bar today, or find a sheltered anchorage outside, may be 

in Skeleton Bay or in Garden Cove, at the northern end of Binalong Bay.  Wade chats 

to one of the local yachties to get some advice.  It would be great to stay in a new spot 

this afternoon and definitely better to do the hour and a half motor to the bar today, so 

it is a quick get away tomorrow. 

 

And the verdict: come out, drag out some sail and see if we can point to Binalong Bay 

or Eddystone Point, then head off North at sparrows.  So we leave St Helens, motor 

out of George Bay, follow the channel out, this time easier to see and with higher tide, 

cross the bar and raise the sails.  We can’t point to Eddystone, but can get further 

North than Binalong Bay…  We end up having a nice little sail to Seaton Cove, where 

we anchor by 12.30.  It is rolly, but sheltered from the north through to the south west.  

We are surrounded by granite boulders covered with orange lichen – very picturesque.  

The roll is quite bad.  God knows what it would be like in a monohull! 
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We have been discussing the ‘boat after Medina’ subject a fair bit - what we could 

afford Vs what we would like.  We still have a few years to go, cruising annually at 

this time of year and for this, Medina will suffice.  But once we have left work and 

decide to go cruising seriously and live aboard for extended periods, we need 

something better.  The trouble is that a larger cat would cost us too much.  We would 

have to sell one of the houses and as Wade says, it is dumb to sell an asset to buy a 

toy.  So the more we think, the more we are considering other affordable options, like 

a 40 feet + mono, central cockpit, or even a trimaran…  But whatever it ends up 

being, it would have to be stronger than Medina, not sail like a slug, have at least one 

full size double bed (none of this V berth business), and more capacity for carrying 

decent amounts of fresh water and diesel, to give us the range needed for more 

‘independent’ cruising.  It’s good to dream.  We will keep an eye on ‘Trade A Boat’ 

as with the financial crisis, some bargains could come up! 

 

We laze around in the sunshine for a while,  The sun has quite a bite to it, but it is nice 

to feel the heat after the last few chilly days.  After a while we both get a bit bored and 

decide to go for a dive.  The tide is low now, there is a lot of kelp around, so there 

might be some good things to catch… 

 

Well, the dive was short as the water was murky and the kelp made it a bit daunting, 

at least for me… there was some bull kelp, thick and rigid, and lots of long ribbons 

that tended to wrap themselves in the air hoses… very off putting. 

 

Later on, we listen to some exchanges on the radio between the Police and the Coast 

Guards.  They were looking for something in Binalong Bay, just South from us, but 

would not broadcast what it was.  There was a small plane circling round, two boats 

looking, including the Police launch Relentless, and talks of an ‘incident’. 

 

Then all of a sudden, ‘Relentless’, the police boat, turned up alongside us at 7.00pm to 

advise us that there is a large shark in the area – 5 metres – and that a 14 years old girl 

on a surf board had been attacked in Binalong bay!  They suggested we did not go 

swimming.  We have just been! It explains the talk of ‘incident’ and the plane 

circling.  It would be interesting if the shark came around to this cove, although 5 

metres is over half our length.  It was nice of the cops to come over to tell us…  We 

are not sure how injured the girl is, but the shark apparently took a large bite out of 

her surf board… scary monster!   

 

We are having dinner in the cockpit, looking out over the water.  The cops even said it 

was not advisable to get into the dinghy – not that we would, especially in Nutmeg, 

the slippery queen of instability.  We are scanning the water and the horizon, looking 

for an elusive shark fin.  Better keep an eye on Bengie too, it is getting near her ‘race 

around like a mad cat’ time. 
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No sharks in sight, but interesting cloud formations! They look like the beginning of 

water spouts. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

A few days later, I found out that the girl had been very lucky.  She did not lose any 

limb, but ended up with some 200 stitches.  Apparently, the story was all over the 

news.
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12/1/09 

 

Beautiful early morning start: It is 5.30am.  The moon is still out in the mauve sky. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

There is something about dolphins that is irresistible.  They are so playful, graceful in 

the water, such social, fun animals.  It is now 10.30 and we are surrounded by them.  

They are coming from everywhere, charging at us at great speed, then playing at our 

bow.  There are females with babies, some as small as only half a meter.  There are 

youngsters, bounding with energy.  There are frisky couples doing naughty things in 

the water, belly to belly.  It is an absolutely amazing spectacle.  Then the seals join in.  

We have never seen anything like it.  And then a beautiful flying fish comes past, 

trying to stay out of the water as long as it can, with its tail flicking on the surface to 

extract a few more meters in the air. 
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I am reading extracts of the journal aloud to Wade.  “Have I left anything out?”   

Wadie immediately  complains that I have not even mentioned the disappearance of 

the blue towel, otherwise known as the boat rag.  So here we go: Ode to the Blue 

Towel. 

 

It was Wadie’s favourite boat rag, 

Passed down to him from his Mum; 

Too old for the bathroom, 

Too good to be thrown away, 

Perfect for the task of cleaning Medina. 

 

It mopped water, diesel and engine spills, 

Antifoul from our dirty feet. 

It even impersonated a stingray once, 

And got rescued at Deal Island. 

 

But yesterday it passed away quietly, 

When nobody was looking, 

Sunk in St Helens harbour. 

We’re now looking for its successor. 

 

  

 

 

2.30pm – We have made it to Jamieson Bay at the SE extremity of Cape Barren 

Island.  It is such a beautiful anchorage with its turquoise waters and orange granite 

boulders.  There are two fishing boats anchored there too. 

 

Wadie tried to catch fish with his new plastic fantastic lures – but  complains they 

don’t work.  The fishing boats are hauling them in, but poor Wadie is not catching 

anything.  I bet they are using real smelly bait.  But he does not like using the stinky 

stuff, and I can’t say I like having it in the fridge!  So it’s canned tuna for tonight! 

 

We all had a snooze this afternoon: Wadie in the cabin, me in the sunshine, Bengie on 

the captain’s chair.  We are a bunch of ‘lazy good for nothings’. 

 

The fishing boats move a bit further out for the night.  One is called Weeroona – 

sounds familiar – we might have come across it last year.  Just on dusk, we decide to 

move to the other end of the beach, as the NE change is supposed to come in during 

the night. 
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Cruising the Furneaux Group 
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13/1/09 

 

We are by ourselves, this morning.  The fishing boats left early.  We laze around in 

bed until 9.30am.  Reading in bed is a small luxury. 

 

Mid morning, one of the fishing boats re-appears and comes alongside us.  It is 

Weeroona.   

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

We recognise the fisherman.  He looks like Ned Kelly.  He shouts: “Haven’t I seen 

you last year?” – “Yes, it was at Babel Island.  We try to go cruising in these waters 

every year”. He replies that not many people do and settles for a chat.   

 

He has his wife and two little boys on board.  We ask him if he has got a cray for us, 

and of course out comes a beastie…  We hand over a bucket, ask how much.  The 

usual ‘nothing’ comes back, but we hand them a twenty.  “We are not allowed to sell 

them to you”.  “You are not selling it, you are getting some beer money”.  We have a 

good chat to them for a while.  He tells us about his difficulty getting a good decky, 

how the season is going… friendly people.  There are based in Launceston, out on a 

small holiday together for a few more days.  The other fishing boat which was 

anchored with him yesterday is his father’s. 
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Ooh!  Feast tonight.  We will be 

able to break the champers and eat 

our cray in style. 

