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Let’s go to a place where the rhythm of the sun and tide set schedules.

Let’s go to a place where we wake up at dawn, eat when we are hungry, 
sleep when it’s dark.

Let’s go to a place where the air is tangy with brine and the weedy smell of wet sand, 
where the gum leaf green hills are feathered with mist.

Let’s go to a place where there is wondrous peace, 
where sights, sounds and smells caress our senses.
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It is a cool, nearly wintery morning.  The sky is heavy with dark, menacing clouds, but it 
is our first morning aboard for our summer holiday.  We won’t be leaving port today, in 
fact for quite a few days, as the weather is poor.  However, the excitement of our 
forthcoming adventure is enough to put us in a chirpy mood.

It has rained overnight and the air is fresh with the perfume of lemon-scented gum.  
Breathe in slowly, breathe out all work thoughts.

During last week, we provisioned the boat, and Wadie managed to secrete everything 
away under the floorboards and in the lockers.  Six weeks worth of food on board: we 
are heavy, but when we hauled Medina out for its annual bottom clean up a couple of 
weeks ago, Wade gave her a fresh coat of paint and raised the anti-foul line, so we don’t 
look too bad.  Cheating I know!

In fact a huge amount of work has been done.  Wade has spent quite a number of 
weekdays working on the boat since September, whilst I have been doing endless 
interstate trips. It has been a mix of normal maintenance work and sprucing Medina up 
for sale.   

One of the most noticeable jobs is the new windows – well, in the front half anyway.  
They look amazing.  After one of the boat brokers commented on how poor the crazed 
windows looked, Wadie had a bee in his bonnet and decided to have James the 
shipwright help him change them.  Nothing like last minute projects… Only half of them 
were completed because there was not enough acrylic and adhesive in stock to do them 
all.  Well, one look at the difference between old and new and we knew we would not 
leave this for very long!  With the weather crappy and a new lot of adhesive due in, we 
decided to get the second half done whilst we were waiting to head off.

And with new windows come new curtains.  I spend the afternoon sewing away, having 
found some fun looking material with dragon flies in Rosedale on the drive down from 
Melbourne.  It all looks fresh and clean.  Meanwhile Wade is removing the old windows 
in the back cabins and covering the holes with plastic sheeting, since of course it is 
raining on and off and it would be good not to turn the boat into a bathtub!

Saturday 18/12/10
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We can’t get over how clear the windows are… it’s like looking through sunglasses.  We 
should have done this years ago! Mind you, the back end of Medina looks a bit shabby 
at the moment: plastic sheets and duct tape, and a collection of sponges to collect the 
leaks from the rainwater.  We chose to do this jobby at a time when Gippsland received 
its monthly rainfall in a weekend!  But you’ve gotta do what you’ve gotta do. We are 
ready for the installation on Monday.

19/12/10
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Blowing a gale… raining cats and dogs… New stock of acrylic sheets has not arrived.  
Just as well we can’t leave the lakes!

Windows cut to size and picked up, but it is too windy and late in the afternoon to fit 
them.  Better to wait till the morning to do the preparation work.

Our departure date is now pushed back to Friday.  The weather has gone South West 
and we can’t go anywhere for the next few days.  In talking to meteorologists friends, it 
seems that the weather pattern has gone from El Niño to La Niña, and with it comes a 
prevalence of Easterlies.  We had thought for this trip that we would go straight down to 
Tassie, doing the hell sail South in two or three days, but with Easterlies, the whole East 
coast of Flinders and Tassie are exposed, with very few all weather anchorages to hide 
in.  So on reflection, we thought it might be preferable to take a different route: to Port 
Albert, the Prom, then island hop to Hogan, Deal, then later West Coast of Flinders, and 
give Tassie a miss.  The advantage of going this way is also that we would make shorter 
hops: 10 to 15 hour passages, all in daylight hours, which is much easier on the body 
when you are already tired.

Having planned this, we now observe that we have had Westerly, not Easterly weather!  
So much for La Niña!

20/12/10

21/12/10
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Nice sunny day, South West breeze.  The windows go in.  It’s a good job done.  Medina 
is all spruced up.  She’d better be, $2000 later!  Wade says “but they are nice clear 
windows, dear, you can even see out, look!”

To make sure we let the goop set properly, we decide to go ashore for a bite to eat and 
a wander on Raymond Island.  We spotted a Nauticat through our nice clear windows.  
This is a type of monohull with a pilot house/deck saloon, which might one day be a 
good alternative to Medina… and there is a Seawind cat for sale… might check out this 
one too.  We don’t want to jinx Medina, but we are keeping an eye on other vessels for 
sale.  We have even thought of good names: Puffin for a mono, Purrfect for a cat…
Neither of these has been registered before with the Australian Ships Register, so we 
can have them both.  We are all set, all we need now is a lottery win and we are good to 
go!

Huffin, puffin, muffin! Purrfect!

Wednesday, 22/12/10
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Big clean up day: tidied up the edges around the windows, scrubbed Medina down with 
the brush and hose… and in the process drenched myself down!  Once all this is done, 
Wadie sets up the lifelines, down buoy and rescue kit… all these safety things we never 
want to use.  The boat is now prepared, clean and tidy, ready to go.  At 1pm we leave 
the comfort of the Cruiser Club and set sails for Lakes Entrance.  The wind is blowing 
South West and we have our fastest sail to the Entrance, assisted by the ebbing tide.  
What normally takes us 2 ¾ hours is done in two.

The last bit of fresh food supply is bought, and then we move to the Flagstaff jetty, right 
next to the entrance.  The tide is rushing out and the bar is not inviting with all the 
standing waves, but it is windy now, whereas we are hoping it will be dead calm 
tomorrow morning at dawn.

Thursday 23/12/10
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It is just after 5.00 am.  Wadie gets up and walks to the top of the dune, to check the 
bar.  I enjoy another few minutes in the warm bed, secretly hoping we might have to wait 
an hour or two, but a stern “time to get up” dashes my hope of a sleep in.  We are good 
to go.

At 5.45 am the fast flowing ebbing tide spits us out of the lakes and we are out in the 
ocean.  Yeah!  We have agreed that we should head for Port Albert.  We have about 
one to two days of fair weather, and then a strong South West will blow again for a few 
days.  We might take the opportunity to check our newly acquired mooring at Port 
Albert.

It is a 15-hour motor-sail, in light winds: an uneventful day.  We hug the coast all the way 
along the Ninety Miles Beach.  We get into Port Albert at 8.30pm, welcome by a group 
of dolphins.  It is so much easier to do this first leg in daylight hours, break the trip up
and avoid the overnighter.  We are both tired and would be unenthused by two hourly 
night shifts.

We sneak into the entrance of the Port Albert Archipelago, a grand name for a group of 
sand banks and low-lying islands, and anchor behind Clonmel Island.  That is it for 
today.  We have a celebratory drink out on deck, a quick meal, then off to bed!

I lay awake for a while, relishing the thought of the weeks ahead: unhurried tempo of a 
life that will revolve around weather and whim, instead of deadlines and schedules.

Friday 24/12/10 – Lakes to Port Albert Entrance (Clonmel Island)
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Santa found Medina… pressies got miraculously dropped down the hatch… and some 
presents – another kite for Wadie, a big zoom for Miss Cricri and a new collar for the 
Bengie who was far more interested in the ribbon and wrapping paper than the content.

After consulting a couple of weather forecasts on the internet, we realise that unless we 
head off South today, we will get stuck in the Port Albert area for several days.  So 
rather than spending the afternoon checking our mooring, we decide to move on.  The 
choice is then the Prom, Refuge Cove or Waterloo Bay, all of which we have seen 
before, or go and discover new territory at the Hogan group of islands.  We have gone 
past Hogan a few times, but have never stopped there.  Reports from a couple of people 
are encouraging, so we choose Hogan, a 5 hour sail SSE of here.

It is a motor rather than a sail, as there is hardly any breeze; the calm before the storm 
you could say!  It had better be a good anchorage, as we will be hiding there for at least 
two days.  But any way, if we don’t like it when we get there, we have the option of 
continuing onto Deal Island, another three or four hours on.

Hogan is the largest island 
of a group of six.  We don’t 
actually distinguish them in 
the distance until we are 
right on them, as there is a 
lot of sea mist about.  The 
ocean is glassy, there is two 
or three knots of breeze 
only, very few bird flying and 
the haze makes it all a bit 
eerie.  The only bit of 
liveliness comes from a 
large group of dolphins who 
converge onto Medina and 
frolic around us for ages.

We get to our destination at 5.30 pm, do a circuit to check a couple of possible bays and 
finally settle for the North East side of Hogan Island, just opposite a small sandy beach.  
Once all tucked away ready for the blow, the sun breaks out and the soft evening light 
glows beautifully on the boulders and grassy slopes of the island – very pleasant!  It is 
quite a pretty place, and with the sandy beach we will be able to get ashore in the 
dinghy: some exploring to do over the next couple of days.

Christmas Day – Port Albert to Hogan Island
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We hear the chatting of the little penguins late in the night and listen to the wind pick up.  
The South East swell, which was rocking us, disappears and we eventually fall asleep 
comfortably.

We wake up to a bright sunny morning, with the wind whistling through the rigging.  
There is something special about feeling snug in a remote anchorage.  The ocean is a 
dark aqua marine with patches of silver shimmering in the sunlight.  All you hear is the 
water lapping, the wind and the distinctive calls of cape barren geese.  In fact that is 
when you know you are somewhere in Bass Strait as nowhere on the Victorian or 
Tassie coast have we ever seen those strange looking birds.

The start of the day at an anchorage begins with a compulsory jump overboard for 
Wadie and lowering down the ladder for me.  Brraagh it’s cold, and that breeze does not 
help!  But you do feel good afterwards.  

And of course, seeing that we are 
now facing South West, Wade has 
to go back in for a dive on the 
anchor. 

It is a funny sight: diving down 5 or 
6 meters along the chain is a chilly 
undertaking.  So he puts on his 
surfing vest and hood, goggles 
and snorkel… the rest of the lily 
whites are bare…

He re-emerges a few minutes later 
proudly announcing “yep, we’re 
stuck… in fact we might have 
trouble pulling up the anchor!”  

Good, now we will be able to leave 
the boat and go ashore with the 
confidence that Medina won’t do a 
runner on her own!

26/12/10 – Hogan Island
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We later pack the camera gear and lunch and go ashore.  I want to try my new super 
zoom 200-500mm Tamron with a few close up of cape barren geese.  I am loaded with 
the tripod and camera bag, but even with a big telephoto, it is hard to get close enough.  
Those birds are very nervous and it takes me a while to get organised; so by the time I 
am ready to take my snaps, the buggers have flown away.  After a few attempts, I 
decide to leave the camera set up on the tripod and climb the hill with the gear on my 
shoulder, looking like a pro, but no idea what I am doing!  Meanwhile Wadie takes his 
little Olympus out of his pocket and probably gets the better shots of the two of us.
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The view at the top of Hogan is panoramic.  The southern side is wind beaten and the 
ocean is looking angry.  We can see Deal and Dover Islands in the distance, towards 
the South East, and the Prom toward the North West.  Our bay is nice and sheltered 
with Medina looking tiny.  It might be small, but it gets places…

Further along the ridgeline, there is a small lighthouse. We decide to leave this for 
tomorrow and walk back down to Nutmeg, for a motor to the other side of the bay.  
There is a little nook in the rocks, not unlike the “Chicken and Hen” slot that gave us 
grief on the Freycinet coast.  We don’t like narrow, shallow chicken and hen ‘things’.  
However it is an easy beaching for Nutmeg and we get ashore to check out the hut and 
the Northerly bay.  There is a logbook in the hut, and it appears Hogan is mainly 
frequented by kayakers!  

The island must be leased to some farmers as we came across a group of cows: all 
back with a white face.  There must be some 30 to 50 heads of cattle, and we can’t help 
wondering where the water is for them.  Plenty of lush green grass, but fresh water?

Later in the afternoon, the wind picks up and the temperature drops significantly.
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It howled all night and we laid awake listening for a while.  26 knots maximum wind 
speed, not so bad, but the wind generator has been whizzing madly and topping up our 
batteries.

It is grey and cold when we get up, yet by 10.30am the sun is out.  The weather forecast 
on the HF radio confirms we are here for today, but might be able to sail to Deal Island 
tomorrow.

Time for another walk… We climb up to the top of the hill and follow the ridge line all the 
way along to the other end of the island.  

The tussock grass and mutton-bird nests make it hard going at times and we get 
buffeted by the wind gusts, but the view is stunning.  As we climb back down at the 
Northern end of the island, we come across numerous obvious penguin tracks and 
burrows.  It is quite amazing how far and high these little critters climb!

27/12/10 – Hogan Island
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The island is a heaven for cape barren geese.  These large odd-looking birds are 
everywhere.  Grey plumage with charcoal heart shaped spots dappling their back and 
flight feathers, vivid lime green beak and bright pink legs.  There are very weary of 
humans and take off as they spot us.  Launch is a noisy, clumsy, heavy looking affair –
nearly as bad as black swans – with lots of honking.

Having now crossed the whole island, we can honestly say that this place would make a 
tough ‘Survivors’ site.  There is hardly any water, just a small through for the cattle and a 
couple of muddy soaking holes.  It is weather beaten, there is no communication, no 
wood to burn for warmth other than what washes in.

The last bit of our walk before we get back to Nutmeg takes us through a rocky beach 
with small boulders of all shapes and sizes.  Some are egg-shaped, others are canon 
ball like, and Wadie can’t resist selecting one with bright orange lichen, to add to his 
collection down at Jan Juc.  The challenge will be to keep the lichen alive…  Some 
people water their plants, Wadie will water his rock!

On our return, it’s time to attempt to catch our dinner: two lines out, one with bought 
lures and the other with limpets, and the craypot is baited with cat food.

While Wadie busies himself fishing, under the keen eye of Miss Bengie, I decide to wash 
my salty mop.  The catch is disappointing: two blue-throated wrasses – not very nice 
eating, so they end up in the craypot as bait overnight.

After consulting the charts and weather forecast, we are keen to try to sail to Deal via 
Judgement Rocks, 17 miles South of here and about the same from the West coast of 
Deal.  A couple of people have told Wade there is a fur seal colony there and orcas 
have been spotted.  It would be fantastic – if a bit scary – to see them.  Judgement 
Rocks have been on our ‘to see’ list for a while, but we have never had the time nor 
weather to attempt it.  We will have to lock our inquisitive cat away for this visit, as she 
would make a rather tasty meal for seals and orcas!  So we have a plan!
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First thing this morning, we check the 
weather forecast.  It is all go for 
Judgement Rocks then Deal Island.  Up 
comes the cray pot, with a small Port 
Jackson’s shark.  We should eat it, but 
Wadie releases it.

Next project: lifting the anchor.  We are well and truly stuck.  The plough has come up, 
but the LB is caught somewhere, as we suspected would happen.  We try driving 
forward to pull it out the way it went in, but that does not work.  So poor Wadie has to 
dive in and dislodge it from between the rocks.  He manages to get it out first go and 
asks me to wind the chain up.  Well, that’s when I discover that a strong-arm winch isn’t 
for weakies like me.  It is so hard!  Pathetic really!  Now an electric winch has just been 
added to the wish list for the next yacht.

Wadie gets back on board with a bloody thumb!  He managed to wack it against the 
plough as he was swimming down;  it looks nasty.  He has a cut and a blood blister 
forming under the nail.  Ouch, that looks painful!  Betadine, Arnica and Bandaid to the 
rescue… my man is moping.

First aid practice out of the way, we motor out of the bay and set a course for 
Judgement Rocks; however it does not take us long to decide this is not such a good 
idea.  There is hardly any breeze at all, however what little there is happens to be on the 
nose, and there is a lumpy sea against us.  The prospect of running into this for four 
hours does not appeal and we change course towards Deal.  It does give us a better 
angle to the swell, but we still have to motor, albeit with the sails up.  It is a tedious 
passage, with not much to look at.  Without wind, we see very few birds.  Some dolphins 
come and play for a few minutes, but that is it.

28/12/10 – Hogan to Deal Island
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We reach the Northern end of Deal four hours later, and it takes us another hour to 
reach Winter Cove, at the bottom of the Eastern side.  And as we round the island, so 
does the breeze, making our chosen cove opened to the weather…  Bummer…  that 
wasn’t supposed to happen!  It is very calm in there, the breeze is very light and 
expected to switch around to the northeast.  Neither of us feels like turning tail and 
motoring another hour back to West Cove.  “Let’s anchor here and if it gets too rough, 
we’ll move”.  Done!  One thing is for sure, no other yacht is going to anchor in this spot: 
we are stern to the beach at low tide in two meters of water.  It is a very pretty spot, 
nicer than Hogan even.  The water is a light teal, made brighter by the sandy bottom.  
We are looking out to sea, and a flat sea it is.

We are settled in, grab a very late lunch and relax.  Well at least I am relaxed until 
Wadie starts his antics with his thumb.  He has taken the bandaid off.  The nail is blue 
and he decides to try and drill a hole through the nail to release the pressure of the 
blood blister.  He starts with a small drill, then moves to the hot needle.  I can’t watch… 
he can’t drill!  Time for a stiff Bundy…

It is 5pm, Bengie’s wake up time.  She emerges from our bed, hops out on the deck, 
sniffs the air, and looks around: “different spot, same wet stuff all around”… bleating 
miaou at the pacific gulls.

At 8.30pm we notice we have only got one meter of water under the hulls and the tide 
still has three or four hours to go before low water.  Oops, a bit too close to the shore –
forgot about the two or three meter tides!  Well actually I thought it was low when we 
arrived.  It was in fact high.  Time to move a little further out.
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Well, that was a very rough night.  We sat across the bay all night, beam to the swell.  I 
nearly fell out of bed a couple of times.  It was very uncomfortable.  God knows how bad 
it would feel in a monohull!

