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The start of a new year 
And we start sailing south….. 
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migration south to Melbourne. We encounter all sorts of weather (often in 

one day) and meet some fantastic people. 
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1st January 2015  
Salt Pan Cove (Pittwater) - 
545pm 

The start of a new year! We 
had a lovely relaxing, 
although hot, day. Spent 
the morning reading and 
then took time for a 
reconnaissance of the 
shoreline (we were 
considering taking the 
kayak as we need the 
exercise but the wind was 
just that bit too strong). The 
wind was also a bit strong 
turning around Taylors 
Point to the north so we 
decided a sedate motor 
south in the tinnie was a 
more comfortable option. 
Almost all houses with 
beach access here have 
their own jetties and a 
couple are for sale. I am 
however reluctant to look 
them up on the internet as I 
think I would be startled at 
the prices. We motored 
past the RMYC as our 
experiences there with food 
have been mixed and 
headed for Royal Prince 
Alfred Yacht Club for a 
coffee and cake. The food 
here seems to be better but 
is limited and the prices are 
higher. RPAYC also has 
better coffee!! On the way 
back from coffee my hat 
flew off, reminding me I 
shouldn’t be so slack in 
putting the chin strip on 
when I say I am going to. I 
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2nd Jan 2015.  
Salt Pan Cove to 
Bobbin Head 

 Lovely day. Headed 
down to Bosuns’ Locker 
chandlery at RPAYC to 
get the bridle clip fixed 
(took the opportunity 
whilst we were on a 
mooring and not using it) 
and then took the 
opportunity of the full 
tank in the tinne to putter 
around the bottom end of 
Pittwater. The first café 
spotted at the Marina in 
Bayview looked open but 
there seemed nowhere 
obvious to park the tinne 
so a final morning tea at 
the Church Point General 
Store was spent watching 
the locals struggle in and 
out of their boats. A 
putter a bit further around 
the corner into the 
navigable end of McCarrs 
Creek revealed more 
houses with jetties and 
some big expensive 
boats attached to them. 
The houses in this area 
have a lovely outlook – 
over water, over yachts 
and toward the bush of 
Kuring gai Chase 
National Park on the 
other side of the creek.  

When we got back to 
Sengo we could see tall 
sails in the distance – 
north toward Lion Island - 

2

am disappointed in the hat 
– I bought it cheaply at a 
chemist – there was 
limited choice and most of 
the hats were made of 
paper (in China of course). 
Whilst I am really 
heartened by the use of 
paper, a paper hat is no 
use on a boat and I picked 
a polyester one (with 
paper highlights but they 
are not structural). The hat 
however has started to 
fray. It is now drying in the 
tinnie after being picked 
out of the drink via a 
paddle, and I am not 
confident it will be in any 
shape to reconvene its 
purpose. Next time I’m in a 
Spotlight/Lincraft  store I 
will get myself pattern and 
make one. 
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and knew that was the last 
of the competitors for the 
Coffs Harbour Race; the 
start line which I assume 
was somewhere near the 
Broken Bay heads. We 
relinquished the mooring 
and started toward Morning 
Bay again before realising 
that we didn’t need to be 
anywhere before Tuesday 
(picking up charts) so we 
could go further afield.  As 
this may be the last time 
we are in this area we 
ended up at Bobbin Head 
in Kuring Gai Chase 
National Park. The public 
moorings were already 
taken so we anchored, 
slightly exposed, with a 
view to the bridge. The 
winds are expected to be 
light. A couple of other 
catamarans have arrived 
as well as one big motor 
yacht (who is currently 
anchored in the middle of 
the creek!) The insects’ 
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3rd January 2015 
Bobbin Head – 845pm 

The predominant noise 
tonight isn’t the insects – 
it is the powerboat still on 
the public mooring – I’m 
not one to grizzle if 
someone overstays their 
time – I guess I am just a 
little frustrated that we 
should be enjoying a 
quiet evening in the bush 
and not listening to loud 
music. We are now 
almost in the middle of 
the river – a situation 
brought about by 
prudence more than 
anything else – as we 
thought our anchor may 
have moved closer to 
shore so we adjusted our 
position.  As a result we 
have over compensated 
and, in some respects, 
are sticking out like the 
proverbial sore thumb. 