 

 

 

 

We find out a bit more about Kent Bay… although we thought it would only be 

suitable in northerlies, Ned Kelly tells us that it may look very open, but with the sand 

banks and rocks, it works in southerlies too.  Good, we might be able to spend a 

couple of nights there.  Two years ago, another yacht told us it was a great anchorage 

and I have been wanting to get there ever since! 

 

We leave Jamieson Bay at about 2.00pm after a pleasant and lazy morning.  We have 

a good sail up to Passage Point, going past a couple of bays similar to the one we just 

left.  We have timed our arrival at the ‘Sea Lions Narrows’ to get through the gap 

with the tide.  However we find that the further we get into the Narrows, the stronger 

the current – against us - in fact 4.5 knots against us!  We make painfully slow 

progress through there and have Terrence running very hard.  We are going at  6 knots 

through the water, but only half a knot on the GPS.  It is however a very scenic route.  

Once through the passage, we follow our GPS track in between the shoals of Kent 

Bay.  We have entered a series of coordinates in the GPS and made a route to 

meander our way in.  Once at Kent Rocks, we find our way through the shoals to 

Nautilus Cove.  We had to get there,  I just love the name!  We anchor in 2 meters of 

water, still a long way from the beach, and Wade decides to use his new $2 

fisherman’s anchor, the one he bought on e-bay and got Sue and Lorraine to pick up!  

The wind is still blowing reasonably strong, at about 15 knots, but the sea is flat, so 

we will be comfortable here.  Of course, being the first time we use this anchor, 

Wadie has to dive on it to check how it is lying! 
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Kent Bay is a vast bay with a high rocky range to the East: Mount Kerford.  It is quite 

beautiful and feels very remote.  The wind has eased now.  We are savouring our 

crayfish and champagne in the sunshine… scrumptious and decadent! 

 

I wonder what the weather will be like tomorrow.  It will probably go something like: 

“Securité, securité, securité, this is Victor Mike Romeo, Coast Guard Tamar (it has 

changed from Tamar Sea Rescue, but still has Bryn’s Welsh tones), with a strong 

wind warning”. 

 

The wind is due to go SE tomorrow evening, so we might take a short hop to 

Kangaroo Bay, on Clarke Island, just the other side of ‘Middle Bank Strait’, between 

Cape Barren and Clarke Islands – another new anchorage. 

 

It is 9.00pm, and I am tidying up the bed – better late than never!  I shake the pillow 

and find Wadie’s stash under his.  There is one hanky, no, two, to be sure to be sure, 

and a small torch.  “What do you want this for?” I ask.  “It’s just so I have all my 

safety equipment handy”.  He gets into bed, then 10 minutes later, gets up and – using 

the torch – goes to check how many amps the windy machine is putting in.  “Dear, a 

whole amp!”  Well, I could not have gone to sleep without knowing that bit of info! 

 



64 

14/1/09 

 

It is blowing a gale this morning, and we are quite exposed, so far from the beach.  

We listen to the forecast, and sure enough, it is our favourite ‘securite’ - strong wind 

warning.  Wade announces “we need to move; we will try behind Kent Rocks”.  So 

off we go for a 20 minutes motor, and anchor in 4 meters of water right against the 

shore.  Should have gone there in the first place!  It is protected, we could just about 

swim to shore if the water was not so cold and the current a bit too strong. 

 

After breakfast, we put Nutmeg in the water.  Wade wants me to tow him to where 

our anchor is, so he can check how it is lying.  There is a lot of current here.  Trouble 

is, in all the time we have had the little Honda engine, I have never driven Nutmeg.  I 

normally just row it.  I am not really keen on learning to manoeuvre in 15 knots wind, 

2 knots of current and a body dragging on the side of our unstable craft.  So we motor 

to the shore instead, and go for a short walk.  It is a tiny beach, the water does not feel 

as cold, probably because the bay is shallow.   

 

Then we get back to Nutmeg and Wadie suggests I have a practice at driving it 

around.  Now, I have a little secret: I really don’t like Nutmeg very much; it is as 

slippery as a soap cake at the bottom of the shower.  Add to it a nervy little engine 

that turns on too much power at the slightest squeeze of the accelerator, and turns you 

on a dime, making you lose your balance, and you have a recipe for disaster with me 

at the helm!  After much cursing I come back to try to pick up Wadie.  He hangs over 

one side and I just about topple into the water.  “Nah… let go of the boat” I say, “let 

go of it” I say again… Wadie is still hanging on…”F… it”, I am not doing this!  You 

can drive the thing back”.  Mistake!  Wade climbs back into Nutmeg and we come 

that close to ending up upside down it is not funny.  “You should learn this; just 

practice” Wadie says.  To which I respond, “yeah, but it won’t be today”.  Temper!  

Time for a cooling dip at the back of Medina! 

 

The NW wind is really warm.  There is brilliant sunshine.  We alternate between 

sunbaking on the deck and falling into the cool water.  Early in the afternoon, the 

wind shifts Westerly and Wade decides it is time to go across to Clarke Island, 

Kangaroo Bay.  It is just across the strait, but the wind is on our nose.  We motor all 

the way for an hour or so, and sneak into Kangaroo Bay in 2 meters of water over a 

long strip of sand. The water is turquoise. 
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As the warm afternoon passes and we alternate between reading in the sunshine and 

jumping over the side, we notice the tide is going down, and down… By 5pm we can 

walk around Medina with water to our chest – still floating.  But there is another 3 

hours of tide and we agree we might end up sitting flat on the sandy bottom, so Wadie 

lifts the engine out of the water.  By 6pm, we are still floating – just – enjoying a 

drink.  I have had a fresh water shower and washed my salty hair under the camp 

shower hung from the boom.   

 

 
 

By 6.15 we are on the bottom!  It is blowing at up to 20 knots and we are sitting 

totally still and totally level – the advantage of being on a cat!  We won’t go anywhere 

for a while and this is an especially low tide, as luck would have it.  There is a lot of 

sea mist around.  Mt Kerford is totally enshrouded – would not know it is there.  It is 

quite fun being able to walk around Medina, taking photos in knee deep water!  One 

thing is for certain, we are not going to drag! 
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15/1/09 

 

Well the tide kept going down, and down last night.  It got to ankle deep water by 

about 9pm.  We did not start floating again until a couple of hours later.  Wadie was 

up and down all night like a yoyo. Why he thought 2 meters of water at mid tide 

would be enough for us to anchor in the first place, then fretted, I am not sure!  The 

chart was showing clearly we were in ‘dry out’ territory.  Anyway, that’s the beauty 

of cats, if you do get high and dry on sand, it is not a drama. 

 

By 5.00am the tide was starting to go out again, and as we were in only one meter of 

water again, the tractor was turned on, the anchor lifted and we headed out of 

Kangaroo Bay while we could.  Another yacht was there, well into the deep water; we 

saw it come in last night. 

 

We are motoring to Badger Island, which has a number of anchorages for different 

wind conditions.  As there is a blow coming from the west this afternoon, we need to 

get there by lunch time.  It is about 25 miles away – so about 5 hours to go.  This was 

the island we were repeatedly trying to get to last year, but never got the right weather 

for it!  There will be strong winds for the next few days, so hopefully Badger will 

offer good shelter and we might discover one or two new anchorages in the process. 