But we wake up to a brilliant sunny day and the colours of Winter Cove are gorgeous: 
aqua water, granite slabs with orange lichen, grassy slopes on one side, trees on the 
other and a gully up the centre with a small water stream washing onto the beach…  A 
little wallaby comes hopping onto the sand.  We are on our lonesome – idyllic.  But don’t 
mistake that beautiful aqua sea for tropical waters.  It is freezing.  In fact, the 
temperature has dropped markedly since leaving the Lakes, first at Port Albert, then 
Hogan by a few degrees, and now Deal.  From memory Deal holds the coldness record. 
It’s a little better at Flinders Island, but only by a smidgen.

After our sleepless night, we feel very lazy and enjoy a read and Sudoku in the sunshine 
on the deck.  The good intentions of going ashore for a walk up to the Ranger’s house 
disappear when we see the breakers on the beach.  We are going to get soaked in 
Nutmeg… Let’s not bother!

For some unknown reason, the swell picks up and although we have been facing the 
right way all day, meaning bow into the beach, it is getting rather large.  If this keeps 
building, it will break on our stern!  But as the wind abates and the tide changes, things 
improve.

There is this little competition going 
between Wadie and Bengie.  Both enjoy 
the comfort of the seat at the wheel.  As 
soon as Wade gets up, Bengie jumps in.  
“Don’t pinch my spot!”  This little game 
goes on all day.  We are normally gone
walk about for the afternoon, but today, 
she has to share her favourite spot and 
lets us know with disapproving miaows.  

29/12/10 – Deal Island Winter Cove
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Today is a day of indulgence: no walking, small kip and cuddle, sunbake, fresh water 
shower and shampoo, tasty lamb roast for dinner – very enjoyable.

As usual, we consult the charts and weather forecast in the evening.  We are in two 
minds.  We could head off to Flinders Island tomorrow on a Westerly, or we could stay 
on Deal, actually get ashore for a walk then move anchorage to Squally Cove, where we 
haven’t stayed before.  It seems a shame to come to Deal and not stay longer.  We are 
in no rush so we decide to stay here a little longer.

We are here incognito really.  We haven’t even radioed the ranger to say we are 
anchored in Winter Cove.  It  is a bit naughty, but we will go and say hello tomorrow.  
This feeling of having some space on our own with no one intruding is quite precious – a 
secret time out – something we haven’t had much of this year.  Enjoying this as well as
the absence of set itinerary is what makes this trip special.  We have had a year of 
rushing around, I have been away from home too much and constantly on a tight 
schedule.  Wadie has had to deal with a tough stage in his business securing a new 
supplier, so these six weeks away together doing something we love is our time to 
escape.  No particular destination, just out and about, going where the wind takes us, 
doing whatever we fancy… No rush, no pressure.  “Where are you going?” friends ask.  
“Bass Strait somewhere”.  “Are you going to Tassie?” – “Don’t know, we’ll see what 
happens”.  They think we are a bit mad.  Who goes wandering around Bass Strait?  I 
keep saying to people there are some 80 islands around there, plenty to discover.
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Another bright sunny day.  We take the dinghy ashore and walk up the steep hill to the 
caretakers’ house, some 4kms away, and then Barn Hill.  The track up the gully is much 
better than we remember it: the prickly Spinifex grass has been slashed and once on the 
saddle it widens to a tractor width… very civilised!  There are lots of butterflies about 
and Bennett wallabies who, although not tame, certainly are not too afraid of people.  
Once at the top, we check out East and West Cove: no one there.  We are the only ones 
on Deal and the caretakers don’t even know we are here yet!

We wander into the Museum. There is the usual collection of artefacts, shells and 
newspaper clippings from years gone by when the lighthouse was still manually 
operated and couples lived here permanently.  What a tough, lonely life this must have 
been!  Deal Island in summer is reasonable, but at other times of year, especially winter, 
it must be a very cold and wind beaten place to endure, with very few visitors.  
Nowadays people volunteer to be ‘caretakers’ for three months at a time, and the 
waiting list for this gig is surprisingly long.  David and Mary Nicholson, who built Medina, 
did this a couple of years ago in autumn.  There is a flyer in the museum for an account 
written by a couple like them, describing the ups and downs of their daily life here.  A 
sample of the book is on display, with lots of pictures and interesting text.  We might 
order a copy.  It’s always interesting reading about a different experience.  There is also 
a Deal and Tasman Islands Lighthouse Cookbook.  I wonder what sort of recipes we’ll 
get… mutton-bird, fish, and geese?

Thursday 30/12/10 – Deal Island, Winter Cove
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We sign the visitors’ book and look for our last entry, two or three years back.  Not many 
entries… I would have thought many more yachties come here.  But that’s OK, we’d 
rather not see hoards in one of our favourite places!

We climb up to Barn Hill for a panoramic view of the group of islands then head back 
down and meet up with the caretakers: Tim and Linda, from New York of all places.  We 
have a chat for a while.  They used to sail a small catamaran with their two cats on 
board.  We exchange stories.  They have looked after a few place like Deal around in 
the States – interesting lifestyle.  They have been here for only two weeks and are 
looking for jobs to do around the island.  We make a request: clear the track up from 
Squally Cove.  That’s where we intend to anchor tomorrow, and we’ll come back up to 
visit.  This is of course after complimenting them on the Winter Cove track upgrade.  We 
bid our farewell and head back to the boat.  “You wouldn’t like to take a couple of geese 
with you, would you? They crap everywhere”.  We wave goodbye as we laugh… 
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As we close the gate to the compound, a 
little wallaby that appears to be after some 
food bullies us.  He keeps coming at us 
and stands scratching at Wade’s arm… 
Cheeky bugger!  As I said before, not tame 
but not scared of humans!

We get back to Medina, tie up Nutmeg, 
and put everything away… Disaster… 
Wadie has lost his good golf suit – a spray 
jacket I wish he had lost a long time ago.  
He looks everywhere, then it dawns on 
him: he left it at the very top of the hill 
where we stopped for lunch.  What a 
bother, he has to get Nutmeg back in the 
water, motor to the beach now swamped 
with breakers, and walk back up the steep 
track.

Tomorrow, we will need to move: strong North East all day, and strong Westerly change 
late evening.  There are not many anchorage options; possibly Squally Cove, a broad 
double bay which may work for us, otherwise it is the shuffle between East and West 
Coves, the main anchorages across the Murray Pass.  We will see what the day brings.
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We wake up early this morning, stern to the beach.  Time to head out.  

The cliffs on the Southern end of Deal 
are colourful in the morning light, with 
orange lichen highlights.  It is quite 
beautiful, but obviously the exposed 
side of the island.  It is deep water –
40 meters – close to the sheer cliffs.

We round a couple of headlands then enter Squally Bay, a broad butterfly-like shape, 
and follow the outline close in.  The beach itself is very rocky, and drops down very 
quickly to 12 meters.  We are over sand, but it is too deep for us to anchor there as we 
have only got 30 meters of chain.  There goes our shelter from the North East.  We 
follow the shore around to the smaller cove – Little Squally Bay.  There it is somewhat 
shallower, down to 8 meters on sand then rocks close in, but it also is true to its name.  
The wind seems to wrap around and the bay is uncomfortably choppy and windy.  And 
further along the Western side, where we had hoped to move to for the evening change, 
the water is again too deep: 12 meters plus, although again on sand.  Well, that’s it then, 
no good for us.  It is disappointing, but we need to head towards the Murray Pass and 
join the ‘tourists’ in East Cove.

When we reach East Cove, there are three other yachts 
there.  The good thing about being a cat is that we can go 
on the inside of all of them and anchor close to the shore.  
We drop the pick in five meters of water, on an ebbing tide, 
so we will probably sit in 2.5 meters at low water… perfect.  
Might not be so easy tonight at West Cove though.  From 
memory it is a deep anchorage , eight meters plus, if you 
want your anchor to hold.  Close in looks inviting, but it is a 
thin layer of sand over rock slabs and the holding is terrible.  
We might see how bad it gets here, or may be tie up to the 
mooring for the night!  It is apparently a fisherman’s buoy.  
Nobody dares to hook onto it and it is of course in the 
prime spot in the cove.

31/12/10 – Deal Island
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It is an odd day: overcast, heavy haze, looks like it could drizzle one minute, then the 
sun comes out through a patch of blue sky.  The wind gusts are strong and when I look 
at the hill, the spinifex grass and trees are being buffeted.  We swirl around on the 
anchor, all four yachts pointing in different directions.  Then another two arrive, one 
anchoring right in next to us… the cheek!  

Time to make some bread.  Kneading, kneading… My loaves are always a bit heavy 
and dense, so this time I am using more yeast, kneading for longer and letting the dough 
rise three times before baking.  And since we are using the Cobb cooker, I am also 
preparing a frittata, served with side salad and a couple of glasses of wine for our New 
Year’s Eve dinner, out on the deck at sunset.

After an afternoon of rolling around at anchor and watching Waltzing Matilda waltzing a 
little too close to us, the wind and swell finally settle down.  It has been quite warm with 
the North East blowing and this is the first night we enjoy staying out on deck without 
feeling cold.  A very gentle Westerly change comes at about 8pm… nothing of the 
strength we expected.

We are hoping to get away tomorrow morning, early.  At the very least, if we have to say 
around Deal, we will return to Winter Cove.  But we are hoping to be able to sneak away 
to Flinders Island – Roydon anchorage.   If we escape early, say 7.00, we might have a 
chance to make it to Roydon before it gets too strong.  We’d rather not be stuck here for 
another two or three days.  There is a strong wind warning for tomorrow afternoon, with 
a South West low on Sunday through to Monday.

We managed to say hello to Bryn at Tamar Coast Guard.  It is normally impossible to 
get him from Deal, but I tried and got through.  He recognised the boat’s name… Where 
are you calling from, he asked.  “Deal Island, East Cove”.  “Well, that’s amazing… Enjoy 
New Year’s Eve and talk to you tomorrow”.  

It is really nice to hear he is still at it.  He must be at least 85 years old, always at his 
post day after day, year after year.  Each year when we make the trip we have a yarn on 
the radio and he remembers us… there is always a joyful “Medina!” response to our 
calls.  Bass Strait won’t be the same when he is no more.  But for now he is alive and 
well!  

We stay up till 10.30 pm, which is a record for us on board, but as usual we will wish
each other Happy New Year tomorrow morning.
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It was very warm last night.  We threw the quilt layers off… unheard of for Wadie and 
Bengie!  Wadie was up a few times to check our position and that of Waltzing Matilda.  
But we did not have to up anchor in the middle of the night nor play dodgem.

The early morning forecast unfortunately confirmed what we could hear through the 
rigging: no passage to Flinders Island today.  The combination of strong wind, to 30 
knots, on the beam, with three to four meter swell, and a couple of meters of sea on top 
would not be for the faint hearted.

Most of the other yachts have gone across to West Cove during the night and early 
morning.  Only one other yacht and us are left in East Cove.  He leaves, headed South 
against tidal current and wind.  I wonder where he will go?  May be Squally Bay, or else 
they have a strong stomach!  Meanwhile Wade rigs up an antenna high up in the 
rigging, to try and get internet connection… No luck, but then again, no surprise either.  
We count the yachts in West Cove: five of them spread across the whole beach, plus on 
the way out and us, makes seven… all accounted for.  Let’s go and find our own cove.

We lift up the anchor and motor out through the North East end of the Pass.  Along the 
way we notice the large rock slab that looked as if it had been painted white when we 
first neared Deal the other day.  You could see it for miles.  It is in fact the favourite 
landing spot of a colony of cormorants.  And the white paint is… no points for guessing: 
lots and lots of guano!

We are not game enough to raise our sails… 25 to 30 knots on the bottom, motoring 
away, the top of the waves whipped off in plumes of spray.  We look into Garden Cove, 
which could provide suitable protection.  “I reckon it’s too close, we’ll get visitors in here, 
let’s keep going to Winter Cove”.  We are motoring close to the rocks to get some 
shelter from the wind, in 60 meters of water.  An hour later, we reach the entrance of 
Winter Cove and turn into wind, inching our way inside.  It’s nice and flat in here and we 
know for a fact that we can withstand 50 knots winds in this cove.  So we will be safe.  
At 9.30am we are all settled; it’s time for bacon and eggs to celebrate the New Year!

1/1/11 – Deal Island
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We busy ourselves tidying up the boat, 
reading, waiting, then Wadie decides he 
should service the engine.  

Faithful Terrence the Tractor has been 
working hard this trip and he wants to 
make sure it keeps ticking along reliably.  
The nice clean cockpit is turned into a 
work shed, with stuff everywhere: oil 
change, oil filter change, then a plaintive 
call is heard: “Miss Cricri, come and 
have a look at this”… Wadie is holding 
up the air filter, a piece of perished foam 
with a great big hole worn through.  
“Have you got a spare?” – “Nope”.  “Ok, 
let me think… I have a piece of wading 
left over from the quilt project, I’ll dig it 
out”…  I hunt around for it, find it, and 
fold it in layers; Wadie sucks air through 
it… “Yap, that will work”.  I cut the thing 
to shape and bingo, one new air filter!  
Ah, the resourcefulness!

We had a tasty lunch of olive spread on freshly baked bread. Yum!  Note to self: 
remember not to try to empty the breadcrumbs through the floor hatch.  The air draft 
sends them flying everywhere in the cabin… duhh!  Back to cleaning.

Next project: filling up the water for showers at the local water stream, armed with funnel 
and jerry cans.  It is funny how we busy ourselves with all sorts of little things at anchor.  
We very rarely get bored.  I haven’t even got my sewing project or books out.  We potter 
about, daydream, or go exploring ashore.
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On our return form water duty, Wade 
raises the internet aerial to half way up 
the mast.  He wants to get a connection, 
as it has been a week since we last had 
communication.  We are not hopeful 
since there was not any in the morning 
on the Northern side, but given that we 
are on the Eastern shore in direct line to 
the North of Flinders Island, you never 
know.  He sets the computer up in the 
cockpit and lucky us, we are connected.  
It’s fickle, but good enough to download 
emails and send sign of life to friends 
and family.

I check emails on my Blackberry in case some got through before we left Victoria… and 
the one I was waiting for is there: from Sam, my boss, praising my good work and 
confirming my promotion as of 1/1/11… More money, yeah!
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6.30am this morning, Wade hoists the internet cable up the mast to get the latest 
forecast from Willy Weather.  The wind has quietened down during the night and we are 
hopeful we can leave Deal or we will get stuck here for days!  10-20 WSW, 
strengthening in the afternoon.  We are out of here!  Last night we worked out that a 
heading for Roydon Island, a small islet a quarter of the way down the West coast of 
Flinders Island, might be workable, otherwise Killiecrankie if we can’t point high enough 
into wind.  We head out of Winter Cove at 7.00 am, hoist the sails in about 12 knots of 
breeze, turn off the engine and yes, we are sailing, and very nicely too: at about 6 knots, 
not too much swell.  It ‘s about a six to seven hour passage.  The conditions are good –
not scary – and it is great to be sailing at a decent speed, all sails out.  As we go along, 
the wind picks up, with gusts around 18 to 20 knots, so Wade rolls in a bit of the jib and 
later reefs the main.  As we get closer to the Flinders coast, the sea picks up somewhat 
and it gets a bit bumpy, with the wind further up on our bow, but still quite comfortable.  
A nice, sedate, uneventful trip… that is right until the last minute when we round Roydon 
Island.  

There, the depth drops from 35 meters down to 8 meters in a narrow passage between 
Roydon and the Pascoe Rocks: we have an ebbing tide against 18 knots of breeze, 
swell, entering shallow water… All this equates to lots of white water and steep waves, 
not unlike crossing a bar on a bad day.  I am at the wheel; Wade has turned the engine 
on a little way back and dropped the sails. I anxiously look behind us and see rather 
large breakers descending on us… Don’t look back, just steer, I say to myself.  All of a 
sudden I feel Medina rear up like a horse, then we start sliding down the face of the 
wave and a second wave chases us and comes crashing into the cockpit – Aooh! A 
scream escapes, we are both soaked right through.  I am wrestling the wheel trying to 
straighten the boat.  Wade grabs the wheel and accelerates away.  We are standing in 
ankle deep water with stuff floating around.  Thank god the cabin doors were closed!  
Wade continues to steer while I fish towels and cushions out of our bathtub, shaking like 
a leaf, startled as well as cold from the soaking and chilly wind.  Boy, we’ve got some 
drying to do!  We anchor up, 5 minutes later, at 1.30 pm, in the shelter of the pyramid 
shaped hill of Roydon Island and its lagoon.  It nearly was an uneventful 6.5-hour
passage.

2/1/11 - Deal Island to Roydon Island
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We are now looking like a Chinese 
laundry, with clothes, towels and 
cushions drying in the sun and wind.  
The back cabins got some water in them 
through the back hatches… We hadn’t 
expected sea from the stern, nor a nasty 
bar crossing, had we!  But it is not too 
bad. It is quite windy out there, but now 
that we have cleaned up the bathtub, we 
can actually take notice of our beautiful 
surroundings.

Aqua lagoon only two meter deep, in front of a sandy beach and the lovely hill of 
Roydon; behind us, Flinders Island.  It really is one of our favourite anchorages.
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This drawing is taken out of my handwritten journal.  Wade says it wasn’t quite like this.  
One big swell lifted us off then another wave following closely broke on us.  Either way 
we got pooped, the nautical term for swamped!  Should have had more engine speed!