The stillness this morning 
lasted quite some time – 
just long enough for us to 
finally decide to play with 
the sail (line required 
adjusting) so, of course, 
just as we were preparing 
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to do something about 
this the wind came up - 
rendering the thought 
useless. The wind hasn’t 
really stopped all day, 
coming in fits and starts. 
It even gave us a few 
minutes where we were 
lulled into a false sense 
of security and lowered 
the kayak ready for a 
paddle, before it 
hastened towards us 
again producing minor 
white caps on the 
water’s surface and we 
decided to put the kayak 
back. Maybe tomorrow 
morning. Baked damper 
in the thermal cooker 
today – haven’t tried it 
yet. 
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6th January 2015 
Hawkesbury River 

I was delighted to see 
hundreds of blue and 
orange soldier crabs 
scurrying before me as I 
had not seen any since 
Yeomans Bay in August. 
Of course to get to this 
view I had just waded 
ankle high in mud into the 
inlet known as The 
Tanks. The Tanks is 
situated on the opposite 
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incessant noise is 
constant – but at least it 
is the real thing this time 
and not a recalcitrant 
wind generator…as had 
been the case for the 
previous few nights on 
the mooring. 
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side of the river from 
Brooklyn (Dangar Island  is 
in between) and apparently 
two water tanks were 
placed up the cliffs and fed 
tanks near the shore for 
passing ships in times 
gone by. An old pottery 
pipe with some corrugated 
iron strips may be been 
remnants of this. 
Apparently a track passes 
through here from Brisbane 
Waters National Park to 
The Great North Walking 
Track but there was no 
time to check out the foot 
trails we did see as it was 
getting dark and we’d left 
our little explore until after 
the days’ play at the 
Sydney Cricket Ground 
had finished. Priorities! 
Today’s big job was a 
couple of loads of washing 
although I restricted this to 
towels and sheets – items I 
can’t get in the kitchen 
sink. The loads cost $3.50 
each (cold water only but 
now I’ve worked out how 
much is enough powder 
the machines do an 
adequate job). 

We did a walk at Bobbin 
Head a couple of days ago 
(incorporating the Bobbin 
Head Trail, The Sphinx 
Memorial and the 
Warrimoo Trail)...of course 
we managed to choose the 
hottest day and we were 
both quite dehydrated 
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when we got back to the 
marina. We’d been in to 
see the ranger to get a 
pamphlet and make a 
choice on which walk we 
wanted to do. When we got 
back to the public wharf we 
firstly got politely told off by 
the owners of the paddle 
boat business that we’d 
tied up the tinnie in their 
spot (we’d left enough 
length on the chain so they 
could swap our boat with 
theirs) and then they 
grizzled at us that we were 
only supposed to be here 
for two hours (admittedly 
berthing around the back 
we didn’t see the sign). 
Then one of them, as a 
response to me explaining 
to another guy who got told 
off for the two hour rule (the 
paddle boat assistant 
thought I was laughing at 
him) was to threaten to cut 
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our chain next time. One, 
he has no authority to tell 
us off for the time, but two, 
you can’t have private 
enterprise taking over a 
pubic wharf and 
threatening boat owners.  

There are more walks I’d 
like to do at Bobbin Head if 
we do get back there but 
I’d need to go back on a 
weekday (non public 
holiday) to avoid these 
jokers. Frankly, I think the 
parks department should 
cancel their license  

Brooklyn is still in the 
sleepy Christmas period. 
Some cafes are still closed, 
the op shop is not open 
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7th January 2015 
Hawkesbury River 

This morning we headed 
off to Dangar Island to 
complete the walk listed in 
the Hawkesbury River 
Cruising Guide. This was 
more complicated than it 
seems and the first 
obstacle was to find 
somewhere to tie up the 
tinne. The public wharf at 
Dangar Island had the 
same signs as most areas 
around Brooklyn and we 
noted a fine ‘exceeding 
$100’ for leaving our boat 
in the wrong spot. But 
there was nowhere else – 
not obviously anyway. 
Even in Brooklyn on the 
three small public wharfs 
you have a maximum of 2 
hours (that is not long 
enough for us to do a shop 
in Hornsby or Woy Woy!).  
The Hornsby Council really 
needs to rethink its policy 
on water borne visitors. 