 

 

As we progress through the Strait and look back, the towering hills of Cape Barren 

Island are silhouetted against the rising sun.  It is majestic.  Cape Barren Island is 

really quite mountainous.  In this light and with the storming sky, the view is nearly 

eerie.  These are quietly breathtaking moments. 
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Oh oh! I knew I should not have written so quickly about Badger Island! While I was 

in the cabin writing this, Wadie decided that we should stop at Preservation Island, 

since the wind is strengthening, is on our nose and we are pushing the tide.  We check 

the charts again to ensure we have shelter there for the gale warning which has just 

been issued, and we do. I don’t mind Preservation, it is one of our favourite 

anchorages.  At 8.00am we settle in Horseshoe Bay, where we have not anchored 

before.  There is a house on the beach, cows grazing on the hills, one of them stripy: a 

banded Galway.   

 

 

 

It is a bit swelly and not 

particularly sheltered, as the bay 

is very shallow and the 

surrounding hills low lying.  We 

can’t get close to the shore, thus 

the wind has a fair amount of 

fetch over the water. 

 

 
 

An hour later, Coast Guard Tamar updates the forecast.  The strong winds are on us 

earlier and stronger than originally projected.  It is really blowing a gale now. The 

wind is whistling, the bay is covered with whitecaps, and I think we might be drifting 

slowly.  While the tide is still low, we decide to re-anchor and try to get slightly closer 

in to shore, to diminish some of the fetch from the waves.  We repeat the exercise in 

the afternoon, as again we have drifted.   

 

It is blowing at 20 to 30 knots steadily and we now have a ‘confused sea’ in the bay.  

We are bouncing around like a cork in the water.  I re-read the forecast: it will not 

abate until tomorrow evening, and even then, it will still be blowing at over 20 knots.  

Wade has set up 3 anchors in line, since 2 were not enough. This time we might hold.  

I think this bay actually offers little shelter in these strong conditions.  The wind has 

plenty of fetch to produce a nasty chop.  But there is nothing else close by to move to, 

so we have to grin and bear it.  Anchor watch coming up tonight!  No driving practice 

on Nutmeg, in fact no possible excursion ashore, we are stuck on bouncy Medina for a 

few days.  I would make some bread if I was not scared of getting sea sick in the 

galley! 
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Wadie tries to do some work on the computer.  The only place he gets a signal is in 

the cockpit.  But it is so bouncy that he makes himself nauseous and can’t eat his 

dinner. He goes to bed at 9pm and I am on for the first anchor watch. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

As the darkness fall, I sight some spots in the dark outline of the hills on the shore, to 

replace the rocks I used before to tell if we are dragging anchor.  I line them up with 

an upright in the cockpit and take a note of our compass bearing.  At 2700  it is the 

notch in the hill, at 260 it’s the crest, and so on.  Our stern is in line with the cattle 

race at 260, and with the far point at 270, etc.  I have also checked the position of the 

boat in the bay on the Navman and the depth on the sounder.  Two hours to go on the 

tide, we have two meters of water underneath us.  The last thing we need is to hit the 

bottom!  It gets darker and darker and I spend the first hour nervously checking 

everything.  We haven’t moved since Wadie re-anchored us last in the afternoon.  So I 

don’t expect we will now, but the gusts are terrible and I cycle through everything 

compulsively over and over again for a while.  Later, I am satisfied that all is OK, and 

decide I will put the cockpit light on and read, to pass the time.  My night vision is 

instantly shot, and I have to use the spot light periodically, instead of watching the 

outline of the hill.  

 

The noise out here is so loud… the wind is roaring, there is  a high pitch whistling 

through the rigging, the wind generator sounds like a jackhammer, all this in the midst 

of our bouncing through the heavy chop.  I consciously try to relax my tense body 

after the big gusts: some reach 35 knots, and the average wind is in the high 20s – 

shoulders away from your ears, unclench your jaws… By midnight I give up.  It is 

Wadie’s turn. 



69 

16/1/09 

 

I can’t fall asleep straight away after Wadie relieves me in the cockpit.  I listen to the 

awful noise, feel every roll of the boat. It is strange how you quickly make a mental 

note of the ‘normal’ sounds and their intensity.  You say to yourself: this roar of the 

wind is about 28 knots, the windy machine sounds like a jack hammer over 30”…  

 

Eventually I doze off, then at about 3.30am I wake up from the sound of stuff falling 

over, a freight train running through Medina and shaking her; the gale is getting 

worse.  I find myself laying flat on my back, holding on to the edges of the bed to stop 

myself from rolling out of it!  The shaking of the hulls is somewhat alarming.  How 

much of this can Medina take?  I can’t stay in bed, I would rather be up watching with 

Wade.  So we sit in the cockpit together for a while.  Maximum gust recorded: 37 

knots.  The rocking is probably coinciding with high tide.  We hope anyway… it 

might calm down.  Wadie goes back to bed and I stay up for a couple of hours till day 

break.  It is rough, but as the sky lightens, I feel less tense.  The rocking eases, as we 

hoped, as the tide goes down.  Still howling though – max 33 knots. 

 

We spend the day with one of us in the cockpit, keeping an eye on our position, the 

other either napping or reading.  I knead some dough for a loaf of bread.  As with 

previous high tides, the rock and rolling gets bad for an hour or two and the wind is 

still howling strongly.  No respite tonight, but it is supposed to ease a little tomorrow. 

 

The hours elapse slowly.  It is sunny, but very cool. 
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Sat 17/1/09 

 

The wind finally abated late in the evening yesterday and we had a quiet night.  This 

morning, all is calm, sunny and we have decided that although we could come out of 

our hole, we will stay and go for an explore ashore.  The wind is supposed to go from 

SW this morning to WNW this afternoon and there is not any other bay nearly that 

would afford shelter in this range of wind directions. 

 

I wake up with a nasty headache, probably from crying my eyes out last night.  We 

watched one of our video CDs last night, picked totally at random.  It ended up being 

about two women dying of cancer and their attitude to life.  So of course, it took me 

straight back to Lorraine.  The sorrow of losing her is all too raw.  My heart is heavy. 

 

Wade has just taken a dive to have a look at the anchor.  He kept wandering which of 

the three were doing the work during the past two days.  He thinks the Danforth and 

the LB did it (he christened the new one LB since Lorraine picked it up for him from 

the e-bay seller in Sydney).  It works very well on weedy bottoms.  The third did 

absolutely nothing, as we expected. 

 

We took the opportunity of calm conditions to go ashore… some dinghy driving 

practice for me and at last some exercise.  We walked across to the opposite side of 

the island to the SW Cove, then around to the northern end and back.  We needed to 

walk after being constrained on Medina for 2 1/2 days.   

 

  
 

 

We saw flocks of Cape Barren geese, a herd of cows who became a little too 

interested in us.  It was looking like we were going to get trampled on, until we started 

gesticulating wildly and shouting at them sternly!  We did not find any treasures, but 

collected some Cape Barren geese feathers for Bengie and for Sue.  They are unusual, 

with a black heart in the centre of the grey plume. 
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As we get back to the dinghy, I am fascinated by the sea grass and curvy patterns 

etched by the waves in the sandy shore. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

A little after lunch, after we heard on the radio that all wind warnings for our area 

were cancelled, we decided to head off, bound for Badger Island.  We went past our 

favourite Key Island Bay, but did not stop and had a nice little sail all the way to 

Badger, going a little over 5 knots an hour pointing into the wind. 
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We are anchored at Lucy Point on the eastern side of the island.  It is quite pretty.  I 

think we might like this spot!  There are several anchorages for different wind 

directions and the cove here is lovely with orange granite boulders on either side of a 

sandy beach.  The water is turquoise.  When we look out, we are facing Franklin 

Sound, with the Strezlecki Peaks on Flinders Island on the left and Mount Munro on 

Cape Barren Island on the right.  Very scenic! 