Being right opposite the Mt Tanner radio tower, we have a strong signal and take the 
opportunity to use the internet phone to ring our respective families.  It always amazes 
me to be able to call France from the remoteness of a Bass Strait anchorage.

We listen to the chatter on the VHF radio.  Whilst we are sitting quietly here on our 
lonesome, there is pandemonium on Prime Seal Island, a couple of hours further out.  
There are lost of yachts there, well at least four, in a tight weedy anchorage.  They are 
all dragging and having to reset their anchors…  “Mr Bo Jangles, this is Wannabe II, are 
you dragging into us?”…”We can’t seem to stick”…  “Wannabe II, this is Waltzing 
Matilda; after three attempts we have put down the Admiralty anchor, but we might be 
on fender watch tonight”.  Ah more joys of crowded anchorages!  There are all on their 
way down to the wooden boat festival in Hobart, so I guess they go to the ‘main spots’.
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Another sunny morning in paradise.  It looks like we have a week of Easterly weather 
ahead of us, perfect for this West side of Flinders Island.

We intend to pay a visit to a few islets, which we marked as unsuitable a few years ago, 
mainly because the bottom was weed over sand, thus offering poor holding for a plough 
anchor.  But now that we’ve got the mighty LB, designed specifically for the purpose, we 
may very well change our assessment.  So on the list are East Kangaroo and Green 
Islands.

For now we will take the dinghy ashore and do a lap of Roydon, hunting for flotsam.  
There are often very good treasures to be found here.  A few years ago, we brought 
back some whalebones, which are now on display at Jan Juc!  There is only one 
drawback on this island, as on most others around here: the nasty tiger snakes.  So no 
bush bashing up the hill, we will hug the shoreline.

Disappointment, we did not find anything in our fossicking.  The local hut however is 
very well maintained, with seats made of driftwood and a stunning view of our 
anchorage.  The local Landcare group is doing a great job of keeping the boxthorn
down.  It is an endless task and the birds carry the seeds from one island to another, 
making it hard to eradicate.

3/1/11 – Roydon Island
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We chat to Bryn at Tamar Coast Guard and find out that our namesake – Dave and 
Mary’s Medina , the monohull, are in Lady Barron for a couple of days, then Deal, on 
their way to the Lakes.  We are going to try and arrange a ‘boat meeting’ somewhere.  It 
will be fun to have the two Medinas together.  They can check out what we have done to 
their ‘ugly duckling’ and we can have a look at theirs!

We have a lazy afternoon, enjoying the quieter conditions and sunshine in this idyllic 
spot.  Later in the afternoon the wind picks up a bit and we swing around to the South 
East then North East.  Time for a fresh water shower and shampoo out on deck, then we 
will investigate the beach on Flinders Island called West End for tonight, just on the 
opposite side of the bay.
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We woke up this morning to the sound of raindrops.  It only lasted a short time.  We had 
a little laze around.  Wade attempted and finished the super hard Sudoku, whilst I got 
my “Envol” quilt out – the egret taking off through the reeds – to start the long process of 
burying the hundreds of quilting threads through the layers of wadding.  I have not quite 
finished quilting the top, but it will make it easier if I haven’t a network of hanging threads 
to contend with.  I think this will probably be my best quilt to date, in terms of design, 
colour and construction, but also my hardest.  Curved seams, intricate and small 
piecing, painting of some of the cloth as I could not find the right hues in commercial 
fabrics – not that you have much control of shading with watercolours!  I loved every 
step of the process of making this and it will be nice to progress it on board.

Part way through the morning we went ashore for a stroll along the beach.  Wadie found 
a beautiful slab of driftwood… probably just pine, but with a nice silky grain.  We stood 
looking at it, wondering what we could make… it lends itself to a long shelf or if cut in 
half, a small table.  We later found a couple of lengths of timber for feet.  Can’t help 
ourselves, so we loaded Nutmeg up and came back to Medina with the loot.  It is now in 
the back cabin, nearly as bad as whalebones weight wise, but not as smelly.

We are now on our way to Marshall Bay, just around the corner.  This is a very broad 
semi circle of a bay, with a sandy beach some 18 Kms long, and granite monoliths.  One 
is Marshall Rocks, the other Castle Rock. There are apparently quite photogenic.  We 
have never been, so it is worth having a look!

4/1/11 – West End to Marshall Bay
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Oh, oh, excitement, we might have caught a fish on the trawl line… No, it looks a bit too 
easy to pull in…yap, just seaweed.  Back in it goes!

OK, Marshall Rocks is nothing but a rocky outcrop, but Castle Rock looks good from 5 
Kms away… Whoa, woo, and we have fish for dinner tonight.  Wadie caught a pike!
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We anchor in front of a long beach just past Castle Rock and dinghy ashore. Castle 
Rock is instantly renamed ‘ET’ by Wadie. This is an imposing landmark surrounded by 
small granite outcrops and slabs covered with the distinctive orange lichen.  Well worth 
a visit.

On our return from our foray ashore, Wadie undertakes the servicing of our main self-
tailing winch, which decided not to work.  This is after looking for our winch handle 
everywhere and realising that it must have gone overboard during the big flooding.  
Fortunately we have several!  Taking the winch apart looks a bit daunting, but Wadie is 
methodical in his line up of each component on a towel.  Everything is cleaned, oiled, 
then painstakingly put back.  Some springs get named.  There is the Jesus spring, for 
“Jesus, where did that one go?”, and the Mother F spring for “why won’t you fit back on, 
you Mother F”, and the Oh Shit spring for “Oh shit, that nearly went overboard!”  
Eventually it is all back together and working perfectly again.  Nicely done, Wadie… and 
the swear jar is looking healthy too!



42

We decide to stay here for the night, rather than up anchor to move to Emita or All Ports
beach, just around the corner.  We will make a small stop there tomorrow morning to get 
rid of some of our rubbish and may be get some water, as there are picnic facilities 
there.  Although they also have barbecues, which would be handy for the fish, it means 
taking the dinghy out again and braving the mosquitos… Pass!
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Grey start to the day, no wind; consolation prize is pancakes for breakfast.  We potter 
around for a couple of hours doing nothing very constructive or memorable; but by the 
time we raise the anchor for a very short motor to Emita, it’s sunny.  It is literally only a 
few minutes away.  We round a grey rock we baptise hippopotamus, as from a distance 
we can make out a heavy head and round body…It is in fact called Watermark Rocks.  
On one side of the hippo is Emita Beach, on the other side, it’s All Ports beach, a nice 
little nook surrounded by granite slabs with enough space for us to swing around at 
anchor, but that’s it.  And from the back, we stare at the hippo’s bum… and it looks like a 
bottom too!

5/1/11 – Castle Rocks to All Ports
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I really prefer anchoring in small coves rather than along beaches.  You get a more 
protected feel and this particular anchorage offers shelter from all but a Westerly wind.  
We are in five meters of crystal clear water over sand at high tide, and landing the 
dinghy is a breeze, with no swell and a steep beach.  This is a very handy little spot with 
brand new gas barbecues, rainwater tanks, toilets and garbage bins.  Everything we 
need!

Given the lack of wind, this will be our spot for the night.  No point going anywhere else 
if we have to motor.  This would have to be the shortest passage on record: 2 Kms!
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Being at Emita, we decide to go ashore and walk to the Furneaux Museum… the only 
sign of ‘civilisation’ at Emita.  We have been there once before, and it is an interesting 
repository of the islands’ history, from aboriginal folks to early 1900 ‘birders’ – islanders 
who used to catch mutton birds out of their burrows for their meat, oil and down… a 
gruesome part of the Flinders Island’s history.

We get back on board just in time to avoid a few short rain showers, then the sun 
returns.

Barbecue ashore for dinner tonight, and we might have yet another chat on the phone 
with David Nicholson, owner of Medina the Monohull.  They are still in Lady Barron, at 
the bottom end of Flinders… waiting for the arrival of fresh food at the one and only 
shop – well, shop is a grand name for it.  We keep telling them to leave this very 
unwelcoming spot in the Franklin Sound and go to Whitemark, where at least there is a 
small village with a small supermarket, good bakery, pub, butcher and a petrol station, 
but no, they are worried they will be caught by the tide and get stuck there. So we are
still waiting for the elusive meeting of the two Medinas and it would not surprise us if 
when they finally leave Lady Barron, they want to head straight for Deal Island.  We will 
see what tonight’s phone call brings.

We ourselves are intending to go to Whitemark tomorrow.  High tide is at 1.00pm so, if 
we get there a couple of hours before that, we will have time to top up the diesel, have a 
leisurely brunch at the bakery, try and talk our way with the publican to do a couple of 
loads of washing, chat with the locals, then be on our way before the water disappears.  
That is the catch with Whitemark, it dries out totally at low tide, except for the hole 
around the jetty they blasted out to accommodate the old supply boats of yesteryear.  It 
is inconvenient but no great disaster if we get stranded on the way out, we just sit flat on 
the sand and wait, but I suppose it is more than an inconvenience in a mono and they 
do draw more than us!  Still, staying at the fishos jetty at Lady Barron is not an appealing 
thought!
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And speaking of bottoming out, Wade notices that a rock has appeared right next to us.  
It is an hour to low tide, so there is another 25 cm of ebbing to go by my calculation.  
Wade jumps in the water.  We float when his goolies get wet, so if when he stands on 
the rock, the water reaches his belly button, we can safely swing on top of the rock.  It 
barely covers his privates; bummer, we have to shuffle a few meters out!

Well, there will be a meeting of the two Medinas at Trousers Point, tomorrow night.  It is 
official!  It will be funny radioing our position to Bryn at Tamar Coast Guard.  We are 
really looking forward to this unexpected and odd get together.
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First task for the day was a motor to Whitemark on a rising tide to give us enough time 
to do a couple of loads of washing, fill up with fuel, get some fresh food and check out a 
small gallery.  The locals were not in a very engaging nor chatty mood, so we did not 
hang around for long.  It is amazing though how quickly everyone in town knows  you 
have tied up to the jetty, even though no one appears to have seen you.  In the process 
of doing the laundry, I have my first experience with twin tubs.  They may be better than 
hand washing, but not by much.  By 1.30pm we are ready to go.  It is high water, so 
plenty of depth to cross the danger zone swiftly, and head for Trousers Point where we 
are meeting David and Mary on our namesake.

We are excited about seeing them and having the two Medinas together in the same 
cove.  When we round Trousers Point and see them, I have butterflies in my stomach 
and I know Dave and Mary are probably feeling the same way.

We anchor up, then hop on Nutmeg to meet up on their Medina.  It is a smart looking 
steel centre cockpit, painted yellow, with a shallow draft keel, so they are anchored quite 
close to the beach.  We get on board looking at their boat with potential buyers’ eyes as 
it is getting painted ready for sale next month!  Although this is not the Purrfect Puffin, it 
is a very nice mono, with fully enclosed centre cockpit, shoal draft, island bed; what it
does not have is a deck saloon.  When you are inside, you can’t see much out and that’s 
a big drawback for us.  Nevertheless, we know it has been built well and has been very 
well looked after.  We also know they are looking at our boat and see it as an excellent 
Lakes boat… Anyway the two yachts look really good together and I tell Dave “you 
should be proud of your creations – we are!”

6/1/11 – Whitemark to Trousers Point
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We enjoy a good catch up, sitting comfortably in their cockpit, then head ashore for a 
barbecue.  It is great to hear about their adventures, their time as caretakers on Deal 
Island.  We tell them about our life, our Bass Strait forays, our dreams for the next boat.  
David’s boat building experience and the knowledge they gained from eight years of 
cruising on their Medina and two years on ours is invaluable.  They have seen a lot of 
different yacht designs and their plus and minuses.

It is an interesting evening and it sounds like they might tag along with us for a few days, 
while the weather does not allow them to head north.  They don’t know the Furneaux 
Group of islands, where as we do, they have never tasted abalones,,, so we might take 
them to a couple of our favourite spots on Badger and Cape Barren islands.

We get back on board our Medina, thinking “would not it be funny to do a swap again –
our Medina plus some cash for theirs”.  It is worth thinking about and asking them about 
their plans.  You never know!  But it would be the “Impurrfect Puffin”.

Lots to think about!
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It blew fairly hard last night.  Wade got up to set the buddy, a lead weight that is lowered 
along the chain to keep us from dragging.  Later in the night I get up and notice that the 
lights on Medina the mono are on.  Dave must be up, keeping an eye out.  I later hear 
anchor chain noises… they must be putting more chain out.

When we surface in the morning we realise they have moved further away.  They had 
60 meters of chain out (they don’t muck about).  When the wind swang in the early 
morning, they found themselves right in front of us and were not comfortable with this 
position, so picked up their anchor and moved 150 meters away.  It is now totally calm, 
warm and hazy.

We have a swim and breakfast, then invite them over for a cuppa.  A few pleasant hours 
pass as we sit together chatting about all sorts of things.  We show them the changes 
we have made on board.  It is a trip down memory lane for them.  We exchange 
yachting stories, we talk about our mutual plans.  They intend to get their Medina ready 
for sale – repaint and minor maintenance work in Paynesville, then sail her back to 
Brisbane where they still have their berth and will live aboard until it is sold, which will 
probably happen quicker in Queensland.  Then they will come back down to the 
Gippsland Lakes region to live.  “Time to have a home, a veggie garden and a dog” says 
Mary!  They will then buy a lake boat… There goes the idea of an instant boat swap!

With the absence of wind, we can’t sail anywhere.  We discuss our plan to go to Key 
Island Bay on Cape Barren Island, but Dave is very selective about his anchorages and 
not keen to follow.  They will stay put around the Trousers Point and Emita area, until 
the right conditions to head north present themselves.

So by early afternoon, they head back to their Medina, we say our goodbyes, and opt to 
leave for Cape Barren Island on our own.  Initially there is hardly any breeze, but as 
soon as we cross Franklin Sound, which runs between Flinders Island and Cape Barren 
Island, we are able to hoist the sails and switch off the engine.  We are sailing well, 
doing 5 or 6 knots all the way to Thunder and Lightening bay, then on goes the tractor 
again, to finish the last little stretch into the next bay: our destination.

We anchor in our favourite spot: a sandy patch behind Key Island, in front of a small 
section of beach in  between granite rocks.  This  place feels remote, looks inhospitable 
with the hundreds of rocks around, but the shelter is good and so is the holding.  It has 
the clearest of water, the loveliest hues of orange and pink around the bay, and sunsets 
here are magic with the silvery reflections and shimmering on the water.  We love this 
place.  You look down under the boat.  We are in five meters of water and you can see 
the bottom clearly with its sea grass, weeds and anemones.  And a short dive away, 
abalones await amongst the rocks.  It is a feast in all respects: for the eyes, the body 
and the mind.

7/1/11 – Trousers Point  (Flinders Island) to Key island Bay (Cape Barren Island)
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And don’t you like these names? Thunder and Lightening Bay, ominous but dreamy, and 
Key Island Bay, a secret little cove accessed by rounding the key!

Wade sets up the anchor and buddy.  It is really warm with the northerly blowing gently.  
It is about 5pm, too late to set up the diving gear and Wade is too weary for a walk right 
around the main beach, so instead we go and sit out in the nets with a drink.  Gorgeous!  
It does not help our desire for a nap though!  For some reason we have both been a bit 
sleepy all afternoon.  It has been warm, we haven’t done much physically.  We will be a 
little more active tomorrow.  In the meantime we treat ourselves to a fresh water shower 
and shampoo out on deck to perk us up, have a light dinner and watch the sunset 
behind Key Island.  It is a magnificent display with a mackerel sky and brilliant reds, 
oranges and pinks… Magic!

By 10pm, the wind has picked up again and it is blowing quite hard.  Why does it always 
blow at night?  20 knots, whistling through the rigging, yanking at the chain.  Wade sets 
up the anchor alarm on the GPS just in case.  It will beep if we move beyond a certain 
range, albeit not very loudly… We will probably be up and down like yoyos during the 
night to check how we are positioned.  I think of Dave and Mary.  They would freak out 
in this spot,,, but they would probably have been OK anchored off the main beach.
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After a windy night, it is a brilliant, calm, sunny morning.  I cannot get over how clear the 
water is.  It is like looking down at a garden underneath us.  We are on the weedy edge 
of the sandy patch where we dropped the anchor.  We can clearly see the chain and the 
spot where the plough is buried and has reset itself with the wind change.  All around is 
sea grass, underwater flower buds and sponges.

We set ourselves up for a dive.  There 
are hoses, fins, weight belts everywhere 
on deck!  I am glad Wade remembers 
how everything goes together for the 
hooker.  It is already warm and putting 
the wetsuits on is a sticky struggle, so it 
is with great relief that we jump 
overboard for a bit of cool relief.  We 
have got ourselves organised with a 
plastic measuring device for the abs; 
minimums are 12.7cm for the black lip 
abalones, 14.5cm for the green lips.

As we swim out, we can see the silvery shells of the green lip abalones.  There are lots 
of them, although most are undersize.  But it does not taken long for Wade to find a few 
legal size ones.  He dives, I check, we bag.  I have a go too, however I find it hard to 
sneak up on them without disturbing the water around the shells.  By the time I stabilise 
myself and insert the knife at the end of their shell, they tighten their grip and I can’t 
prise them off the rocks.  I pick up one large one, and two undersize, which I put back, 
while Mr Ab Diver gets close to his bag limit.  Breezing gets hard quickly as we are still 
on high tide and the power snorkel is not much good beyond six meters depth.  Never 
mind, we have more than enough for a great feed.  As we swim back to the boat, I 
notice three or four squids, some ‘old wives’ fish, lots of urchins… if only I knew what to 
do with urchins!  Well, we have ten abs, all green lip, a beautiful feast for a night or two!