Tied up on the jetty we 
extricated ourselves from 
the boat – or rather Andrew 
did as I’d been let off at the 

2

steps on the ferry landing, 
and headed, past the café 
up the hill. Riverview 
Avenue is the road you 
need to follow for the walk 
around the top of the 
Island (and Reserve) and 
we’d completed the loop 
before we realised the 
track for the lookout was 
behind us. Andrew couldn’t 
be bothered going back so 
he headed downhill to the 

café for a coffee whilst I 
retraced my steps and 
then mounted the steps to 
the top of the Island and 
then along it to the other 
end with a view across to 
the Brooklyn Bridge. The 
view was somewhat 
filtered and I suspect a few 
trees have grown up since 
the guide was written. 

The garbage bins on the 
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island are somewhat 
different to the norm 
these days- being of 
more traditional bin size 
and shape but still with 
the modern colours. A 
local told me they get 
collected twice a week. 
Dangar Island has no 
cars (but a few golf 
carts) and the garbage 
truck has to come 
across from Brooklyn on 
a barge. 

1

8th January 2015  
Hawkesbury River 

Success. The bread 
(damper) produced in the 
thermal cooker this 
morning actually meets 
with Andrew’s approval. 
This meant that we could 
stay an extra day on the 
Hawkesbury, avoiding 
the 30 knot wind forecast 
this afternoon (we are 
protected by cliffs in the 
direction of the forecast 
wind) and more 
importantly, Andrew 
could relax and listen to 
the entire day’s play of 
the 3rd day of the Sydney 
Test – Australia vs India. 

5

(particularly annoying as I 
wanted to purchase a pot 
(although having not been 
in it before it is possible 
they only sell clothes) and 
there are fishermen 
repairing their fluorescent 
orange net in McKell Park. 
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10th January 2015  
Morning Bay - 10.35 pm  

It is lightly drizzling and the 
air temperature is 
comfortably cool. Today 
was forecast to be around 
30 degrees and whilst it 
was cloudy, it was hot and 
muggy. We are back in 
Morning Bay awaiting to 
get AIS installed early next 
week so we can head 
south with a little more 
insurance. I spent the day 
alternating between 
finishing a book on 
shipwrecks and hand 
washing. I managed to get 
several t-shirts, some 
shorts and some 
underclothes done (and 
except for the 
underclothes, dried) before 
the rains came. A second 
load including a tablecloth 
had just been washed 
when it started raining so 
remains pegged to the 
lifelines. ‘Load’ is a 
misnomer really; I wash in 
batches equivalent to what 
will fit in one of my kitchen 
sinks, having decided that 
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washing standing up is 
much more ergonomic on 
the back than on my 
knees using a large 
plastic tub. I have also 
started water saving 
measures and today 
started using saltwater as 
my first wash. I will also 
use this (heated it up if 
necessary) for the daily 
dishes run. Not wanting to 
destroy one of my good 
pots we managed to get a 
stainless steel pot from an 
op shop in Newport 
Beach. I also managed to 
get two pink curtains and 
a blue sheet (the latter of 
which I’ve cut into four 
strips) to put on our new 
cushions to minimise cat 
dirt and fur. I had actually 
bought new towels for this 
purpose but Cilla is 
constantly catching them, 
with the claws she is not 
retracting, shredding the 
towels and more 
importantly becoming a 
hazard to herself. This is 
partly my fault as I haven’t 
had her claws cut but, 
believe me, you only 
approach ‘Psycho Cilla’s’ 
feet with back-up 
assistance – In fact I 
leave the entire risky 
business to my vet (who I 
will see at the end of next 
month and who is 
currently 800 or so 
kilometres away). Cilla 
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has form, is extremely 
sensitive about anything 
or anyone touching her 
feet and has bitten 
through my thumbnail in 
one such clipping 
exercise (and she was 
then only a kitten). This 
is a task for someone 
who knows her and not 
an unsuspecting animal 
doctor who we happen 
to be near. I am 
unwilling to subject that 
on anybody if I can help 
it. 