 

 

 
 

 

 

Just as we were nearing Badger Island, Wade caught two sea pikes in quick 

succession.  These are tasty fish and will make a nice dinner tonight and may be 

tomorrow as well.  He has gone to the front of the boat to clean them and Bengie is 

keeping an eye on him from the comfort of her sunny spot on her mat, inside, at the 

front window - lazy girl. 
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Sun 18/1/09 

 

Nice little sleep in this morning – well comparatively.  We surface at 8.30.  We are in 

our pretty little cove all by ourselves.  We have only seen one other yacht since 

coming back to these parts from Tassie.  It is so special to have such beautiful 

anchorages to ourselves. 

 

Mid morning, Wadie gets Nutmeg into the water and we motor shore, not before 

giving chase to a stingray in the shallows.  Gee, it swims fast, darting around to get 

away from us.  Wadie has fun zooming around in the dinghy, teasing it, while I hang 

on to dear life.  After a while, we leave the poor thing alone.  We drag the dinghy up 

on the sand, then go for a long walk along the beach and the rocky outcrops to the end 

of a sand spit.   

 

 

 
 

 

 

Wadie finds a fossil of a scallop.  This takes me back to my childhood when we used 

to go fossicking on the beach of the Cape Heve.  Mum would love it here, lots of nice 

shells, and if there is one fossil, there has to be more!  So it’s nose to the ground for a 

while… We see some oystercatchers, both the pied and the sooty versions, and a few 

little hooded plovers.  And later on, as I take the high track over the back of the beach, 

I see two black currawongs with white tips to the flight feathers and a white band at 

the end of the tail.  When I check the bird book once back on board, I discover there 

are confined to Tassie and the Bass Strait Islands.  New sighting for me then!  I also 

discover why this spot is called Lucy’s point.  I come across an old grave: Lucy 

Beedon, who died on 7 July 1886 at the age of 57.  I later discover she was quite an 

influential person in the region. 
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We have internet coverage here, but it is very weak for the internet phone.  Still we 

manage to arrange for a bottle of scotch to be sent to Bryn, our faithful coast guard, by 

the Georgetown pub, at the mouth of the Tamar.  He is such a nice man and does such 

a great job.  We are very reliant on him around Bass Strait for the weather forecast 

and daily position reports.  He is a bit of a legend amongst mariners.  At 84, he is on 

duty every day and only has a break on Sundays.  Even his dog helps, waking him up 

at night if a radio call comes that he has not heard! 
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Mon 19/1/09 

 

Wadie is on his third production run of sprouts, and very proud of his gardening 

skills!  It is actually quite a good thing to have on board. 

 

We have got to make a list of supplies to alter the provisioning list for next time. 

 

Add: 

- Cookies x 2 bags 

- Couscous x 3 

- Cashews x 2 (instead of peanuts) 

- Tuna sandwich tins or sachets x 6 

- Tuna – large tins – add 3 

- Mountain bread – add 3 

- Insect spray 

- Air freshener 

- More varied meat packs 

- Uncle Toby’s chews 

- Savoury biscuits 

- Mussels – add 5 

- Tissue box x 2 

 

Reduce: 

- Meaty stew tins 

- Fruit cakes 

 

 

 

Yesterday we were chatting about the amount of exercise we get just being on 

Medina, even when we can’t go walking ashore.  I have been surprised by how low 

my sugar levels have been.  So just for curiosity’s sake, I am counting the number of 

steps we climb up and down in the course of a day. It turns out to be 300 to 400 a day! 

 

The plan for today is to circumnavigate Badger Island, to check all the different little 

coves and anchorages, may be go to Goose Island where there is a tall lighthouse, then 

Mt Chappell Island and sail to Trouser Point at the SW and of Flinders Island for the 

night. 

 

As we go around the island, we notice a few old houses, another grave site – may be 

it’s James – since one of the points is named after him.  We later find out it is, and 

James is Lucy’s father.  He used to run a sheep station. 
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It looks like Badger Island might have had some cattle farming leases.  It is very flat!  

The first anchorage at the southern end looks desolate and barren. The SW anchorage 

is a little better with orange lichen covered granite boulders falling straight into deep 

water.  From there we can see Goose Island and its white lighthouse.  The western 

anchorage is not particularly attractive either, but Wadie spots a red buoy or two on 

the rocky beach, so we are going to throw the pick in an get them.  “I want them”  he 

says.  “Oh, this could be a good fossicking spot”, I say.  “The only trouble is, how do 

we land the dinghy with all those rocks, there is no beach”.  “Bubbles, dear, bubbles” 

Wadie replies.  Where there is a will, there is a way!  

 

 So off we go in Nutmeg with the oars rather than the engine, as we will have to lift it 

up on the rocks while we investigate.  Poor Nutmeg will get scratched in the call of 

duty.  We manage to get into shallow water, gingerly step out of Nutmeg, then 

struggle to lift it up on a flattish slab of basalt.  The tide is going down, so it will stay 

put on the dry.  The walk across to the floats is awkward.  You can pick your poison: 

over the sharp, jaggered reef which hurts your feet even through the booties, or up 

through the spiky tussock grass, like needles around your ankles.  The first red bubble 

is a good pot buoy which we will be able to use as a fender.  The second one is a 

small float with holes in it so we leave it behind.  Wadie is happy with his loot.  As 

for me, all I can find is a shoulder blade bone, which I wave at Wadie – “good 

replacement parts?” No, not keen. 
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And now, we are off to Goose Island.  

We might have lunch there and check 

out the lighthouse.  It is a flat long 

island just a mile west of Badger.  We 

anchor in a small cove.  There is not 

much sand and we dinghy ashore, this 

time with the engine.  It would have 

been better to row, as we end up 

having to lift Nutmeg out of the water 

– heavy work.   

 
 

We have got our walking boots on this time, as the walk to the lighthouse involves 

crossing tussocks and snakes are a possibility.  There are lots of Pacific Gull 

squawking at us!  We respond in kind, making sure we make enough noise to scare 

the snakes away! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The lighthouse is locked when we get 

there, but it is a good little rock hopping 

excursion. 
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We are now rejoining Badger Island to its NW side.  There are two anchorages there 

to check out.  We will then sneak in between Badger Island and Mt Chappell Island, a 

cone shaped islet that stands conspicuously amongst the low land of the other islets.  I 

think it could be good to climb up to the top of it until I read in a Flinders booklet that 

it is a reserve for shearwaters, cape barren geese and… big black tiger snakes.  Oops, 

we will give this one a miss!  It is one thing to think there might be some snakes, it is 

quite another to know there are lots.  One of the anchorages is surrounded by black 

rocks with a tiny bit of beach – not very inviting.  The second spot looks much better 

with a nice size beach and dune.  There is still a black reef on the side.  It gets rather 

shallow, but would be protected in a southerly.  So that’s good, we now have two 

decent anchorages on the island, Lucy’s Beach and this one. 