8/1/11 – Key Island Bay (Cape Barren Island) to Spike Cove (Clarke Island)
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Wade has done very well, as usual, whereas I feel rather rusty with the diving.  The first 
time in the season is always a bit of a struggle for me.  I will have to remember to watch 
and enjoy, more so than forage.  

While Wadie shucks our catch, we hear Medina the mono talking to Tamar Coast Guard 
on the radio.  They have headed back to Lady Barron.  It is a bit of a shame as this is 
not a very pleasant spot.  It sounds like they will stay there until they can head back to 
the Lakes on a South Westerly in one big stretch.  Oh well, as long as they have fun and 
feel safe!  I get straight onto Tamar after their call to let them know our intentions.  
Although we can’t talk directly to Medina, they will hear the coast guard repeat our 
position and intended next anchorage.

We have consulted the weather forecast and charts and with a strong southerly 
predicted for Sunday, our original goal of Kent Bay is probably not the best.  So we defer 
our fossicking for topaz till another day and will instead sail to Spike Cove on Clarke 
Island, which should offer good protection. It is due south from here.  

But first, we set up the generator to recharge the hooker battery, so to escape the noise 
and get a bit more exercise, we take a long stroll on the beautiful main beach of Key 
Island Bay.  The sand is burning hot under our feet and the sun beats down on our 
bodies, so we take a few refreshing dips along the way.  I collect a few bryazoans in the 
sea grass.  They look like coral on a stick!

On our return, it is time to lift the anchor.  I thought I had better have another go at the 
arm strong winch.  You never know, if anything happened to Wadie, I might be quite 
comfortable sailing the boat, but you’ve got to be able to get away first.  Miss Weakie
manages to raise the anchor with much grunting and mumbling. That next boat of ours 
had better have an electric winch!
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It is now after six.  We have spent the last couple of hours motoring down to Spike 
Cove, in dead calm conditions.  This weather is odd; it blows hard at night, then it’s all 
quiet for the day.  But with a strong wind warning of 20 to 30 knots from the South East 
for a couple of days, we needed to seek decent shelter, and the rock-studded Key Island 
Bay would not do.

As we near Spike Cove, we can see three fishing vessels, anchored in the large half 
moon bay.  We have never been there, but it can’t be too bad if commercial vessels use 
it to hide in overnight.  The entire water’s edge is lined with orange granite slabs, some 
juddering up like at Stonehenge, other thin, tall and spiky – probably hence the name of 
the cove.  The water is quite deep, but we manage to find a sandy spot right inside the 
bottom end of the bay, in five meters of water.  We later discover this place is called 
Snug Cove.  That’s a good sounding name.  We are unsure as to whether we are 
allowed ashore.  We both seem to recall this is aboriginal land and we may well require 
permission.  It would be good to explore tomorrow.  This is our first time around Clarke 
Island, or at least on this side.

The sun sets at 9pm and it is again a brilliant display of deep red and mauve right 
across the bay, with the fishing boats in silhouette… Stunning.  We take lots of photos 
then sit back in the dinette, savouring our abs with a glass of Sauvignon, and admiring 
the scenery through our brand new windows.

I think back at the conversation I had with Mary about the uniqueness of our sailing 
experiences.  We get to see some outstanding seascapes and marine life, and feel a 
sense of awe, wonder and also luck.  I think we often underestimate how special those 
experiences are, and how few people get to do and see this.  It has been a really nice, 
special day.

And it is my sister Vero’s birthday.  I tried sending an email this morning, but it bounced.  
We have another try tonight, however with little coverage I am doubtful it will get 
through.  An SMS from Wade’s mobile will at least tell her we are thinking of her.
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Windy shmindy today!  We rocked and rolled like crazy last night before the wind picked 
up.  It is as if the swell was coming in and bouncing off the rocks back onto us… But the 
fishing boats anchored in the middle of the bay were rocking shockingly, so may be we 
got swell from the South West wind that was forecast on the Northern coast of Tassie.

It has now settled into a strong South East.  We are bopping around, but it is not 
uncomfortable.  We will probably not venture out in Nutmeg today, so reading, sewing 
and Sudokus are on the agenda.

We are thinking about our Medina maintenance list.  Isn’t it endless?  When we thought 
we had it all ship shape, we live on it and cruise seriously for a few weeks and the to do 
list starts again!  So here goes:

Get the windows checked by James the shipwright as we have noticed 
condensation that should not be there
Repaint inside around all the windows
Repaint the bathroom, particularly around the shower floor
Clean up the autopilot ring that is on the wheel as it is starting to corrode
The anchor winch is on the way out.  But you wouldn’t replace it with another 
Armstrong one and installing an electric one is expensive and fiddly, so it might 
have to be nursed to last a bit longer
Regalvanise the chain
Replace the port side clears, which are not so clear anymore
Do some touch up paint of Emerclad on the deck where some nasty pelicans 
pooped on us and we can’t get the marks off
Replace the temperature gauge on the fridge which has given up all together
Replace the fridge seals

Do you know what BOAT stands for? Bring On Another Thousand!

10.00am, time for another coffee.  In fact time for breakfast… Wadie claims it’s a second 
breakfast for me; “You are not counting my 3am munchies as a breakfast, are you?”  I 
had a hypo attack and had to quickly quaff down something sweet to bring the blood 
sugars back up!  “I noticed you gobbled a few jellybeans too, and you’re not diabetic!”

9/1/11 – Spike Cove, Clarke Island
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The day passes slowly.  The wind is constant and we have white caps right inside the 
bay, making it fairly bouncy.  It is cheese and biscuits for lunch, the staple diet when we 
want to avoid getting seasick!  For a while I get my quilt out and continue the slow 
process of hiding the quilting threads through the layers.  But threading needles in a 
bouncing boat is not the recommended occupation for these conditions, so I have to put
this aside and sit out on the deck for a while.  Wade and Bengie play their usual game of 
who gets the good seat. However after a while, reading gets to him too.  A nap might be 
the antidote for queasiness and boredom.  I am making a loaf of bread so could sneak a 
kip between rises.

Wade has noticed a little sheltered nook in between rock slabs.  “May be if we sneak in 
there and spider web ourselves in, we could be really snug and could get ashore”.  Oh 
no, another “Chicken and Hen” slot attack!  I ignore him, hoping this will be enough to 
pour cold water on his idea.  I would like to get ashore, but the thought of trying to get 
into Nutmeg while it jumps up and down at a different rhythm to Medina is too scary to 
consider, and we would get beaten up in the chop and wind gusts.  As to landing 
somewhere, amongst rocks, that would be the end of poor old Nutmeg.  Actually, this 
could be a plot to get rid of it.  It is getting really worse for wear and could break up very 
easily.  No, may be we should try to keep it going till the boat is sold.  No point buying a 
new dinghy for somebody else!

Actually this business of maintaining Medina, whilst looking for another yacht is a bit 
tricky.  We are in no hurry, we haven’t seen anything we like, and we don’t want to drop 
the price placed on Medina whilst we have nothing else to move to.  So in the meantime 
we have got to look after her well as we could have her for a few more years.  It is all a 
bit hard.  We are probably a few years too early with our upgrade plan, but it is good to 
dream and fun to look.
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It has been blowing all day, however the swell is now less confused and the rough
bouncing has settled into a more comfortable motion.  The forecast is however not 
encouraging.  We have several days of strong South East and little chance to get out of 
Spike Cove.  We might all get a bit antsy if we can’t get off the boat, but at least we are 
safe and the anchor is holding well.

Wadie was very brave tonight.  His favourite hat gave up the ghost – top totally rotted.  
He considered using it as a neck warmer for a brief moment, but then opted for a burial 
at sea!
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We wake up to a very grim looking day.  The wind is howling, the white caps are back in 
the bay, and it is raining.  The visibility is poor.  We can just see the granite boulders at 
the entrance of the cove, but there is sea fog about.

As the hours pass slowly, the South East wind eases a little, down to 15-20 knots 
instead of 20-30, but the rain does not let off and we discover a few drips.  Oh no, the 
water is supposed to be on the outside, not the inside!  There is obviously a few spots 
where our new windows have not sealed properly.  Another job for the shipwright.  I 
wonder how he will fix this?  More goop squeezed in? We mark the spots with a pencil 
arrow, strategically place some sponges and rags to collect the water drips… What a 
pain… this is a good way for dry rot to start – in fact, that’s what happened to Nysa, the 
cat for sale in Cairns, which I had a look at when I was up there for work.  They did not 
attend to leaks and rot developed all around their saloon windows.  By the time they 
finally got around to the repairs, they had to rebuild the whole side of the coach house!  
Don’t like water dribbles in a wooden boat.  Little dribbles, big troubles.

We still can’t get off Medina.  We both wish we could as the swell coming in makes us 
roll from side to side.  Pitching up and down is fine, rolling is not.  But with this incessant 
rain, there is not much point venturing out.  It sounds like we have another two days of 
this weather.  Cabin fever could set in!  Mind you, when we listen to the radio, the news 
about the floods in Queensland make our Bass Strait weather sound benign.

It is 7pm and the wind, swell and rain have eased.  It looks like we will have a small 
window of lighter Easterlies tomorrow (15-25 knots) to make an escape out of here.  Our 
plan to sail to the North Eastern shores of Tassie won’t however materialise, as the 
following three or four days intensify again to 35-40 knots, then switch to a North East, 
which would mean that we would be stuck there, unable to shelter anywhere nor come 
back North.

The topaz-fossicking project in Kent Bay, at the South East end of Cape Barren Island, 
is also shelved as we would have to head east into wind through the passage between 
Cape Barren and Clarke Islands.

It pays to be flexible if you want to stay safe, so the plan is now to explore the shore 
here tomorrow morning, then leave with the rising tide back up towards Key Island or 
Thunder and Lightening bays, on Cape Barren island.  This way, we will have the wind 
and tide working for us.  These two bays will provide a welcome change of scenery as 
well as good shelter from Easterlies.  They are also a little less remote than Spike Bay, 
which has a ‘land’s end’ feel to it.

Monday 10/1/11 – Spike Cove
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It is funny the simple and unexpected little pleasures we experience when we are sitting 
at anchor.  We turned the radio on at about 9am and ‘Life Matters” was on.  They often 
have interesting programs.  One part was about an American lawyer who specialises in 
acting for prisoners on death row; the other was about parenting… We happily listened 
to this while having breakfast.  We never ever do this at home!

With the wind and sea much calmer today, we have just had a trip ashore.  We took 
Nutmeg through the little gulch Wade had spotted, then to one of the only bit of sandy 
beach around.  I am glad to report that it is far too shallow to bring Medina there… so 
we’ve got that little venture out of Wadie’s system!  Seeing the large boulders and 
Easter Island like outcrops up close was interesting and the shores are lined with 
enormous sloping slabs of granite.  Actually, when we first sailed into Spike Cove, I 
spotted the tiny beach and from a distance those slabs looked like a broad dirt road 
coming down from the top of the hill to a boat launch.  The coarse granite slabs made it 
easy and grippy for us to walk around and climb to the top of the ridge overlooking Spike 
Island and “Dead Man’s Gulch” – what an inviting name!  The whole place has a 
strange, nearly eerie feel to it, possibly from the mix of granite spikes, gloomy skies, 
silence only broken by the wind gusts and the confirmation this is aboriginal land.  Yet 
the bay obviously offers great shelter, since four cray boats take refuge in it, with ample 
space for us not to feel crowded in.

11/1/11 – Spike Cove to Key Island Bay
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Wade has plotted our course for our escape.  It is still fairly windy and he fears we might 
get plastered as we get out and cross the Armstrong Channel, between Clarke and 
Cape Barren Island.  Only Preservation Island, right in the middle, might live up to its 
name and offer some shelter on the way.  We will go with a bit of jib and see how we 
fare.  If we don’t like it, we can always come back!

Well, the crossing was a very sedate sail at 5 or 6 knots, in misty conditions.  It is always 
a little more ominous in sea mist and drizzle than on a sunny day, so we were guarded, 
but we reached Key Island Bay two hours later, thinking, “what were we worried about 
again?”  We are now anchored in front of the Bum, a boulder we so named a few years 
ago, because it looks just like a big bum, although a bit lopsided.

Our crop of alfalfa and lentil sprouts made a tasty addition to our open sandwich on 
boat-baked bread.  We are doing rather well on the food side of things, in fact a little too 
well.  We are a bit greedy and ravenous!  And now Wade is trying to catch our dinner 
with the squid jig out.  We saw a few of them during our dive around here a few days 
ago, so we are hopeful they will be attracted to the bright lure.

We had a chat on the radio to Bryn to let him know we have moved.  He gave us the 
forecast.  Whoa, gale warning for 35 up to 40 South East, tomorrow.  Well that will test 
this anchorage!  Two fishing boats come into our bay a little later.  We know all the good 
spots and they are following us in… It is comforting to know they too think this bay can 
be suitable for gale force blows, even though they might cramp our ‘overboard in the 
nuddy’ style in the morning.
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It was not very windy overnight so we slept all the way through.  Wadie did not even feel 
the need to get up and check in the middle of the night.  It is drizzling and we have 
rigged up the water barrels on deck to collect rainwater from our roof.  Our tanks are 
now all topped up with fresh water.  Although the wind strengthens during the early 
afternoon, we are sitting comfortably in flat water, the dunes along the beach and 
surrounding hills doing a good job of sheltering us.

We do need extra wind or sunshine to top up our batteries or we will have to turn the 
generator on.  Wade is being a dragon with electricity consumption: “Only because you 
don’t want to put the generator on!” – I turn on the radio.. it’s 2 amps.  I switch the light 
on so I can see my quilting threads and needle… it’s 1 amp.  The fridge needs to keep 
going… that’s a whopping 5 amps.  We flush the toilet.. a huge 10 amps.  So it’s a 
choice: the noisy genie with a no care attitude to power consumption, or I have to be 
selective with what I turn on.  OK, I choose the fridge and the light above my 
needlework!  Even then, Mr Power Nazi appears with an LED contraption so the neon 
light gets switched off.  Wadie is now babbling on about choices, compromises and 
consequences, the 3 Cs.  If he keeps this going I might have to tell him about the 
MOB… man over board!

I am reading an old book about catamaran sailing, lent to us by Dave and Mary.  It is 
about the beginning of cat construction in the UK in the 70’s and goes in detail about the 
effect of different shapes on performance, safety and sailing techniques.  I smile at their 
descriptions of quick acceleration, speed and stability, and nod vigorously when they 
lament about their appalling tacks and weight sensitivity.  We recognise Medina in all 
this and reckon the designer, Ross Turner, knocked off his design of the Jarcat ( what 
our little trailer sailer called Felix was) and the Coral Coaster (Medina) from the Poms.  
Even the pictures and drawings look incredibly familiar.  There are not that many centre 
cockpit cats around and the Coral Coaster is a spitting image of the “Heavenly Twin”.  
As for the Jarcat, it looks like a “Hirondelle” to me!

It is 2.30pm, the drizzle has stopped, and the wind eased.  Unfortunately, we need to get 
the noisy generator going.  So we switch the CD player on.  The Commitments are 
blaring in the cabin and we are bopping around in the galley to the tune of Mustang 
Sally, trying to shake our numb bottoms after too much sitting around.  This music would 
be pretty good for sailing downwind at 6 or 7 knots, I reckon.  We haven’t done this yet 
on this trip.  We have been known to sail to Joe Cocker, grinning from ear to ear in 
previous years.

Rain and wind again… time to make some bread.  The last loaf did not last long.  I have 
improved my mixing and kneading technique.  More yeast, less flour and water, making 
the dough lighter, more elastic and better able to rise.  We still end up with a fairly dense 
loaf, but it takes good.

12/1/11 – Key Island Bay
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There are three fishing boats in the bay now.  These guys work in rough conditions!  
They must wonder what this little cat of ours is doing around these parts.  Since Deal, 
we haven’t seen any other yacht anywhere, except for Medina the mono that has been 
hiding in Lady Barron for a week.  And with all this easterly weather, no one from 
Victoria could come down south.  In fact we got an email from Phil, another sailor we 
know from the Lakes, who intended to meet us somewhere along the way.  He has been 
stuck in Western Point, unable to get out!  I hope people don’t worry too much about us, 
because we are just fine here, sitting snug in this bay, waiting for the bad weather to 
pass.  We have plenty of water, food to feed an army, only the Bundy and Gin supplies 
are getting a bit low!
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Fourth day of bad weather.  Even though Wade set up the back clears, the cockpit is 
damp, the seat cushions are damp, everything is damp… To quote Wadie: “the towels 
are dry in sort of a damp way”.  It has been raining lots… the dribble attack continues 
inside, in fact getting worse.  We reckon the “Fixall” used to stick the windows on was 
part of a bad batch and thus “Fixed badly”.  There was a recall and the faulty stock 
should have all been got rid of, but with the shortage of good tubes available and the 
high demand for the stuff, we might have got unlucky with the second batch!  It will be 
interesting to see what James does about this.  The good thing – if there is anything 
good about this – is that the rain and leaks are happening while we are on board.  We 
could otherwise have been blissfully ignorant of the whole drama until serious damage 
occurred.  Outside our cruising time, we are never on the boat when it is raining!

Well, what shall we do today?  I badly need to go ashore for a long walk, but with the 
rain on and off, it is not much fun.  We have another day of strong North Easterly wind, 
then it is supposed to ease a little and turn Westerly on Saturday.  We will have to move 
before it does, as here is not good in a West wind.  The question then is where do we 
go?  The closest is Preservation Island, an hour due South of us, or head Northwest to 
Badger Island, two hours away, or even further to East Kangaroo.  A lot will depend on 
whether we can actually make headway North West!

11.15am – “Securite, Securite, Securite - this is a priority wind warning for all Tasmanian 
coastal waters!”   Oh, I don’t think we are going to like this!  Gale warning again!

Well, Badger won’t be possible on Friday afternoon or Saturday, so I guess we will back 
track down to Preservation Island, in Horseshoe Bay, where we once sat a big blow!  
Then if it goes North West, the topaz fossicking at Ken Bay is back on!  Who knows…

For now I am getting antsy and need to move.  I try to entice Wadie to come ashore for 
a walk along the beach, but he declines.  “You can take Nutmeg and go on your own, or 
I can take you and pick you up when you get back”.  Motoring in Nutmeg has never 
been my favourite occupation at the best of times, let alone in 30-knot gusts!  And it is 
not the going in that worries me most, it’s the engine start when I want to get back, then 
being blown right past Medina out to sea!  So I gladly accept the water taxi ride.

It is quite windy on the beach and the gusts give my legs a sandblast, but as the tide is 
dead low, I walk along the water to escape the worst of it.  As I reach the far end of the 
beach I am surprised to spot a couple of people walking across the rocks.  There is no 
one else anchored here, nor in Thunder and Lightening, so I guess they must be locals.  
As we meet up, we are all watching a gull give a white bellied sea eagle a hard time, 
sweeping down on him, forcing him to twist and roll in mid air.  It turns out the guy is 
aboriginal.  We have a chat for a while.  He was born here, now lives in Hobart, but is 
back on Cape Barren Island for a few weeks with his girl friend.  They spotted us a few 
days ago when we went diving for abs.  They too caught a feed that day from the same 
spot.  I tell him we like it here and potter around the islands every year at this time.  

Thursday 13/1/11 – Key Island Bay
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“Pretty windy at this time of year.  You should come later – March and April are nicer!”  
We bid each other goodbye and I continue my walk to the other end of the bay.  The 
wind is strengthening with white caps being whisked across the surface.  It will be fun 
and games getting back onto Medina!  I look for flotsam, a few bits of lace like pieces of 
coral, a shell or two, more coral on sticks… then it is time to head back and wave for my 
ride home.  Nice to have stretched my legs.

Well one thing is for sure, we don’t need the generator on today.  The wind is blowing at 
over 30 knots.  Each gust rattles the boat as it roars through the rigging… a reminder 
that we are after all in the roaring 40s.  The old ‘windy machine’ is whizzing  noisily, 
putting in 7 amps in our batteries.  The new Airex wind generators produce 30 in these 
conditions, but we think our old windmill is earning its keep today, running the fridge and 
some.

Bengie is looking a bit nervous.  She is sitting on the charts we left on the table after the 
last weather forecast.  That’s right pussycat, you guard them!  

She is funny to watch.  She is sitting with her front paws tucked under, eyes closed, 
looking comfortable.  One gust comes: one ear goes back.  A larger gusts roars: two 
ears back.  A serious gust with boat rattle: two ears back and one green eye opened.  
Gust, rattle and twist, all of the above plus on leg comes forward as if to say “whoa, that 
was a big one!”
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And talking of big one, upwards and onwards with the next weather forecast.  At 
4.30pm, we now have a severe weather warning.  We will just stay hidden in our little 
hole, thanks!

Two hours later, all of a sudden we realise things are quiet.  No more white caps, no 
more roaring, no more yanking at the chain.  Where did all the wind go?  Weird… We 
feel like tiptoeing inside… Jaws music building in the background… we whisper “the 
calm before the big storm”…
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3.00 am – Can’t possibly sleep in this racket.  We are now in the middle of a storm.  The 
gusts are fierce and long, the wind has a high pitch shriek and once it blows over 40 
knots, the whole boat shudders.  At this stage, we have maxed out at 44 knots.  We are 
staying put, but one of the two fishing boats is dragging, slowly drifting out to sea!

I woke up earlier from a nightmare: I was crashing in my paraglider, being blown down 
uncontrollably… the wind noise must have triggered the dream.  I got up drenched in 
sweat, then realised I was also having a hypo!  Good excuse to hoe into the jellybeans.

We are now both up, there is nothing neither of us can do except just wait it out, but 
somehow it does not feel as scary if the lights are on and one of us is in the cockpit.

I was lying awake in the dark before, wondering what you’d do if you were caught out in 
the ocean in weather like this.  Bare poles and drogue out for us… How do you deploy it 
again?  Oh yes, bridle on at the stern, and throw it to windward so you don’t trip over it.  
You know you’ve got beyond the gale stage when you look at the wind gauge and 
breathe a sigh of relief as it falls down to 25 – “ha, that’s better”, having just stared at a 
sustained 46 a few seconds earlier!

Bengie is looking a bit worried again.  Big eyes, ears pricked, snuggling in closer, poor 
little critter.  The fishing boat has motored back in, reset his anchor, and is now dragging 
again!

The wind eventually returns to a less concerning gale level and I drift back to sleep, but 
Wade spends the night sitting in the cockpit.  When I get up in the morning, he is looking 
a bit haggard…. Nap time for you, Wadie!

We spend the morning reading… waiting…

It’s 1pm.  The wind has eased a little, down to 15-20 knots and gone Northerly.  As it 
switches more and more toward the North West, our angle to the beach changes from 
perpendicular and gradually becomes parallel.  Increasingly, this anchorage will become 
unsuitable.

We have been waiting for the full switch to the North West to happen, hoping to time a 
move with the change of tide.  Our aim is to seek shelter at Preservation Island and be 
there overnight when a Westerly change is forecast.  But to get to Preservation, we 
need to cross part of the Armstrong Channel and this is best done on an ebbing tide, 
otherwise wind against tide could mean a repeat of the bathtub incident.  Unfortunately, 
it is now raining, still Northerly and the tide has also started to flood.   We will just “suck it 
and see”.

14/1/11 – Key Island Bay to Preservation Island
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4.15pm.  The wind has finally shifted North West.  We head off in rain and relocate an 
hour later to Horseshoe Bay on Preservation Island.  It is nice and quiet there and a little 
bit of blue sky is peaking through the clouds.  All safe and sound, and logged in with 
Tamer Coast Guard.

Unfortunately the quietness does not last for very long.  We are hoping it is the change 
of tide, but it is choppy and rather rock and rolly.  Not very pleasant for our dinner!
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We have some editing to do on our Bass Strait Anchorages book for Horseshoe Bay.  It 
is too flipping rock and rolly.  We get the short chop from the strong Westerly across the 
shallow bay and the swell from the Armstrong Channel converging in from the North 
East.  It is particularly bad for a couple of hours on the tidal change, when the motion 
becomes chaotic.  We thought catamaran sailing was “no bruising cruising”, but not in 
this place!  And from memory, we had a similar experience last time we stayed here.  
May be it is the position, may be it is the effect of prolonged Easterlies.  Either way, we 
will make a note of it.

Despite this, it is Saturday and therefore we are having something different for 
breakfast.  Pancakes with jam and maple syrup.  By the time I finish cooking them, I 
have to step out on deck for some fresh air.  And as we savour our crepes, a Cessna 
flies over quite low and lands!  Forgot about the landing strip next to the little 
homestead!  Crosswind in 25 knots on a short bush strip – not a bad effort.  I wonder 
whether they will get their boat out of the shed and want to tie up to their mooring rope?  
We are pretty well floating right on it.  We discovered it alongside us after we anchored –
lucky we did not mow over it.

The plane must have disturbed some Cape Barren geese as all of a sudden we notice a 
couple of them floating by, looking a bit out of place.  These birds don’t normally like 
swimming very much and only take to water when they are disturbed, with no place else 
to go.  One thing I discovered in my readings is that the geese are able to use salt water
for drinking.  They have a gland in their skull over their eyes that enables them to 
concentrate and excrete salt as a nasal drip!  Tricky… And apparently many seabirds 
are similarly equipped.

15/1/11 – Preservation Island
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It is a little too windy to leave for Kent Bay and our fossicking expedition.  We are 
fantasizing about finding the mother lode.  Topaz here are called Killiecrankie Diamond, 
probably because they were first found in Killiecrankie and when cut look like 
diamonds… Wadie says “if we found a big one we’d have to have it cut”… I have a 
pendant and earrings from previous trips – though bought, not found – OK, I will have a 
single stone set on a bangle… like Mum’s one with her amethyst, thanks!

Wadie is studying the chart for anchoring conditions at Kent Bay.  He has changed his 
anchoring technique.  He used to put out five times the depth.  But one day, he asked a 
fisherman – I think the guy we met at Babel Island – how much chain he puts out…”All 
of it” came the answer, “not much use inside the locker, is it”.  Since, Wadie puts out all 
we’ve got: 35 meters.  We ought to have more, but it is heavy, and our small cat is 
sensitive to weight.  Anyway, this approach works well, it means less messing about, 
and we haven’t dragged once.  We also now put out a small float above where we drop 
the anchor.  That way, anyone else anchoring near us won’t drop theirs too close, nor 
drive over our line!  And we know where the anchor is if for some reason we have to 
dive to retrieve it.
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Busy day on Preservation Island.  Another small plane comes in to land – 28 knots 
breeze, bumpy approach!  We have never seen a light plane land on such a small 
island, let alone two within an hour of each other!  

At about 2.30pm, on dead low tide, we decide to move to the Southern end of the island, 
in the hope that it might be less rolly there.  It is still blowing a gale and we feel a bit 
exposed as we motor out and around a large sand bank.  The Armstrong Channel looks 
rather lively, with large waves breaking in the middle and a multitude of white caps.  But 
the sun is out.  The colours of the ocean with aqua patches and ultramarine, and the 
high hills of Cape Barren island on one side and Clarke Island on the other, look really 
beautiful. 
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I would like to get ashore for a leg stretch, 
but have just noticed that the stay holding 
up the wind generator is down!  The screw 
bolt to the pole snapped.  I wonder when it
happened, last night or the night of the 46-
knot storm.  For now, Wade rigs up some 
nylon rope to secure it, but is looking for a 
more permanent fix, as the ropes will 
stretch and give.  Without a suitable 
replacement bolt and screw, a permanent 
fix seems doubtful… this running repair 
could occupy him for a while, so I give up 
on the idea of the walk and instead make 
us some bread… Just as well… an hour 
later, Mr Fix It comes inside announcing 
that none of his numerous cunning plans 
worked and he will put another piece of 
string on!

We do get ashore in between dough rises 
for a brief scramble over the rocks at the 
Southern tip of the island, opposite Rum 
Island.  History has it that at the end of the 
1700s the Sydney Cove got weather 
beaten through what is now known as 
Bank Straits – between Clarke Island and 
Tassie, and his captain managed to beach 
the sinking ship in the waters between two 
small islands.  The larger they named 
Preservation because it saved their lives 
during many months of waiting for rescue, 
the other Rum, as there they stored 7000 
gallons of the ship’s valuable cargo!
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Meanwhile, back on board, the dough has been rising in the sunshine and we have our 
plumpest loaf ever, ready for baking, as well as a lamb roast… the Cobb Cooker is 
again put to good use tonight!  Whilst all this is cooking, we sit in the cabin with the sun 
streaming in, sipping our drinks and plotting tomorrow’s adventure.  Very pleasant… 
Although there is some swell, it is coming from our front quarter and thus far less 
noticeable than what we endured overnight.

I manage to finish my thread burying project, ready to quilt the last part of the wall 
hanging when we get home.
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In light morning conditions and ebbing tide, we set sails down the Armstrong Channel, 
bound for Kent Bay, the largest bay of Cape Barren Island.  We are very excited, fully 
expecting to find our riches in Nautilus Cove: anything will do, really, nautilus shells or 
Killiecrankie diamonds.  Only one hitch: we forgot to bring a shovel on board, and our 
prospecting sieves are in fact two red plastic strainers from the two-dollar shop.  Digging 
like rabbits, we will look totally professional to any aboriginal elder who happens to hang 
around there!  Armed and dangerous, that’s what we are!  It’s going to be good!

16/1/11 – Preservation Island to Cape Barren Island
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We have a great sail all the way into Kent Bay and Nautilus Cove.  But from there it is a 
long walk to the Rices River around to the next cove, which is marked as very shallow.  
We could leave Medina at Nautilus and either walk or dinghy in, but Wade is concerned 
that after our diggings, the Westerly wind will have picked up significantly enough to 
make it very hard and wet to motor back into wind.  And he thinks it is just too far to walk 
for his liking.  We edge our way with Medina to the River Cove, but quickly find it is way 
too shallow!  We can’t anchor here either, or we will be too exposed in the strong wind 
forecast for the afternoon.  Bummer, there goes our fossicking again!

Plan B is to anchor at Forsyth Island.  Two small islands, Forsyth and Passage, form a 
channel opening up to Bank Strait.  We sail there to have a look.  It is supposed to offer 
good shelter on sand from Westerlies.  From a distance I look at this and think “there is 
going to be a lot of current rushing between those two islets, not to mention swell”, and 
sure enough, as we go past, we take one look at the big swell and decide to keep going 
through the passage, out into Bank Strait, then head back towards the North East along 
the coast towards Plan C, passing through an area of nasty eddies and choppy seas.

Plan C is to sail past the large bays along the South East coast, including our old 
favourite Jamieson, then round Cape Barren and onto Burgess Bay.  We have a 
rollicking sail there in at times quite strong conditions… 6 to 8 knots all the way.  The 
engine goes on as we round the Cape and sneak between it and Gull Island.  A fishing 
boat has just finished dropping some pots and we notice he goes into Jamieson Bay to 
anchor… Mm, wonder why he does not go to Burgess – swell may be?

Burgess Beach looks beautiful in the sun: aqua water and a long stretch of sand.
However there is the small matter of the big North East swell and the large breakers.  
There goes our hope to add another new anchorage to our list; and onto Plan D!

We back track, round Cape Barren again, luckily the tide has just turned so we have it 
with us on the return trip!  Then it is into wind, facing the music around the corner, into 
Jamieson Bay.  We are now anchored close in at one extremity of the long beach, and it 
is all quiet on the Western Front… Really!  No rolling, out of the wind, but with full view 
of the nasty Western front coming in… there are lenticular clouds about – a sure sign of 
high winds!
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Well, what a hassle! Nothing much went to plan today, but at least we had a good sail.

We set up anchor for a Westerly, but as our luck would have it, it is blowing North West, 
so instead of facing our little stretch of beach, we are wedged between two lines of 
rocks, and sitting along the beach.  We spend the rest of the afternoon keeping an eye 
on boat, wind, depth… and enjoying a bit of sunshine out on the back deck.

We ought to send sign of life, but there is no internet coverage here, so the next update 
will have to wait.

Wadie is fretting.  He keeps reviewing the forecast.  We are in a borderline area: edge of 
Bank Strait and part of the Eastern Coast, each with a slightly different predicted wind 
direction.  “Are we in Bank Strait? I think we have closer to Bank Strait.”  Doesn’t matter, 
we’ve got what we’ve got, I think to myself.  I’d rather pick up the anchor and move than 
have him fret.  We have two anchors down and the buddy, so I doubt we’ll drag anyway.  
And as of midnight tonight, both area forecasts are for Westerlies, so this spot will be 
just right.

My approach with anchoring location goes something like this: “Considered decision + 
precautions = Relax!”  Whereas Wadie’s approach is: “Considered decision + 
Precautions + check, fret, check, fret = Check again!  Ah, the joys of living with a 
worrywart… Nevertheless, the good thing is, he worries for the two of us, so I do not
have to.  Just to prove my point, Wadie is reading his book at the helm seat; all of a 
sudden, whilst I am writing this, he swings around and asks: “Do you reckon we are 
getting closer to those rocks?” I burst out laughing.  “You’ve just written this out, haven’t 
you? But do you?” I turn around, check – “Nope”.  He retorts, “I just wish we were facing 
west like we’re supposed to!”

In the end, we move a little further away from those rocks for the night, both feeling 
more comfortable this way.  There are two other boats anchored, the fishing boat and a 
motor cruiser.  As usual, the wind strengthens as the sun goes down.
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We have strong Westerlies – to 30 knots –forecast for today, so we are staying put.  It is 
time to go for a very overdue and needed leg stretch ashore… “Big walk today, Wadie, 
no excuses!”

First thing this morning, Van Diemen, the police boat, was anchored here.  They came in 
late last night.  But the other two are gone already.  I guess the cray boat is picking up 
the pots he peppered along the rocks yesterday afternoon.  As for the cruiser 
“Distraction”, he is braver than us sticking his neck out in this weather!

Well an acceptable excuse for not going ashore would be the swell coming in and 
crashing on the main beach.  I don’t think Nutmeg would survive this!  But the little side 
nook between the rocks is quieter, so we decide to give it a go.  No problem beaching 
Nutmeg… we are becoming pros.  

We may have been away for an hour, if that.  In that time we went from sunshine in 
howling winds, to drizzle, to sunshine again, struggling our way in soft sand.  Wadie 
reckons I got good value out of this outing: maximum exercise in minimum distance!  As 
we get back to Nutmeg, we look at the swell, which has built up, even in that little nook.  
We’re going to get wet!  But a quick escape in between sets allows us to get off 
relatively unscathed.  Arriving downwind onto Medina was a bit of a ramming affair 
though.  It was that or “see you in Tassie”.

Monday 17/1/11 – Jamieson Bay
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We have had a lot of strong winds on this trip.  All we seem to do is hide, from one 
anchorage to the next.  At least it certainly has been the case for the past ten days.  
Mind you, when I think back to all our Bass Strait forays, there is always one or two 
weeks spent hiding somewhere.  We listened to the ABC news this morning and their 
account of the destruction in QLD, VIC and TAS in the wake of torrential rains.  The 
forces of nature do seem to have taken a turn for the worse and are unleashing some 
wild weather.  We heard some Notices to Mariners from the Coast Guard, warning of 
dangerous conditions around river estuaries, with the amount of debris and logs being 
carried out to sea by the swollen creeks.