 

We can’t resist checking one more anchorage at the eastern side of Mt Chappell 

Island and find a beautiful sandy beach with a large area of turquoise water over 

sandy bottom – gorgeous for anchoring in a Westerly wind.  The water colour is so 

inviting that I get Wadie to stop the boat and I have a quick dip at the back.  It is 

tempting to stay here overnight, but the Trousers Point barbecue on Flinders Island 

beckons!  And we know that, although far less secluded, the cove is just as beautiful.  

So, on we go! 
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We get to Trousers Point by 5.30pm.  We share the anchorage with a beautiful ketch, 

Emily Jane.  It is a gorgeous cobalt blue, and the top sides are all polished timber.  I 

am lusting over it.  If we ever get a mono, I would like something classy like this.  But 

it is actually not staying the night.  They are from Devonport and decide to head back 

to the Tassie coast for some shelter from the next blow forecast for Thursday. 

 

Which leads us to study the charts – Tuesday and Wednesday are both variable days.  

We intend to stop at Whitemark tomorrow morning for a few supplies, and coffee and 

cake at the bakery, then on to Prime Seal Island for the night.  For  Wednesday, we 

need to be hidden for a 35 to 40 knot Westerly!  Our options are Roydon Island or 

Killiecrankie at a push if we can get a mooring from Alan Whitley.  We will talk to 

him tomorrow. 

 

The mozzies are so ferocious that we beat a retreat inside the cabin for drinks and 

even decide to abandon the idea of a barbecue.  We want to eat, not be eaten!  Wadie 

got us some tank water for the camp showers earlier and got rid of our rubbish, whilst 

I was doing some hand washing… the front of the boat looks like a Chinese laundry 

with knickers and T shirts hanging in the breeze.  They won’t have time to dry, but I 

am not game to get out, unpeg them and get eaten alive. 

 

This was a particularly good day.  It is fun exploring new spots at a leisurely pace, in 

a light breeze and bright sunshine and enjoying the endless opportunities to muse, to 

notice, to listen, to experience these beautiful untouched places. 
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Tues 20/1/09 

 

The mosquitos are still out in huge numbers at 6.00am, so we leave early to escape 

them and beat the tide at Whitemark, two hours north of here.  It is a fishing village.  

It has a big wharf but it is located in the middle of a dry bed… They dug a 10m hole 

around the jetty for ships to float in, however everywhere else dries out at low tide, so 

we have to time the tide right to get in and get out.  We will have until 10.30 at the 

latest to do what we need to do and escape.  The intention is to have breakfast at the 

bakery, do a little bit of shopping (insect spray being top of the list) then escape.  We 

are tied up at the wharf before 9.00.   

 

Within a few minutes of us walking into town, the grapevine is at work.  People ask 

us whether we are from the little cat tied up at the wharf!  We pick up some nice bread 

rolls, a loaf, some fruit and vegies and a bottle of champagne to go with the cray we 

hope to buy later from Alan Wheatley in Killiecrankie.  There is another gale forecast 

for Thursday and as it will be even stronger than the last one (up to 40 knot 

Westerlies), we need a well protected ‘hole’ to hide in.  Wade has a strong preference 

for Killiecrankie, which, although not that well sheltered, has fishing boat moorings.  

Alan is the owner of a few of them so we will ask for permission to tie up and will 

buy our fresh crayfish from one of his coffs.  After chatting to a few helpful locals, we 

leave Whitemark and head for Prime Seal Island. 

 

By 1pm, we have anchored in Peacock Bay at Prime Seal for an overnight anchorage, 

after a nice little sail. It is another new spot for us – a sheep station.  Prime Seal Island 

is a long strip of land about 10 km long and ½ km wide, with a few hills, sandy 

beaches on the Eastern side and some good protection from westerlies.  There is a 

homestead on the edge of the bay where we have anchored.  The characteristic granite 

boulders frame the beach with the bright lichen over the watermark, which looks like 

someone painted an orange strip on the rocks.   

 

We enjoy a nice afternoon sunning ourselves, having quick dips in the aqua water and 

reading.  I have just bought myself a book on Flinders Islands and Eastern Bass Strait 

and devour it `for a history lesson on this favourite cruising ground of ours.  The 

afternoon passes very pleasantly.  The sun has a bite to it and heats up the solar 

shower bag enough for both of us to enjoy a warm shower at the back of the boat at 

the end of the day. 
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Dinner is a sea pike curry – one of two pikes which Wadie caught on the way this 

morning.  Bengie tries to muscle in and have a taste of our delicious meal, as we eat in 

the cockpit, admiring our million dollar view. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

We reflect on how good this voyage has been, with plenty of discoveries, sunshine, 

minimum bad weather and mishaps.  Another week and a bit to go, though – it is not 

over yet! 
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Wed 21/1/09 

 

We left Prime Seal Island this morning and had a nice sail to Killiecrankie.  The only 

rough patch was off the Pasco Islands, where the swell and chop made it 

uncomfortable.  It felt like we were twisting our way through the waves.  Bengie did 

not think much of the ride and decided to take refuge in our bed under the quilts.  

That’s the roaring 40s for you; we just crossed them! 

 

Once we got past Cape Frankland and the Sentinels, the wind lightened to only a few 

knots, but we kept sailing, thanks to the 3 knot current that was going with us.  We 

turned the engine on after Low Point to head into the Killiecrankie Bay. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

As agreed with Alan, we picked up a mooring.  No fishing boats in here today.  The 

little harbour is deserted.  There is only a barge and a zodiac.  May be there are all out 

catching crays.  We find out later that only one commercial fishing boat remains, 

Alan’s brother’s, with the other fishermen now retired.   
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In the afternoon, we motor ashore and walk up to Alan’s place.  He has cooked us a 

big cray, and charging accordingly.  $60 is a bit steep, but we are on holidays!  He is 

lending us a car so we will be able to tour around the island while the gale is blowing 

– another $50 – the man is fleecing us, but the mooring is free for however long we 

end up having to stay.  He tells us where to dig for Killiecrankie diamonds – the local 

topaz.  We will borrow a shovel and sieve and amuse ourselves on Friday at low tide.  

So we are all set for a bit of adventure for the next couple of days of rough weather. 

 

Dinner was all style: cray and champagne, neither as good as last time, but the 

Killiecrankie Bay view in pink hues was to die for.  Having eaten more than we 

should have and shared some of our feast with Miss Bengie the posh cat, who could 

tell the difference between nice flesh and not so good bits, we chatted for a while.   

 

 

Then Wadie decided to try his luck at catching squid; one of the locals told us about 

them having some success whilst tied up at a mooring in their dinghy.  And it worked!  

First time ever, Wadie brought up a squid.  I got the net out and scooped it up close to 

the surface and kept it there whilst it was squirting ink everywhere, then into the 

bucket it went.  Bengie was watching, growling and hissing and all fluffed up.  The 

squid was brown to start with, then appeared to change colour to white, like the 

bucket.  Now what do we do with this? “How do you kill it” asks Wadie.  “Pull its 

head off” I say!  “But watch out for the ink jet!”  While all this is happening at dusk, 

Bengie starts howling then chucks up the bits of cray she gobbled earlier!  More clean 

up activity! 