At least we are still managing to make progress around the Furneaux group of islands.  
Medina the mono is still stuck in Cape Barron on Flinders Island.  They are on their tenth 
day there.  We could not stand it… especially in Lady Barron.  There is a bit of friendly 
competition between the locals of the two small settlements.  The Whitemark residents 
joke: ”What’s the best thing about Lady Barron?  Seeing it disappear in your revision 
mirror as you drive home”.  We tend to agree!

I find the hardest thing about being “holed in” for extended periods is the lack of 
exercise.  There is only so much sitting around I can do before I get ants in my pants… 
and Wade’s threats of anchor winch practice just don’t cut it!  As for swimming laps 
around Medina, another one of his suggestions, that’s too flipping cold to entertain!  Plus 
I might get blown out to sea.  He thinks we get plenty of exercise on board, we just don’t 
realise it: ‘the big steps up and down are like a day long step class, and you’re for ever 
bracing yourself, especially in these gusts, to stay in your chair or move around, even in 
this cat of ours… Check you blood sugar levels, I bet they are at an all time low”… and 
he is right of course, but it just does not feel like it.

Tomorrow, the Westerlies start easing.  This may allow us to begin making our way back 
up the Eastern shores of Cape Barren and Flinders islands.  There will probably be a fair 
bit of swell, but we will stay out a bit till past the Pot Boil, so we should be OK.  As we 
sail past the Franklin Sound on the way to Babel Island, we might give Medina the mono 
a radio call, to see if they want to come and play with us!

The afternoon is quite sunny.  It is warm on the back deck out of the wind, so between 
reading, sunbathing, looking at photos, cuddling, writing, the hours pass pleasantly.  Not 
a bad way to spend a Monday, really!
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The wind has at last abated overnight.  All that is left now is a one-meter swell rolling in.  
We are like a cork in the water, bopping up and down rhythmically.  It is sunny.  We are 
moving on today!

Bengie senses the change in mood and is more active than usual, running around, 
scratching on her pole, chewing the fishing line on the rods we have left lying along the 
side of the cockpit.  She has this fetish for threads.  Anything will do; fishing line, quilting 
threads, wool, halyards, rope… rope is pretty tasty… nice and salty… but fishing line 
has that special attraction that keeps her coming back despite our constant “No!” and 
biffs on the nose.  She is turning into a little mule, stubborn as.

We head off by about 8.30am and as we get out of Jamieson Bay and round Cape 
Barren, we hear Medina the Monohull letting Bryn at Tamar Coast Guard know they 
have left Lady Barron on their way to Prime Seal Island, where they will decide whether 
to keep going all the way to the Lakes.  They have got a South Westerly today and it 
may keep blowing for long enough to get them home.  I guess we won’t ask them to join 
us at Babel.  Straight after them, we too radio our intentions to Bryn.  We must be the 
only two yachts around, as apart from his two Medinas, no one seems to report 
positions.

Conditions are light, but good enough to sail without the tractor on.  It is a pleasant little 
jaunt due North.  We are letting ourselves drift off the coast of Cape Barren Island to 
give the Wansittart and Pot Boil Shoals a wide berth.  As the name suggests, the area is 
notorious for its heavy breaks and seas that loos just like water boiling in a pot!  Once 
past the danger zone, we angle back in towards the Flinders shore and Babel Island.  
With the Westerly forecast again for today and tomorrow, we will most likely anchor at 
Sellars Point, the eastern extremity of Flinders Island, just opposite Babel.

18/1/11 – Jamieson to Babel Island



82

Along the way we see a couple of seals flicking a fish from side to side in their mouth, 
attracting a group of gulls.  Further on, when the conditions have lightened a lot, 
thousands of shearwaters are floating around.  They are so numerous the ocean looks 
black!  They are having a rest, waiting for the wind to pick up… We see them later doing 
acrobatics in the air when the breeze has picked up again, swarming around, moving 
together in synchronised flight.

The wind freshens and eases on and off all day, but we make reasonable progress on 
our 35 miles passage.  As we are about 20 miles South of Babel, we hear that Medina 
the Mono is level with Roydon Island, and intending to keep going across Bass Strait, 
doing the big crossing in one big leap!  They are making great progress.  It is really odd 
to think that both Medinas are sailing along their respective side of Flinders Island… and 
the only two yachts around for Bryn to keep a lookout for.  It is kind of special, and funny 
too.

We are anchored up at Sellars Point by 4pm, feeling wind burnt and a bit weary.  I have 
a chat with our coast guard, Bryn.  His two little ducklings are doing fine and keeping 
him amused.

As we have internet coverage here and enough service for phone calls, we update 
everybody on our whereabouts for the past week and call our parents.  We also check 
emails and read with amazement about our friends Geoff and Maz’s traumatic 
experience in Bundaberg.  They nearly lost their boat and their lives as they got caught 
in the floods up there.
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As the night falls, three fishing boats come and anchor along the beach.  Working boats 
is all we have seen on this trip.
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We had a very quiet night: no wind, just a gentle rocking movement.  It was odd actually, 
after so many days of howling conditions.  We are in no hurry to move today as we 
intend to just go around Babel Island and anchor on the beach a little further North.

We have run out of bread, so it’s pancakes for breakfast, then at about 10am we motor 
off. As we round Babel, hugging the rocky shore, we notice the big sloping slabs of 
granite.  They would make perfect landing pads for penguins, and must do, because the 
smell of furry feathery beasts fills the air.  

Babel is supposed to be a rookery for shearwaters, pacific gulls and penguins.  It did not 
used to be the case.  In the 1900s it was a hot spot for “mutton birding”… the poor little 
shearwaters – the mutton-birds – were killed in their thousands for their down, oil and 
meat.  And access to this island was made all the easier by the natural bridge between 
Flinders Island and Babel… a sand spit that extends all the way across at low tide.  
Nowadays, there is little remnant of these times, other than a couple of derelict huts and 
a small cemetery at the Northern end of the island.  We can spot the crosses from the 
ocean, a grim reminder of some folk’s demise.

29/1/11 – Babel Island
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As we go through the pass between Babel and Cat Islands, the going gets rough.  We 
are pushing the tide and 15 knots of wind, and we are making painfully slow progress.  
At this rate it will take us over three hours to cover the 10 miles to the Patriarch Inlet, 
where we are wanting to go.  To top it all off, it takes us through unchartered waters –
literally.  I start to think this is not such a good idea. It is confirmed when a fishing boat 
working the rocks around there comes motoring towards us.  “I think he is trying to tell 
us something, Wadie!” … Sure enough, he comes alongside us and says: “not a good 
area to hang around in this weather.  The tide runs at 3 knots around here; it’s going to 
blow hard.  You ought to go back till the tide has turned at least.”

We take the advice and turn tail, taking refuge in the sheltered waters between Babel, 
Cat and Storehouse islands.  Another three fishing boats are anchored there, doing the 
same, so we are in good company.  They are the cray boats, which were at Sellars Point 
last night.

In all the commotion, we made another small mistake: Wadie did not shut the floor hatch 
on the bridge deck properly after cleaning up the dishes this morning… With all the 
beating into the weather, it came undone and there is flooding in the galley!  Man, when 
things go wrong, they all happen at once.  Sitting at the wheel, Wadie just caught a 
glimpse of a big water spurt out of the corner of his eyes and rushed in to close the 
hatch!

I think that’s enough tempting fate for one day.  Let’s stay put.  I re-read the forecast; the 
wind is all over the place today: West North West, then South West to South East.  What 
on earth were we thinking?  At least where we are right now is the best place to be!
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That friendly fishing boat looked really nice, by the way: Karmin is his name, brand new, 
smart, modern looking, with a midnight blue hull, white pilothouse with smoky green 
windows, not a mark on it, pots neatly stacked up on deck. There are three guys on 
board, the skipper and two deckies in bright red wet weather gear.

Whilst we are waiting for the wind to go South East and the tide to turn, I start the 
process of making a loaf of bread.  We will go and hide at West Beach, on the other side 
of Babel overnight, then early tomorrow morning we will head off North, round the top 
through the nasty Stern Choppers and down to Killiecrankie on the other side.  The 
Stern Choppers are not something to look forward to: strong currents, incredible depths 
at 100 meters plus, strong eddies that can turn a boat around!  But what we are looking 
forward to is the safe mooring and crayfish Wade organised last night with Alan 
Wheatley in Killiecrankie Bay, at the North West end of Flinders Islands.

Whilst I am writing all this, I hear a scream from the cockpit… It’s Mr Third Time Lucky 
who is doing an impersonation of Mr Bean and managed to knock down my bowl of 
yeast that was rising out in the sunshine. It is all over the deck…  “Right, I reckon you 
ought to sit down and not move!  You’ve not been very lucky with your endeavours 
today.”  He sheepishly replies “I’d like to blame it on Stink (Bengie), but I don’t quite 
know how I can” – Neither can I.  
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Poor little kitten has been hiding under the blankets since this morning’s activities and 
has not resurfaced yet!  Pets have an uncanny way of sniffing trouble, haven’t they.  
They just go and hide, and make themselves scarce.  Ours disappears under the covers 
when it gets rough.  If she does not see anything, it is not really happening!

Wadie is now topping up the diesel tanks from a couple of jerry cans.  I say “you realise 
this is a dangerous activity, given your record today!”  He replies “I know I have been 
bad, but I’m really careful.  I don’t know how you put up with me.  It’s a wonder you 
haven’t jumped overboard, swam ashore and left me”…  “No, no, you’ve got this 
wrong… I push you overboard, you swim ashore and I bugger off with the boat!” … “Ah 
you will have to lift the anchor up first”…”I have done it before, I can do it again!”
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After doing a bit of a boat check, Wadie calls me over to the port bow.  “Come and have 
a look at this window”…  The port side front window, over the bathroom, has the bottom 
corner sitting totally clear off the side of the boat – no filler left.  It really looks as if the 
second batch of goop we got was totally faulty.  So on goes the duct tape to at least try 
to keep the water away from the open edges.

It is 5.30pm.  The tide has started flooding and the wind is shifting, so we are going to try 
our luck at West Beach.  Let’s go!

Well it makes quite a difference having the tide working with us.  We have an uneventful 
motor around, although the wind is still not quite right for this anchorage when we arrive.  
So we are lying along the beach and rolling a bit.  Bad luck!  Hopefully it will eventually 
turn as forecast.

I finish kneading the bread dough and since we will use the Cobb Cooker, I also make 
us an apple cake… a treat after a rather ordinary day.  Wadie is in charge of main 
course for dinner.  He hunts around for fresh vegies down the bottom of the fridge and 
finds some sorry looking carrots.  Down the floor hatch they do…”Oh no, rotten carrots 
float and look like dog pooh!” … Charming!

We eat our dinner in the cockpit, admiring the bright red sunset over the Patriarchs.  The 
dark jaggered outline of the hills against the blazing sky is stunning.  
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Then come hundreds and thousands of shearwaters flying back to their burrows.  They 
swarm in low over the water in totally silent flight.  It is awesome to watch.  This quiet 
spectacle goes on till dark, then the whole island comes alive with the sound of 
thousands of chicks calling.  We stay outside till nearly ten o’clock, watching for late 
stragglers and listening to the birds in their thousands on the side of the hill.  We end the 
night with a tasty slice of warm apple cake, then it’s off to bed.
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Early morning rise today.  We have left the bedroom curtains open to wake up at dawn.  
It is the full moon shining in that wakes us up a few times during the night.  But at 5am, 
Wadie gets up.  I laze around for a few more minutes, listening to the clattering. It smells 
of mutton-bird!

It is right on dawn when we motor off.  The shearwaters are flying off in their thousands, 
gathering in large flocks on the water a little way out… escaping form those demanding 
chicks and having a rest!

This dawn is breathtaking… We should do this more often.  George the autopilot is in 
charge and we are both standing on the deck looking back towards Babel Island.  The 
sky is ablaze, around the distinctive silhouette of Mt Capuchin.  There are pink and 
orange reflections on the silvery water, shearwaters flying low over the ocean and just 
above and around us.  It is a stunning spectacle.

Thursday 20/1/11 – Babel to Killiecrankie
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Even Bengie is up looking, sniffing, mesmerised.  We turn around and look ahead, 
towards the big full moon.  There is a flock of shearwaters floating.  As we approach and 
our path takes us through the middle of the flock, the water appears to be boiling from 
the thousands of birds flapping their wings and skimming the surface to take off.

Then at 6am, the sun rises, the colours soften and it is the rising fireball that we now 
admire.  This departure has been an absolute delight… even if red sky in the morning 
means sailors’ warning.

It takes us about four hours to reach the Northern tip of Flinders Island.  We are angling 
in close to the coast.  Alan Whitely – ex cray fisherman – told us to stay right in, and sail 
on the inside of the “Beagles Spit”, a large area of shallow water.  “Most people go on 
the outside, but you don’t need to; there is plenty of water and it is much shorter this 
way.  Stay right in all the way to the top”.  Ok, we can do that!  We have the tide with us 
all the way and there is no wind, so it is a motoring job, but our aim is to get through the 
Sisters’ Passage and Stern Choppers in the most benign of conditions.  It is a nasty bit 
of water and I can feel myself tensing up as we draw near.
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The water there is very turbulent.  Currents from both the Eastern and Western shores 
of Flinders Island converge and a lot of water is squeezed through a passage formed by 
the Northern end of Flinders and the Inner and Outer Sister Islands.  Whereas the 
surrounding waters are 18 to 30 meter deep, the passage itself is like a chasm, 90 to 
100 meter deep in places.  Large eddies form and very strong currents called the “Stern 
Choppers” can bring a wee bit of spice to a crossing, particularly with the added effect of 
tide and wind.  We have been there in less than ideal conditions and suffered the 
consequences.  So no mucking about this time!

Wadie reckons I have an irrational fear of the Choppers.  “They can be ugly, but if you 
get the conditions right, like any other spot such as bar crossings, you can go through in 
totally calm waters”.  Ok, fair enough.  But they’ve called them that ominous name for a 
reason!

Well, today was a gentle chewing rather than a ferocious chopping!  We race along, 
pushed by three knots of tidal flow.  By 10.30 am we are within sight of the Old Man’s 
Head at Killiecrankie, but are tempted to turn off to the Docks, a lovely sandy spot 
screened by a whole lot of rocks, a little like Key Island Bay.  Unfortunately, that’s when 
our depth sounder decides to pack it, showing a useless 4 meters in actually 23 meters 
depth.  It has been behaving badly for a while and Wade’s attempts to get it going again 
fail.  So we decide to grab our borrowed mooring at Killiecrankie and go and do a few 
errands ashore for now.  We will try resurrecting the sounder later.
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It is warm and sunny.  Lovely!  Time to get rid of our rubbish, see Alan, then it is off to 
JJ, the local coffee shop, famous for great coffees and cakes - first bit of civilisation in 
weeks, which deserves a clean T-shirt and sandals!  I don’t think we have warn shoes 
for ages!

And we have phone and internet service, Woo hoo!  Well, Wadie has phone service, my 
Blackberry being on Optus does not… There is a message from someone enquiring 
about Medina.  Now we really need to fix that sounder, not to mention the windows!  And 
in fact we have two enquiries, one from WA and another from a couple of Jarcat owners, 
the baby version like we had before,  talking about considering a small syndicate… 
interesting idea for people on a tight budget to be able to afford a bigger boat.

By the time we get ashore and to JJ’s, it is close to lunchtime so lunch and a glass of 
wine out on their deck, with the panoramic view of Killiecrankie Bay, replace coffee and 
cake.  This would have to be one of the most scenic spots in Flinders Island.
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When we get back, Wadie manages to get the sounder working again, so rather than 
stay here floating around on a mooring for the afternoon, we head off to the Docks.  We 
have never been there by boat, but looked at this secluded spot by car.  It looked like a 
maze of rocks to get through, so definitely not the place to explore blindly.  We round the 
“Old Man’s Head” then turn in.  The coast is a little daunting, peppered with rocks and 
boulders everywhere, with a couple of small sandy beaches hidden behind them.  It is 
Key Island Bay on steroids… Dave would have a fit.

We meander our way through, glad that the tide is low so we can see what we are going 
through clearly.  We anchor in four meters of water over sand.  James’ description of 
this “secret spot”, known only by the locals, is “a secluded and seldom used anchorage”.  
We certainly can see why, and it is quite special.  We are just under Mt Killiecrankie.  
There is absolutely no one around, and when we look out to sea, we can just distinguish 
Deal Island, behind Craigie Rocks.  We have been told that there are crays to be found 
amongst all those rocks, but neither of us can be bothered with a dive.  A nap in the 
sunshine, after our early start, is more appealing.
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We can’t come to a new anchorage and not go ashore.  So instead of napping, we 
dinghy to the beach and rock hop our way around the bay.
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This is a striking walk at low tide, with a mix of granite slabs and calcarenite, a 
‘porcupine’ like, sharp, spiky rock, forming odd shapes.  There are literally hundreds of 
rocks of all shapes and sizes; the views are stunning, with the whole area dominated by 
Mt Killiecrankie.  There are areas of coarse sand, weathered into serious ripples by wind 
and tide, shallow rock pools of seaweed that shimmer in the sunshine.  

The rock hopping is challenging at times, but fun and a great source of photo 
opportunities.  Medina looks tiny and vulnerable amongst all these boulders. 
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We even saw a little sand plover “playing dead” against a piece of driftwood, then it got 
up and scurried away!  As for the cape barren geese, we did not see them in person, but 
they left  their footsteps in the sand.  Some looked like they were giddy!