 

 
 

We are now all tidied up, squid tube in the fridge, dirty bits overboard.  Let’s watch a 

CD! 
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Thurs 21/1/09 

 

We went on an inland tour today in Alan’s rusty old Ford.  We managed to get off the 

boat easily and were not too sure it would be that simple on our return. 

 

We started with a drive up to Mt Tanner where we had sensational views of 

Killiecrankie Bay to the North and Marshall Bay to the South.  Out NW over the 

ocean, we even could see Deal Island!   
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On the way back down, we 

followed a sandy track to the 

beach to catch a closer look at 

the Pasco Group of Islands and 

Roydon Island, one of our 

favourite anchorages. 

 

 

 
 

Back on the main road – well, gravel – we then made our way to Emita and checked 

out a few small beaches.  The Allports beach could be worth a stop over with Medina, 

which would allow us to walk to Castle Rock, a huge granite boulder that stands on 

the beach half way along Marshall Bay. 

 

We were getting peckish and I was dying for a coffee, so we continued on to 

Whitemark for lunch at the bakery… then had a chat to Thelma, an old lady who used 

to collect topaz and other gemstones, as well as shells.  I bought a Paper Nautilus and 

she packaged my precious but fragile cargo in a box so it survives our return home.  

By then a storm was upon us, complete with thunder, lightening and rain. 
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Not deterred, we continued our drive South to Badger Point.  The view of the 

Strezleckis and towards Cape Barren was eerie in the dark stormy skies and low tide. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

We make the obligatory stop at the Furneaux Tavern at Lady Barron after that for a 

drink and a bowl of chips, then drive back towards Trousers Point to check the start of 

the arduous walk to the Summit.  We wanted to see how far this was from the 

Trousers Point Cove as we would like to do this walk on a future trip, when anchored 

there:  three kilometres each way to be added to the 5 hour return walk to the summit.  

 

Back to Whitemark to fill up with petrol, buy a book on “walks of Flinders Island” 

and then back to Emita to visit the Furneaux Museum which is only opened in the 

afternoon, as we found out this morning when we first came through.  This was a 

really interesting and informative place. 
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We then drove north of Killiecrankie to check a rocky bay called the Docks, highly 

recommended by James Freshville, our shipwright from Paynesville who goes there in 

his own small catamaran.  We drove down the track as far as we could, then walked 

the rest of the steep section down to the beach.  It is spectacular and remote, but very, 

very rocky in the bay.  James is a game man to find his way around the reef and 

anchor in there! 

 

We returned to Killiecrankie and were met by a group of locals having drinks and 

nibbles in the rain after a beach working bee.  It was fun chatting to them for a while 

and we saw a few familiar faces from previous trips.  People here are friendly and 

easy to talk to. 

 

We were lucky that the bay was calm enough to allow us an easy motor back in the 

dinghy to Medina, which was a real mess, covered with sand.  It must have been very 

windy this afternoon. 

 

We ate our beautiful squid, cuddled our guard cat, studied our new books.  The wind 

has now picked up a lot, but we are snug. 
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Fri 23/1/09 

 

Strong wind warning again for today.  It was a little rolly last night and a bit choppy 

this morning.  With the storm yesterday, Medina was covered with sand and I decide 

to give it a clean with the brush.  After that we leave Bengie in charge and motor 

ashore to get a coffee at the new café come gallery and to get a shovel and sieve from 

Alan. 

 

Today is topaz fossicking day.  We head for Diamond Creek and Stacky Bight, just 

underneath the Old Man’s Head.  It is a very pretty walk right around the bay, then 

onto granite boulders. 

 

 
 



89 

 

 

We are both keen fossickers, and enjoy digging for topaz.  But as we really do not 

know what we are looking for, we collect a stack of pebbles that might be OK.  “Just 

remember you are looking for something that looks like glass” said Alan, so off we 

go, picking up smoky looking glass, opaque looking glass, greeny looking glass… We 

are crouching amongst the gravely rock pools, in the sunshine, having fun.  After a 

while we collect our loot into a hanky with the intention of showing Alan on our 

return, and continue our walk. 

 

We now rock hop on granite slabs, all the way to Stacky Bight, a beautiful, sheltered 

and secluded little beach with an arch carved out of the rock.  We can’t resist a swim 

in the clear water. 
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We then head all the way back to Killiecrankie.  It is a long way and we are both 

feeling tired.  We get back to the dinghy by 4.30, having not had any lunch.  No 

wonder we are feeling a bit worse for wear!  Alan is working on the foreshore fixing 

one of his coffs.  We show him our rocks… Nope… none of them are any good.  

Quartz and more quartz….  Man!  All this digging for nothing…. But never mind, we 

had fun. 

 

 
 

 

The day turned out to be calm and sunny.  So much for the wind warning!  We will 

have to check the forecast on the net tonight.  We have now got a week to get home 

and need a South Westerly.  But this year, for some reason, we have had lots of 

Westerlies and North Easterlies.  We have decided to hang around here or the Sisters 

Islands till the right conditions come.  I wonder whether they will in time.  I might 

have to abandon ship and fly home from Whitemark to Essendon Airport, and leave 

Wadie and Bengie to sail back when they can.  Somehow I don’t think I’d be very 

popular if I am not at work on Monday 2/2/09, particularly since I have a 10 day 

business trip booked in QLD. 
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Back on Medina, we have a rest, an extremely late lunch of smoked salmon and a 

glass of wine.  Wadie tries his luck at fishing again.  We would love to catch a couple 

of squids.  The one we had for dinner last night was very tender and tasty… more 

please!  A couple of parrot fishes take the bait, but are thrown back in, and a bright 

apple green little fish also gets his freedom back.  I later consult our fish book to find 

out what it was: a long rayed weed whiting.  But no squid! 
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Sat 24/1/09 

 

We had thunder and lightening during the night.  We wake up to very strong winds.  It 

is blowing WSW at 20 to 30 knots, and there is a lot of chop.  Squalls come and go 

and Wadie rigs up the barrels and funnels to collect rain water. 

 

We won’t be able to go ashore in this!  Pity, unless it eases off as forecast this 

afternoon, we are stuck on board.  Trying to board Nutmeg when it and Medina are 

bouncing around in the chop at different times is a dangerous exercise.  So no walk, 

no coffee and cake, and I can’t pick up my little leadlight dolphin I bought from the 

café.  I left it there to pick it up on our return from fossicking, so we would not risk 

breaking it.  But we got back too late last night and now I might have to wait until 

tomorrow. 

 

This weather is strange.  The latest forecasts have not been very reliable.  But most of 

all, it is the unpredictability of the wind direction.  It keeps getting stuck on 

Westerlies, then instead of switching to SW, as you would expect with a low, it goes 

back up to NW/NE.  It is quite odd.  In previous years we have not had this 

happening.  And we can’t do a great deal with a Westerly from here.  It goes too much 

on our nose to head north – an uncomfortable and hard ride is not what we want.  We 

would bash our way up with waves on our front quarter – great way to break stuff – 

been there, done that!  So it is a waiting game, hoping we will get what we need 

during the week.  I have now checked the flights home.  They fly daily to Essendon 

during week days.  So at least I know I can get back at the latest by Friday. 

 

Having checked the forecast on the internet, we think we might be able to make an 

early departure on Monday, heading towards the Lakes. However it is possible the 

wind will swing E or NE and we may not be able to point to the Lakes once it has 

swung away from the initial Southerly.  In which case, we plan to change course to 

the Prom or Port Welshpool.  If this happens, and we can’t see another SW to get 

home, Wadie will hitch a ride to Paynesville to get the car and we will leave the boat 

at Port Welshpool for a while and drive home.  Wadie may be able to get someone to 

help him sail Medina back, since I will be in QLD for two weeks as soon as I get back 

to work!  Nothing like hitting the road running! 

 

I had a chat to Mum on the internet phone.  It is always amazing to call France from 

the cockpit, with the wind howling around us.  It is unreal to be able to do this for a 

few cents.  I will have to try Véro tomorrow. 
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We have a whinging cat at the cockpit door.  It is 8pm and therefore mozzie time, so 

we have shut the doors… but the Bengie is ready for a run around on the deck and 

complains bitterly….  “Quick, someone pick up a feather and play with me then!”  

She has been very, very good, really, considering we have been gone for 5 weeks 

now.  I thought she might get a bit antsy with no garden to run around or tree to climb.  

But she has been very accommodating.  She snoozes a lot… in the cockpit, on our lap, 

on the bed, or in the bed if the conditions are rough, in the sail bags… anywhere 

really!  And she certainly has her sea legs.  Like us, she was seasick on the first day, 

then got used to it – only chucked up a couple of other times when she was too much 

of a glutton. 
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Sun 25/1/09 

 

It is a lazy day in the sunshine, today.  The wind died down during the night and we 

woke up to a beautiful calm day, with a light westerly breeze.  We went ashore, got 

some water from the ‘olive ladies’.  They have built a place at the back of the dunes 

and have 150 acres planted with olive trees.  They offered us some of their tank water 

the other day and we took them up on their kind offer. 

 

After that, we picked up my leadlight dolphin and of course had to have coffee and 

cake at JJ’s (Jackie and Jay’s café).  They showed us what Killiecrankie diamonds 

look like -  like a hunk of glass – quite clear.   Then we were off for a walk to Deep 

Bight and the Slipway.  We did a bit more fossicking along the way, but without 

success.  I did however find the little shells that aboriginal women used to string into 

necklaces: the mairineers… the mother of pearl shows beautifully in greens and blues 

on the tiny shells.  So I brought back a small handful. 

 

Once back at the boat, Wadie checked our collection of look alike topaz and broke 

one of them in half along a crack line… and it is a topaz… very clear inside, just 

rough on the outside from being rolled in the sand.  We might have to arm ourselves 

with sieve and shovel next year, and go looking properly!  We can apparently find 

them in Kent Bay, which would be far less explored by the tourists, since the only 

way there is by boat!  Might find the mother lode! 

 

Tonight, I announced that it would be great to catch a couple of squids for dinner.  So 

Wadie got to work and managed to catch a large one.  In fact I checked the “Seafishes 

of Tasmania” poster and it is a Southern Calamari, whereas the other day, it was an 

arrow squid… So that is a nice dinner taken care of. 

 

We have now consulted the weather forecast and charts, and have decided that 

tomorrow we will head off to Deal Island.  We would not make it directly to the 

Lakes with the forecast, so will instead take the next two days to island hop to Port 

Welshpool.  Then at least, we are back in Victoria and Wadie can hitchhike to get the 

car from Paynesville. 

 

Boy, that was a big calamari.  We are both sitting back after dinner, with a big belly, 

thinking, “Oh, I have eaten too much”.  But it could not have been any fresher!  

Caught, cleaned, cooked and eaten within the hour.  We have a little bit left over for a 

salad tomorrow!  No Bengie, you can’t have any or you will make yourself sick 

again! 
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It is an odd feeling tonight, as the sun sets on Killiecrankie Bay.  We are homeward 

bound, or starting the sail home anyway.  We have said goodbye to people.  Alan 

drove past in his dinghy to say “see you around”.  We are feeling a little melancholic 

tonight.  Although we still have a few days left, we are on a mission now! 

 

 
 

This has been such a good trip, especially around Flinders Island.  Here, it is not far to 

somewhere different.  No rush, no long sails, just island hopping.  I think back at the 

Tassie stretch and it seems so long ago, and nearly appears to have happened on a 

different trip!  We have had fun during all the different phases of this voyage.  And 

Wadie adds “and we have had movies”, some most definitely better than others… 

 

It was interesting talking to ‘the olive ladies’ this morning.  When I asked one of them 

what got them started, they said they had been coming for summer holidays for 15 to 

20 years, loving the remoteness and scenery, and scratching their heads to find out 

how they could make a living here.  Both teachers in their old life, they decided to 

take advantage of the ‘so-called’ Tuscan climate, buy a block of land and plant some 

1500 olive trees.  They had their first pressing last year: 70 litres of oil shared 

amongst friends, and are looking at their first commercial crop this year – 5 years 

later. 

 

We were musing this afternoon about what we would do if we ever retired here… 

Wadie had it all worked out – for me at least: “you could quilt, paint, take photos, sell 

what you can, and keep what you don’t…. except for my quilt” he says.  “I am 

keeping that!”  I would enjoy this, but we are not there yet.  As for Wadie, what 

would he do? “Learn to fish, become a decky and if I like it, get a fishing boat!”  My 

man has lost it!  I reckon he should try the decky thing on Weeroona… see how long 

the fantasy lasts! 
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Mon 26/1/09 

 

We finally left Killiecrankie this morning at about 6.30am with a WSW breeze.  This 

was an uneventful motor-sail all the way to Deal Island. 

 

Being out in the open again, we heard the radio chatter of the Paynesville flotilla on 

its way down to Hobart for the wooden boat festival at the end of next week.  Familiar 

names such as Christmas Beetle, Jo Jac, Peace Train…. were at or nearing the Sisters 

and Babel Islands.  We heard more in a day than we have in the last three weeks!  In 

fact, we saw more yachts today – 3 in all – than we have seen since cruising the 

Furneaux Group. 

 

We reached Garden Cove at Deal Island at 1.30 and had a lovely afternoon in the 

sunshine.  It sounds like the weather will remain this way for the rest of the week.  No 

chance of a SW to blow us back to the Lakes.  Oh, dear, we will have to abandon 

Medina at Port Welshpool. 
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Tues 27/1/09 

 

We are back in Victoria!  We left Deal Island at 6am, bound for Refuge Cove on the 

Prom.  The wind was slightly on our stern and quite steady for the first half of the trip, 

so we enjoyed a great sail for about 5 hours, averaging over 6 knots and getting lots of 

7 knots.  We maxed out at 9.8 knots with two reefs in the main and one reef in the jib.  

Ah, the joys of the wind on the backside!  The second half of the trip was much 

lighter and the wind came from our beam, so much slower.  We ended up turning the 

engine on to keep our speed above 5 knots. 

 

By 3pm, we were anchored on our own in Refuge Cove, and once again enjoyed the 

afternoon in the sunshine.  Amazingly, it was not until we got to within 10 miles of 

the Prom that we could actually distinguish the coast.  There was a lot of sea mist.  

Some days when the weather is clear, we can be as far as 60 miles off the coast and be 

able to see it.   

 

 
 

The water here is much warmer than at Flinders Island and especially at Deal Island, 

where it is particularly chilly.   