I am so glad we came here.  This could well be my all time favourite anchorage.  You 
probably don’t want to be here in strong conditions, but in light to moderate North-North 
East through to South-South West, it is surprisingly comfortable, with plenty of room to 
swing at anchor.  You certainly would not pick it by just looking at the chart.  In fact you 
would not even know it’s there.

Although we had to motor all the way, this was a really super day: varied, with strikingly 
beautiful sights, spent discovering remote places.  This stands out as a highlight of the 
trip.
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The Northerly came in the middle of the night, bringing with it a very warm breeze and 
chop.  It was so warm we threw off all the blankets… even Bengie kept away, sleeping 
in her own hull on top of the sail bags.

We wake up early this morning, but laze around in bed, reading.  We have managed to 
pick up the Lighthouse Cookbook from JJ’s and are discovering the simple but tasty 
recipes compiled by the Deal and Tasman Island light keepers and caretakers.  It is very 
useful for us as all of these recipes are for cooking in wild places when you have few 
ingredients, limited pots and pans and restricted space to concoct your meals.  Medina 
and Bass Strait anchorages definitely qualify as wild places.

When we eventually get out of bed, we stand in the hull looking out the window and 
what do we see? A little penguin surfacing, having a look around then duck diving out of 
sight again.  Amazing!  How cute is that?!

It’s 9.30am.  Alan Whitley has just motored 
over to his coff;  he grabs a cray and 
comes alongside us to deliver it… Feast 
tonight!  “Come ashore later and learn how 
to make pots”… Great, we’ll be over!  $50 
for the beastie and the mooring for two 
nights thrown in, that is not a bad deal!

Straight away we set up the stove in the cockpit and the big pressure cooker pot full of 
water.  This is our largest pot on board and should just be big enough for the job.  
Talking about cooking in wild places, here we are, cooking a cray in the middle of 
Killiecrankie Bay!

Planned activities for today: craypot constructions, coffee and cake at JJ’s, walk to 
“Diamond Valley”, Killiecrankie diamond fossicking.  But before all this, we commit to 
tidiness on board, as Medina is starting to look like nobody owns it, and I do a little bit of 
laundry… don’t want to run out of knickers!

Once the chores are done, we go and see Alan, pay for our cray and quiz him about 
moorings, size of chain links, use of rope Vs chain, etc… He loves to give advice, and 
working at sea is his life, so its helpful to get his take on what we should organise for the
Port Albert mooring.  We step across the fence to JJ’s for a coffee break… very yummy 
cakes… then it’s back for more lessons from Alan for cray pot construction.

21/1/11 – Killiecrankie
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It is good to watch him in action.  He makes the pots out of cane for the neck and 
shoulder, and tea tree for the rest, all woven around galvanised wire.  He builds a fire, 
rigs up a metal trough where he has water boiling, and he steams the tea tree sticks so 
they are pliable.  Three sticks at a time, he winds the tea tree around and locks the 
sticks into place by a twist of the wire… And round and round he goes!

Once the sides are woven, he makes a round hoop for the base out of wire, then folds 
the side wires into the centre and weaves another length of wire around in a spiral.  He 
sells these for $250 - $300.  That was the educational part of the day!
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Now onto fossicking.  To save us the lengthy walk to the other end of the bay –
someone does not like walking – we have taken Medina and anchored in front of 
Diamond Gully.  We are sitting there, enjoying the sunshine, waiting for low tide, to try 
our fortune.  It’s really warm: 24 degrees, heat wave for Flinders Island.  Wadie splices a 
mooring rope, while I sun myself in the sunshine, with Bengie.
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By 4.30, it is low enough and we get ashore and walk to the gully.  We dig like rabbits 
and sieve, and dig and sieve… nothing but quartz comes up… sadness… we’ll have to 
keep working!  But we have fun anyway and after all this digging, we deserve a fresh 
water shower when we get back to Medina.

It is now time to move to the piece de resistance: cray fish, fresh boat grown sprouts and 
tomato salad, with a glass of wine or two to celebrate what is likely to be our last night 
on Flinders Island shores.  We eat out on the deck, pestered by Bengie, and under the 
keen eyes of a pacific gull.  It is decadent food for yokels with no manners… bits of shell 
get flicked overboard – just perfect! 
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Tomorrow at dawn, we head off.  The forecast is looking good, possibly a wee bit strong, 
to sail to Deal Island and may be even continue to the Prom if we are going well: East 
South East, 20-25 knots.  It will be on our backside, so jib out and off we go!  We 
calculated that Killiecrankie to Refuge Cove is 80 miles, the same distance as Lakes to 
Port Albert, which we know we can do in 16 hours at 5 knots average.  With stronger 
conditions, we can possibly average over that.  Anyway, we’ll see.

It would be great if we could tackle the sail back to the Prom in one go in daylight hours.  
In summer it is quite feasible.  The locals have been telling us we should come here in 
April… apparently it’s the best time of year: beautiful, clear, sunny days and none of the 
roaring winds.  It might be an idea for Easter.  We could ensure the boat is at Port 
Albert, then we can add a couple of extra leave days to the Easter break, invite a friend 
or two, and bingo, another adventure!

Wade is doing a bit of preparation – read fretting.  He has been on the internet getting 
the forecast from the BOM and Willy Weather.  The charts are out on the table, he is 
calculating distances with the divider.  Depending on which forecast you trust, the wind 
direction and strength could be perfect or it could be a little on the strong side and 
slightly too much on the beam.  He cycles through forecasts, charts, calculations a 
couple of times.
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“It could be epic, or it could be scary.  Epic and scary are very close to each other on the 
experience scale”.  The last few days have been lighter than forecast, so let’s hope the 
wind is just right and the sea not too big.  

In the end, we will see how things develop.  If we are comfortable and sailing well by the 
time we get to Deal, we will keep going.  Otherwise, we will stop there and wait for 
another window to proceed further.  We still have a week up our sleeves anyway.

Medina is “passage ready” now, with all hatches locked, cockpit cleared of junk and 
anything that could fall over stowed away.  We enjoy the last of a very pleasant day with 
the sunset over Old Man’s Head.
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4.45am alarm – we check the internet again for the 5am forecast.  It is a little strong, but 
we decide to go.

At 5.15am, we leave the safety of Alan’s mooring.  Within a few minutes of motoring, we 
set the genoa, start sailing at over 6 knots and turn the tractor off.  It is on our tail, 
blowing at 15 to 18 knots to start with, no swell.  Sunrise is at about 6am and the sky is 
pink over Mt Killiecrankie.  With the dark ocean, the white caps and the size of our wake, 
the seascape behind us is once again striking.

Saturday 22/1/11 – Killiecrankie to Refuge Cove
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Our pace is steady at over 7 knots, and we catch the odd wave, which sends us surfing 
at 9 to 10 knots.  
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As the wind gradually strengthens and the sea becomes choppy, particularly as we go 
past Craggy Rock, Wadie starts winding in the genoa.  We like the speed, but we want 
control with minimum stress on Medina and on us.

Our run line takes us right next to Deal and the Western Point of Dover Island.  So we 
have the option of bailing out if need be, but we are going well.  Things get a little livelier
as we near Deal.  The gusts are stronger – steadily reaching 20-25 knots, and the sea 
gets rough, confused and affected by the current, particularly as we arrive in front of the 
Murray Pass.  We have let ourselves drift a long way off course, to give it a wider berth, 
but it is still noticeable.
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We are taking turns at the helm, as George would not cope very well with these 
conditions, and we swap every hour or so.  In two-meter seas and gusty conditions, we 
find we have shorter stints at the wheel, and the breaks are welcome.

As we pass Deal, I feel the weight of the commitment.  It has taken us six hours to get to 
this point – a record for us.  There is another eight or nine hours to go if we hold our 
speed and the conditions remain unchanged.  It is a long way and a lot can happen in 
that time.
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We have half an hour of bobbing around in no wind on the lee side of Deal.  It is quite 
weird after racing for 6 hours.  We float around lumpy seas at two knots!  We switch the 
engine on to keep a more comfortable motion, but the wind picks up again soon and we 
are back sailing at good speed.  Next goal: Hogan.  Although we will pass a long way 
west of it, it is comforting to have another bit of land in our sights some four or five
hours on.

Then the fun starts.  The wind and sea are Easterly, however behind us to the South 
West, the skies are increasingly dark and menacing, and storm cells are developing… 
that was not in the forecast!  We can hear rumblings in the distance getting increasingly 
louder and closer.  Then lightening starts.  This is very concerning.  The sea is looking 
quite agitated, the gusts are strong: 26 to 28 knots with spray whipped off the surface.  
At one stage, we see 31 knots wind gusts getting registered on the NavMan… more 
wraps of the furler… past the second reef mark.  We do not have much sail out, but 
Medina is still going at speeds of 7 and 8 knots, with bursts up to 11.7!  The whistling in 
the rigging is unnerving, the white water overtaking us, the size of the waves behind 
us… all looking a bit strong for my liking.  However, we are in it – there is no going back.

The worst in all of this is the thunder and lightening, and there is more than one storm 
cell.  As we think we have avoided one, another develops ahead of us.  Heavy rain 
starts.  I happen to be at the wheel for this.  Amazingly, the sea flattens out, and 
although the wind is strong and the visibility poor, it feels like the boat is on rails, easier 
all of a sudden to handle.  This is however short lived!

The hours pass very slowly.  I keep looking at our ETA.  It is forever five hours to go.  As 
our speed fluctuates, the time left jumps from an encouraging 3 ½ hours to a 
demoralizing 5 hours, time and time again.  It feels endless because you want it to end!  
The birds love it though, albatrosses, prions, and storm petrels doing their impressive 
aerobatics, weaving in and around the waves, banking, diving, sweeping…

I take deep breaths after each wave we surf; I unclench my teeth, and brace myself at 
the wheel for the next lot of surfing.  We are both tense, both munching on Salada 
biscuits and guzzling water to avoid the dreaded seasickness.  I had one little bout when 
I tried to write down the forecast… Forget about writing or reading in bouncy seas.  A 
few dry reaches in the bucket, then I felt better.  It is funny how it appears then clears in 
the space of a few minutes.  It is a blessing neither of us is prone to seasickness, 
although I am sure that in bigger seas and prolonged bouncy conditions, I would not 
come off that lightly.  It is truly awful when it gets you, debilitating and physically violent.

About three hours away from the Prom, the weather eased a little.  Wade was 
comfortable staying up on his own, and I went down for a rest for an hour or so.  Bengie 
seemed pleased to have a warm body to snuggle to.  She is a really adaptable little 
critter… certainly has her sea legs.  No seasickness from her at all on this trip.
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I expected to be seeing the coast of Wilson’s Prom when I surfaced, but there seems to 
be a lot of sea fog around in the distance, and we see nothing.  We are in the shipping 
channel, not the sort of area to hang around without visibility, particularly when a ship 
can appear on the horizon in clear weather and be on top of you ten minutes later!  

It is not until we are two miles away – 20 minutes – from the entrance to Refuge Cove, 
that we can see the coast. I am glad we knew where we were going and could make out 
the gap between the rocks!

At 6.30pm, we sail right into Refuge Cove, where a fishing boat and two other yachts are 
anchored.  By 7pm, we are tucked in and anchored safely – Phew!

13 ½-hour passage – max gust 31, average speed 6 knots, 2-meter seas - the strongest 
conditions we have sailed Medina in.  A brisk return to Victorian waters!  Was it epic or 
was it scary?  A bit of both; concerning during the thunderstorms.  The boat handled 
really well.  We kept our cool.  We made it back to Victoria before the really shitty 
weather starts tomorrow!
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When I ask Wadie his impressions of the passage, he first says, “done in daylight hours 
with time to spare”.  I press him for more… “I did not like the lightening storms.  That 
was really worrying.  Not much we could do about them.  I put the length of stay in the 
water and hoped we would not get struck!” … Mm.  He relates horror stories about 
lightening striking masts and frying all the electrics, blowing masts out of hulls… Even if 
you got off lightly with just your electrical system gone, it would be pretty scary.  No 
engine start, no GPS, no wind instrument, stuck in the middle of the ocean… and god 
help you if you were hanging on to a nice big metal wheel… Hello, can we have a 
wooden wheel please?

After settling in, Wade switches his computer on, hoist the internet aerial up the mast 
and tries connecting… We can get the weather forecast, but there is no coverage for 
emails or internet phone.  And we know there is no Telstra mobile service here.  The 
Bass Strait update to friends will have to wait until we are in Port Albert.
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We have a rolly night at anchor and wake up to fog, rain and the sound of the wind high 
in the trees.  We are going nowhere today!  The forecast is for gale force winds from the 
East-South-East.  We are lazing around in bed, reading, writing…

My thoughts drift back to yesterday’s passage.  It was good to see how the boat handles 
in stronger conditions.  It is amazing how it rises and falls with the swell and waves like a 
little cork.  It was also good to feel how different the steering felt with more or less sail 
out in lighter or stronger wind.  When we had it right, it was relatively easy to steer a 
straight course.  It all felt balanced.  When we did not, we meandered our way, veering 
off course to one side then the other.

However, it is the mind games that were interesting.  I found myself constantly observing 
the sea state.  Even though a two-meter sea is not much on the bad weather scale, 
there was a marked difference in the amount of chop and white water depending on the 
strength of the gusts.  And in grim skies, the ocean looked really dark – charcoal 
nearly… underneath all the white caps.  As all this was happening, I was thinking to 
myself: “and this is just 28 knots in two meter seas; imagine what it would look and feel 
like in 35 or 40 knots and four meter seas!”  I suspect the boat can handle things better 
than we do… I spent a lot of time with clenched teeth, going through safety drills in my 
mind, particularly during the storm.  I even thought: “damn, I should have got a life jacket 
for Bengie; if anything happened I could not forgive myself; she would panic, scratch us 
to strips and I am not convinced she can swim.  We need one with a big red handle on 
the top!”

Anyway, after all this, I do not know that inviting inexperienced friends to sail to Flinders 
Island is the thing to do…  Hogan or Deal would be more reasonable – less far to go 
whilst they would still experience the ocean and the remoteness of the islands.

We are rolling around a lot.  This is not a comfortable spot, but one look at the ocean 
outside tells you to think otherwise.  I feel a bit beaten up today: sore shoulders and 
neck… too much bracing at the wheel yesterday for some reason.  Wade is being “boat 
proud”, cleaning the clears in the rainwater.  The duct tape around the edges of the 
windows is doing a good job of keeping the drips at bay, even if it makes poor Medina 
look a bit shabby… Crossing Bass Strait with duct taped windows – honestly!

Everything on board feels wet and salty.  The cockpit is soggy from the rain, the cabin is 
not too bad, but the dinette seats feel a bit damp, probably from us sitting with wet 
bottoms.  It is all going to need a wash down in fresh water.  Still, it is probably a hell of 
a lot dryer and comfortable than that keel boat in front of us with no weather protection 
of any kind out on deck, swinging around like a pendulum… makes us seasick just 
looking at it!  Now that is a wet boat!

23/1/11 – Wilson’s Promontory - Refuge Cove
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I look back at some of the photos I took early in the passage yesterday.  The sea looks 
flat and benign.  It always looks flat as a tack on photos.  It is not fair!  And later on, 
when it was definitely not flat, it was hard enough keeping yourself standing upright 
without trying to hold a camera as well.  So we have no evidence to show for it!

The pendulum looking yacht is in fact over 100 years old: “Granvalle”.  Wadie just had a 
chat to their skipper as he stopped by in his dinghy.  He is on his way to the wooden 
boat festival in Hobart.  I think Wade would enjoy the wooden boat festival: heaps of
nice looking traditional yachts, plenty of people to have a yarn to, in the beautiful setting 
of Constitution Dock.  There is one of these in Geelong too I think in March.  Wadie 
suggests we could go and enter Medina.  “It’s a wooden boat!  Put a for sale sign on it 
and you never know!  The windows and the wind generator stays will be fixed by then!”

One boat has left and another one taken it spots next to us.  He has come from Eden, 
via Lakes, and sailed here overnight.  “You must have had a good sail down in the 
Easterly?” asks Wade.  The reply comes back “It was horrible – rough as guts and pea 
soup fog.”  Yap, know the feeling!  Wadie explains to me that easterlies generally make 
for unpleasant seas. They do not last for long enough for the swell to settle, so the chop 
comes from all directions.  Whereas Westerlies and South Westerlies blow for several 
days.  Good long swell lines form, much nicer to ride.

We are doing a check of our food stocks in the hulls under the floorboards.  We have 
over catered again on this trip:  too many fruitcakes, and noodle bowls, definitely too 
many cans of sardine and kippers, too many bottles of ginger cordial.  However, swap 
those for tins of vegetables, like carrots, corn and mushrooms and it is all good.  We eat 
pretty well on board – better than camping food.  And surprisingly, on this trip we have 
not fished much, nor dived.  Only one pike and a feed of abs.  We have been a bit slack.  
The frozen meat supply in vacuum-packed portions has been perfect and with the 
freezer working well, thanks to the wind generator, it has all kept without defrosting.  In 
fact, it was sometimes difficult to open the freezer door because of all the ice in there!  
We might need to change the seals.  Add this to the to-do list.  

I will have to update the provisions list for next time.  We get better at it each year.  We 
have over catered for Bengie too, but that is because she did not eat much at the start of 
the trip.  She has been a greedy-guts for the past two or three weeks.  
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There does not seem to be as much wind as forecast, however the sea fog is bad.  We 
can only see the rocks around the shore: the trees further up the slopes have 
disappeared.  Not much good for navigating to Port Albert!  The afternoon passes 
slowly.  We have a nap, potter around, read, and check out our bird book for all the 
seabirds we saw.  We identify three or four different types of albatrosses (grey headed, 
black browed, royal, shy), different petrels, including the distinctive white bellied storm 
petrel, the Australian gannets and many shearwaters.  There were probably many more, 
but it was too bouncy to hold binoculars and study marking to identify them.