 

It is quite pleasant to get to places early in the afternoon and be able to relax and 

enjoy the surroundings.  We like getting away early, sailing like today for a 9 hour 

passage, then having a good part of the day to do whatever we feel like. 
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Wed 28/1/09 

 

We wake up this morning to the smell of eucalypts and the calls of yellow tail black 

cockatoos.  This reminds us of Fortescue Bay.  It is quite distinctive and brings a 

smile to our face.  It is a bright sunny morning.  We have a breakfast of pikelets and 

jam, sip our tea and coffee and watch the sea mist engulf the three yachts which came 

in last night.  Soon our sunny little bay is in heavy fog and we can no longer see the 

other boats!  We hear on the radio that there is sea fog from here all the way to 

Killiecrankie, with yachts using their radar!  That would be a bit daunting… but I 

guess we could make use of Wadie’s Christmas present from my Mum and Dad: a 

foghorn! 

 

 
 

 

We are waiting for the fog to lift to make our dash to Port Welshpool.  We could be 

waiting a while.  It is noon and we still cannot see very far.  The other two yachts 

depart, they too bound for Welshpool.  We track their progress on the radio.  It sounds 

like pea soup out there.  These sorts of conditions are quite dangerous without radar.  

You can’t see past your nose and no one else can either. It is worse than at night when 

at least you can see other boats’ navigation lights. 

 

We decide that if it lifts late in the afternoon, we will go then.  It does not matter what 

time we get there anyway, as the jetty will be lit up.  If not, first thing tomorrow 

morning! 
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The fog starts to lift by mid afternoon and we decide to give it a go.  Just as we are 

getting ready, the powerboat that was here last night comes in to the cove from its 

afternoon fishing.  “What is it like out there?” we ask.  “It is quite foggy till Rabbit 

Island, then Welshpool is all clear”.  That does it, we are off! 

 

It is eerie going through the patches of fog.  The top of the hills sometimes peek 

through a layer of heavy fog, a beach appears then disappears, and a couple of fishing 

boats lurk like ghosts. Then as we near Rabbit Island, the fog lifts up all together and 

we can see the coast clearly.  There is hardly any wind and we are motoring 

comfortably.   

 

 
 

 

Coast Guard Paynesville gives its forecast before closing off for the day: light 

NE/NW overnight and S for tomorrow morning.  We both look at each other and have 

the same reaction: we could motor to Lakes Entrance in this!  Let’s do it, it will make 

things so much easier.  So we check the charts, satisfy ourselves that this could work, 

then change heading and pass Rabbit Island on the outside rather than the inside!  We 

are going home! 

 

Tamar Coast Guard calls for position reports.  We surprise Bryn and manage to reach 

him on the radio.  He laughs as he hears “this is Medina”.  We tell him of our plan.  

Now someone knows what we are doing!  18 hours to go… All we can do is hope the 

conditions remain light overnight and tomorrow morning, to allow us to get back and 

get through the bar by lunch time! 
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We opt for two hour watches, and start taking turns from 10pm. 
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Thurs 29/1/09 

 

Two hour night watches are good for the one at the wheel, not too long, but it feels 

very short for the one trying to go to sleep.  We each have three watches and it gets 

harder to get up every time. 

 

There was some activity, but it was all happening on our starboard side.  I only had to 

alter our course once during the night, when a vessel was coming at us quickly.  

George the autopilot worked well, not to mention Terrence!  Wade’s watches were 

quiet too. 

 

One funny thing that I saw on my second watch was what looked like a series of 

shooting stars.  “There goes one, there’s another, and another again…. That’s weird, 

all at the same spot”.  Then it dawned on me that it was one star low in the sky and the 

boat going up and down through the swell like a rocking horse!  Ok, so my night 

vision was not very well adjusted! 

 

Dawn came at 6.00 with a golden sun over the shimmering ocean. 
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By 9.00am, the wind started to pick up – 15 knots plus, and the temperature quickly 

rose… the forecast is for over 40 degrees, with howling Northerlies. 

 

By 10.30, we were out in front of the Entrance.  I thought “this is when you want a 

fishing boat to come so we can follow him in”… and there it was, all white and 

willing to take the lead!  We gave Terrence a hard time to be able to follow in closely.  

Thanks Mr Fisherman!  We made it inside by 11.00am.  It is stinking hot and 

breathless inside… Rather than  head all the way to Paynesville, we pick up a 

mooring in Cleland Bight (actually the same one we were on before we left) and jump 

in the water to cool ourselves down. 

 

We spend the afternoon alternating between tidying up Medina and jumping in the 

water to cool off.  43 degrees is really not very pleasant anywhere, and especially not 

on board!  The heat is dessicating. 

 

By late afternoon, we head off to Paynesville, for the final leg of our return trip.  We 

thought we would stop at the Cruiser Club where we left the car to unload and grab a 

shower, but the whole jetty was taken by three boats. Why aren’t these people at 

work?  So we continued straight to our berth where Paul and Sjany from Skolum 

greeted us.  We had not seen them for over a year, since they started their new 

cruising life up the East Coast of Australia.  So we had a good catch up over G&T and 

dinner. 

 

Later we bump into a couple of other friends and have a little ‘meeting’ in the middle 

of the road.  Then it is off to bed for a very hot night’s lack of sleep! 
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Fri 30/1/09 

 

Another searing hot day today: 47!  We get up at 6.00am to unload the boat and pack 

up the car.  It is stinking hot already. 

 

Cool drinks on Skolum and we give them a quick run down on good anchorages 

around Flinders and Eastern Tassie.  We will do this properly with Paul and Sjany 

when the weather is more bearable.   

 

By 10.00, we give up and head off back home.  Bengie is very excited: first time 

ashore in six weeks and we pack her up in the car for 3 1/2 hours.  She is indeed a very 

adaptable little creature. 

 

We are home by 1.00pm and it feels rather odd.  The contrast of the city scapes, the 

space in the house, after living on Medina for 6 weeks, the return to ‘ordinary’ life, all 

feel unreal. 

 

Our summer holiday is over.  We have completed our 40 day cruise, have stopped at 

14 different islands, and seen countless others. We have covered 931nautical miles, he 

longest cruise we have had on Medina!
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Here are some reflections about this voyage, our fourth across Bass Strait. 

 

Wade: 

 We had a good time. It would have been better if we had even more time away!   

 If we did want to go back all the way to Southern Tassie, we ought to try and get 

to Wineglass Bay as quickly as possible, eg two overnighters.  Once you are down 

there, you have a good range of nice anchorages to explore.  But the weather has 

to allow it of course. 

 I would love to get to Port Davies.  In the right weather, it is a possibility and I 

would like to try. 

 

 

Chris: 

 My favourite part of the trip was our doddle around Flinders Island and the 

Furneaux Group.  Island hopping, short sails, lazy afternoons exploring or just 

relaxing in the sunshine are a very pleasant way to go.  For me it is about enjoying 

the journey AND the destination – each and every day. 

 Most people are very surprised we take Medina across Bass Strait.  “Isn’t it a 

nasty stretch of water?  What about the horrible weather?  You go across Bass 

Strait in this?”  We are both fair weather sailors and with time on our side, we can 

generally wait for the right conditions, and hide in adverse weather. 

 I am constantly amazed at how few people we see in the Furneaux Group in 

particular. Being lucky enough to experience pristine anchorages, often all to 

ourselves, is such a delight.  And really, this is what brings us back to the Bass 

Strait islands year after year. 

 