It is 7pm.  The day is nearly over.  It is all quiet and the fog has totally engulfed the bay.  
We cannot see the end of the Cove!  It is eerie.  It looks like we will be here for another 
day tomorrow, as the forecast is for West-South-West 20 to 30 knots.  Tuesday however 
looks perfect for an escape to Port Albert.  We will see what develops!
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Even in crappy weather, Refuge Cove is a busy anchorage.  I suppose it is truly an all 
weather refuge.  

Three little runabouts are huddled together on the beach.  Two large keelboats came in 
overnight.  One looks like a racer, the other a beautiful, very big wooden ketch.  Later in 
the morning, a Bavaria comes in.  I hate it when the last one in comes right in to 
squeeze in next to us.  Now we have to watch them like hawks.  We are already keeping 
an eye on Flutebird, a small rust bucket, also uncomfortably close to us.

We are playing the waiting game again today.  It is windy and rainy.  Going ashore in 
theses conditions is not very appealing, and staying cooped up on board is getting 
somewhat tedious.

We are hopeful we will move on tomorrow, and get to Port Albert to check on our swing 
mooring.  Then we will sail back to Lakes on Australia Day, when we have a weather 
window of West-South-West winds.  We are in ‘getting home’ mode now.

Bengie is having a wiz around the boat like a mad cat: big eyes, fluffed up, which 
generally means one thing: she is building up for a very large dump in the litter box!  
Either this, or she is going troppo in Refuge Cove.

Fandango, the Bavaria that arrived last, has started dragging out.  To begin with, we say 
nothing and enjoy the bit of space again, but then he threatens to collect a couple of 
other yachts, so Wade gets on the radio. “Fandango, you are dragging out to sea”.   The 
buggers come back in and motor even closer to us, to the point where I get out and yell 
out to them to give us a bit of space… They do not give a hoot and drop the pick right in 
the corner, with the beach in front, us behind, and the rocks on their Port side.  If the 
wind swings around, they will either hit the rocks or collect us.  They have not even dug 
the anchor in.  Man, those Sandringham wankers have no idea!  You would think that 
with four guys on board, one of them would know how to anchor.  This is exactly why I 
do not like Refuge Cove very much.  I also suspect that after having spent five weeks 
enjoying roomy anchorages to ourselves, being back in crowded spots is a bit of a shock 
to the system.  It is a rude return to reality.

And two more boats come in, this time small fishing boats.  That makes twelve!

Monday 24/1/11 – Refuge Cove
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The rain stops and the sun finally comes out in the afternoon, allowing us to go and 
stretch our legs ashore.  First things first, we go to the visiting yachts board, and update 
our Medina sign with Year 2011.  Our makeshift plaque is still hanging in there with its 
yearly visits since 1996.  However, some stinkers with enormous planks of wood and 
machined names have been covering up bits of history!  We would be peeved if our little 
sign was covered up!



118

Having gone through our little ritual, we walk up 
to the rock slab overlooking the bay for a few 
compulsory photos.  On the way, we are 
delighted to see a small flock of yellow-tailed
black cockatoos.  They are having a feast in the 
banksias and I manage to catch a few shots of 
them.
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When we get back, I hop on board to get a bread loaf underway and download a couple 
of photos of the wooden yacht in the sea fog last night.  Meanwhile Wade goes to visit 
them to see if they have a memory stick we can copy the pictures onto, and of course to 
have a bit of a yarn and a sticky beak.  People enjoy getting pictures of their boat, 
especially when they are a little different … like these ones… ghost ships.  In the 
process we find out the gossip about the big ketch we are lusting over.  It is a 73-foot
ketch being delivered to Adelaide, six on board to run it… a wee bit too big for the two of 
us, but it looks really shmick!
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We have a laugh later in the afternoon.  Two fishing boats and a couple of launches are 
rafted up together.  All of a sudden, one of them comes loose and drifts away, forcing 
one of the people on board to swim after it and bring it back!

The Cobb Cooker is put to good use.  The bread loaf is a success: the best and lightest 
ever, and the frittata made to use up the left over heat of the beads is not too bad either, 
even if we had to wait till nearly 9pm to eat our dinner!  I think I should have baked the 
bread last… never mind!  After all this, I manage to have a hypo after dinner, which is 
unusual, and a pretty bad one at that… No holding back on the jelly beans tonight!

Tuesday 25/1/11 – Refuge to Port Albert
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7.30am departure this morning.  Dolphins escort us out of the Prom as we motor out in 
nil wind and flat water.  It is a beautiful morning, a little hazy over the hills.

As soon as we are out in the open water, all the gadgets come out: Wadie checks the 
internet for the forecast, and gets his emails.  We send out an update to friends, Wade’s 
phone works, my Blackberry works… first time in five weeks!  No major dramas… So 
once all done, it is all switched off again.  The holiday is not over yet!  I still find it 
amazing we can do all this on the boat, at sea, whilst George is steering!
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There are large flocks of shearwaters floating and we take a few photos as they spring 
into flight in their thousands when we get too close for their comfort.  

They are like dark swarms and the water appears to be boiling, from the many little feet 
racing madly on the surface to take off.  We can smell ‘mutton’… In huge numbers, 
these little critters are a bit woofy.
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It is hard to believe how flat the water looks.  What a difference from our sail from 
Flinders Island!  Such changeable weather… Bengie is enjoying the calm water and 
confidently standing on the top deck, looking around, sniffing the air.
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It is 11.30am.  We are at the fairway lead, which marks the entrance of the channel to 
Port Albert.  One ½ hour to go and we will reach the actual port and our mooring – that 
is if we can find it!
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We meander our way to our mooring, closely following the jetty and the tiny channel that 
weaves its way in between sand banks.  Well, mooring is a rather complimentary name 
for the plunger looking thing that marks the spot!  The small white buoy is covered with 
weed growth and sitting under the surface, with a stick poking out of it.  We are in two 
meters of water at dead low tide and slack water, which is rather fortunate for the job at 
hand.
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Wade dons the wet suit, booties 
and gloves.  It is not to protect 
himself from the cold, but rather 
from the jellyfishes drifting with 
the current.  I am at the bow in 
the nets, with the easy job of 
passing down various tools as 
instructed. First things first, he 
cleans up the hideous growth off 
the float.  It is looking pretty 
revolting.

Then he checks the chain links which come right up to the buoy.  I can hear him talking 
to himself underwater – pretty funny –  then there is a garbled scream, as a big juicy jelly 
gobble runs into his mask.  I had better stop laughing or he will send me down there!

The chain has four lengths of links of increasing size, as you get deeper.  The length of 
smaller links is in poor state with many links quite worn.  The chain goes all the way up 
to a buoy then some rope links the buoy to a float with a stick through it (the plunger).  
Alan Whitley, the cray fisherman from Killiecrankie, commented that this is not any good
when Wadie described it to him.  “You want five meters of big heavy chain then the 
same length again of really heavy rope… much  less yanking on the boat and safe to 
leave her unattended for weeks at a time!”  He knows what he is talking about, so we 
will do as he said.
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And I think that plunger looking thing will have to go too… it keeps poking our hulls… 
But Wadie says we will keep it to grab hold of when we motor onto it, sit it in the nets 
and clip on the rope.  Righto… I am the driver anyway, he is the one who has to pull the 
sucker up!

Having finished the job, we went ashore to meet Warrick Fenwick, the Secretary of the 
Port Albert Yacht Club, which is situated just in front of the mooring.  We have joined the 
club so we have a place to leave the dinghy and outboard, when we have Medina on the 
mooring.  And since they have hot showers, I indulge!  Might as well get our money’s 
worth.  We take a quick walk around the jetty for ice cream and we bump into Gus, the 
old owner of the mooring.  It is then back to Medina to motor off to the entrance of the 
channel, and anchor there, ready for an early departure tomorrow morning.

Medina looked pretty good in this little channel.  We will have to work out what we do 
about loading up when we are moored there.  Do we dinghy everything out or do we 
bring Medina into the small jetty and tie up?  We think through the amount of gear we 
normally bring: the Salomon bag, the eski, oh no… “the Stink”…  Bengie and Nutmeg 
could be scary.  Mm…Let’s hope the tide does not make it too hard to tie up to the jetty.  
Bengie wanders into the cabin: “Would you like a little trip on Nutmeg, or would you find 
it too traumatic?”   “Meow”, she replies.  I think that means “don’t be bloody stupid”.

We are sipping our drink, waiting for dinner to cook.  Wadie is rude and sits with his feet 
on the table.  Bengie walks in, she sits on the table – doubly rude – and proceeds to lick 
wade’s feet…  “Exquisite bliss”…”Keep going, Stink, between my toes”…  She does that 
as a bonding thing, but then she stops.  “Like all women in my life, she’s lost interest”.  
Wadie sees me writing this down.   “Try not to make me sound too much like a deviant!”

Well, we did everything we needed to today.  It would have been nice to have a meal at 
the nice fish restaurant at the end of the pier, but since tomorrow is really the only viable 
weather window to head back to the Lakes, we needed to motor out here and cut a bit of 
time off tomorrow’s passage.

We are planning a 4.45 wake up time for a 5am departure!  Time to go to bed.
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Are we there yet?  Nope, not even half way.  It is 10.30am; we have been motor sailing 
since 4.00am.  Yes, 4.00am.  Neither of us could sleep.  A little voice said: “Miss Cricri, 
are you awake?” I groaned back: “Yeah, we might as well go”.

We do not know what happened to our good forecast of 15 to 20 knots South West… 
May be they found it in some lucky dip competition!  We have 5 knots South East.  It’s 
boring, it’s grey, it’s lumpy.  We have a numb bum.

Even Bengie is looking a bit blasé about the whole deal.  She is flat on my lap, legs 
hanging, sighing.

3.00pm. It is still grey, lumpy, noisy.  We have 2 ½ hours to go, or 2.40 or 2.50, 
depending on which second you look at the GPS.  It can be encouraging one second, or 
downright depressing the next.  The one constant on this passage is the boredom!

You know things are desperate when you look forward to the radio call to the Coast 
Guard at 4pm.  We radioed our position some three or four hours ago and agreed to a 
sched an hour or two out of the Entrance.  

Wade is on his 14th Sudoku.  I can’t read or write for too long or I will make myself sick.

We are an hour out of the Entrance and I spot a piece of 4X2 timber floating… a timely 
reminder to keep a keen eye out for any other debris coming out of the lakes.

The bar looks benign when we arrive in front of it, but I am the one taking us in and it still 
is a nervy experience, particularly when the depth sounder decides to display the 
dreaded 4m again.  We make it in safely at 5.30pm.  Yeah!  And the sounder starts to 
work again!  We really need to attend to this.

We turn straight in to stop at Flagstaff Jetty for the night, just inside, but there are so 
may boats, people and kids there, being Australia Day!  It is a bit like turning up hours 
late at a party; you are cold stone sober and every one else is drunk and noisy.  So we 
do a “touch and go”, and end up continuing on to the new floating pontoons right on the 
edge of the main street.  There is plenty of space, it is quiet and very close to the pub!

Wednesday 26/1/11 – Port Albert to Lakes Entrance
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Celebratory drink, calls to family, a little walk around the jetty.  As soon as we step 
ashore, we both feel giddy.  We are on Terra Firma, but everything feels like it is 
swinging around.  This feeling lasts all evening.  I guess we have been on this leaky 
boat for a while!  Wadie tells me about a time when he got off a yacht and went to a 
phone box to make a call.  He ended up bracing himself against the walls of the booth to 
stop it from rocking!  It is always good to look like a loony!

We run into Dicky, who is another boat owner on the same jetty as us in Paynesville.  
He is also there on his boat Caledonia.  He gets the charts out and we show him where 
we have been. 
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Then it is time for dinner ashore – seafood at the pub – very nice, thank you very much.  
It is novel to be sitting at a proper table, have your meal cooked by somebody else, and 
be properly dressed, with shoes on even!  But we are party poopers.  It is 9.15pm, we 
are spent!  So back on Medina we go, close all the curtains for the first time in weeks, 
and go to bed!
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Drizzly morning with threatening skies.  

We take advantage of being moored close to the good bakery and have croissants for 
breakfast!  It is then time to start the slow motoring back to Paynesville, wouldn’t you 
know it, against wind and tide all the way!  But it is flat water, so much easier…

We make a mental note of our “to dos” for the clean up and write down a list of the 
repairs and maintenance jobbies to be done to bring Medina back to ship shape.  Our 
top priority is the windows and we will have a word with the shipwright this afternoon.  
To the list we started on 9/1/11, we have added the stays for the wind generator and the 
depth sounder repair.  We will attend to all these tasks quickly as we would like to sail 
Medina back to Port Albert soon, and enjoy those waters on weekends for the rest of the 
summer and Easter.

This afternoon’s chores are really just a “de-salting” exercise:  take all the furnishings, 
bedding, clothes off to launder at home, rinse all the pots and pans and crockery in fresh 
water, wipe the walls down, hose the decks, fill the tanks up and we are done.  The fun 
starts at home with the many loads of washing!  At least it is the right weekend for it, as 
it is going to be a hot one.

We both feel a little weather beaten today: red faces, puffy eyes, a bit headachy, and let 
George steer us back to our homeport.

27/1/11 – Back to Paynesville
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That is it; we are officially not an ocean boat any more.  While we are motoring, Wade 
removes the jack lines, nothing to clip onto underway now, the down buoy is off… We 
are just an ordinary lake boat…  Sadness.

So what did we learn on this trip?

We can avoid overnighters after all and get to most places during daylight hours 
in summer.
We are now more mindful of closing the windows in the back cabins (inside the 
cockpit as well as at the back).  If we get ‘pooped’ on (wave over the back), this 
ensures we don’t get water on the beds.
We definitely don’t like lightening storms.
Don’t use the little anchor buoy if the wind is going to swing a lot, or it gets 
tangled with the anchor chain.
50 meters of anchor chain should be our minimum.  However, it’s not possible on 
Medina.
In good weather, with good light and a working sounder, you don’t have to give 
rocks as wide a berth as marked on the charts with dotted lines.  
You can get through a day of lumpy seas without seasickness as long as you 
don’t  try to read a book, or write notes.
We are scared of lightening storms.  Did I say that already?  
As much as possible, plan sails around tidal flow.
Cats are still better than monos!  We need to save our dollars for Purrfect!

•

•

•
•

•

•

•

•
•
•
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Flat as a tack Calm sea

Light swell Confused sea

Strong wind warning Gale warning

Our new sea roughness gauge
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We went to 19 anchorages during this trip, 7 of which were new to us (marked with *).

Clonmel Island – Port Albert Archipelago*
Hogan Island *
Deal Island – East Cove
Deal Island – Winter Cove
Roydon Island
West End Beach – Flinders Island *
Castle Rock – Flinders Island *
All Ports – Flinders Island *
Trousers Point – Flinders Island
Key Island Bay – Cape Barren Island
Spike Cove – Clarke Island *
Preservation Island – Horseshoe Bay
Preservation Island – South Spit
Jamieson Bay – Cape Barren Island
Sellars Point – Flinders Island
Babel Island – West Bay
Killiecrankie Bay – Flinders Island
The Docks – Flinders Island *
Refuge Cove – Wilson’s Promontory

Anchorages

•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
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Paynesville to Lakes Entrance 14

Lakes Entrance to Port Albert entrance 79

Port Albert entrance to Hogan Island 32

Hogan Island to Deal Island (Winter Cove) 24

Winter Cove to East Cove (via Squally) 8

East Cove to Winter Cove 5

Winter Cove to Roydon Island 34

Roydon Island to West End Beach 1

West End Beach to Castle Rock 6.5

Castle Rock to All Ports 1.5

All Ports to Whitemark 13.5

Whitemark to Trousers Point 9.75

Trousers Point to Key Island Bay 17

Key Island Bay to Spike Cove 9

Spike Cove to Key Island Bay 9

Key Island Bay to Preservation Island 4

Preservation Horseshoe Bay to Spit 1

Preservation Island to Burgess Beach 18

Burgess Beach to Jamieson Bay 4

Jamieson Bay to Sellars Point 33

Sellars Point to Babel Island 6.5

Babel Island to Killiecrankie Bay 33

Killiecrankie Bay to Docks & Back 6

Killiecrankie Bay to Refuge Cove 80

Refuge Cove to Port Albert Mooring 29

Port Albert Mooring to Clonmel Island 7.5

Clonmel Island to Lakes Entrance 79

Lakes Entrance to Paynesville 14

Total distance traveled

TOTAL NAUTICAL MILES 578.25
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Albatross – grey headed
Albatross – black-browed
Albatross – shy
Albatross – royal
Little penguin
Prion
Short-tailed shearwater
White-bellied storm petrel
Australian Gannet
Cormorant – little pied
Cormorant – little black
Cormorant – great
Pelican
Cape Barren Goose
Wood duck (manned)
Duck – wood (manned)
Duck – pacific black
Duck – teal Australian grey
White bellied se eagle
Lapwing
Hooded plover
Sand plover
Oyster catcher – pied
Oyster catcher – sooty
Gull – kelp
Gull – pacific
Gull – grey
Tern – crested
Tern – Caspian
Tern – fairy
Welcome swallow
Flame robin
Superb blue wren
Firetail
Raven
Willy wagtail
Yellow tail black cockatoo

Some of the birds with saw

•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
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