Today we had a boat 
with a load of 
youngsters anchor in 
front of us – and I mean 
right in front of us - 
where there was a 
whole bay to chose 
from. Andrew tells me it 
is probably because we 
are a FAD – a Fish 
Attracting Device. That 
made sense when they 
pulled their fishing rods 
out. But they were here 
all day! Sometimes living 
on a boat is not a private 
affair. 

1

11 January 2015  
 Morning Bay – 1155pm 

I thought I detected a hint 
of phosphorescence as I 
dumped the dirty defrosting 
water from the back steps 
at around 10.30pm. A late 
hour to be defrosting the 

2

Tomorrow however we 
need to get to Pittwater in 
order to ensure we pick up 
some ordered goods at 
the chandlery and plan the 
trip south. Our food stocks 
are also very low. Today’s 
highlight–A sea eagle flew 
by at close range. 
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fridge I know but as per the 
last time I undertook this 
task, I’d waited until there 
was practically nothing left in 
either fridge or freezer. 
Tomorrow a shop is 
desperate (would have been 
done today except it rained 
all day and we are a 20 
minute tinnie ride and a 15 
minute walk away from the 
supermarket). 

1

15th January 2015 
Newport- pm 

I always ask for casual berth 
C10 at RMYC – it is at the 
end of the arm and easy to 
get out of as you are not 
wedged up between other 
boats. We just had dinner 
with friends as a farewell 
and travel safe as we are 
heading south tomorrow. 

This morning I got Andrew 
up for an 8am start so we 
could get to the fuel dock 
before the wind came in. 
Unfortunately, someone was 
already in the fuel dock spot 
we needed to be in and a 
pen wasn’t going to be 
available until 11am. By the 
time we headed off to 
Morning Bay, picked up a 
mooring, got in the tinnie, 
went back to Newport in 
time to catch a lift into Mona 
Vale, exchanged the cat 
lifejackets in Whitworths, (as 
I’d only just tried to fit the 
ones I’d got five months ago 
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and they were too small) 
got back in the tinnie to 
Morning Bay and back to 
RMYC at Newport at 1245 
we could get fuel but the 
allocated (requested 
berth) was still not free. 
When we finally pulled 
into the pen, exhausted 
and hungry (having 
survived on a few 
almonds to keep us going) 
we arrive for lunch in the 
Bistro at 305pm. 5 
minutes after they 
enforced a reduced menu. 
We had a shower after our 
late lunch and a bit of a 
tidy up and only just got 
ourselves to the 7pm 
rendezvous. I missed my 
nanna nap today. 

The past couple of days 
have been interesting. 
Monday morning, blowing 
a gale, we were asked to 
raft up backwards to a 50-
plus foot cat, with 
inadequate space for our 
stern, in order for an 
electrical engineering mob 
to carry out some works. 
Reflecting on our Port 
Jackson experience we 
declined and opted for a 
mooring instead. 
Unfortunately the heavy 
duty mooring was not 
available so we were 
offered a smaller one – 
with very close 
neighbours. As of recent 
times I’ve been at the 

3

helm when we’ve been 
mooring and Andrew 
has been in charge of 
the pick up. 

 However due to the 
proximity of the other 
boats and my 
propensity to panic 
when in close range of 
other vessels (and the 
wind!) I decided it 
prudent to reverse 
roles in this instance. 
Unfortunately the 
mooring didn’t have a 
leading rope so 
hooking it directly with 
the boat hook was not 
easy.  Essentially the 
following happened – 
hooked plastic 
mooring, unable to lift, 
unable to call Andrew 
on walkie talkie as 
both arms on boat 
hook attached to 
mooring buoy. Unable 
to let go so arms, 
acting as pivots for a 
20 tonne boat 
eventually slide off 
boat hook, dislodging 
the end and ensuring 
that the hook upends 
itself and bobs away, 
lower and lower in the 
water until it sinks, 
destined to be dug up 
in some future 
archaeological dig. 

Abandoning all hope in 
getting a holding (of 
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any kind) adjacent the works office we 
chooffed off and anchored back at Morning 
Bay. 

Taking a cup of tea to settle the nerves, we 
were surprised to see Mark from BME 
appear in the small work-boat. He’d come 
to do the job anyway – as he didn’t have 
time for us later in the week. AIS installed 
and a hand piece for the radio now on the 
helm station he left us to return the next 
day – in much calmer waters. Of course 
this was perfect, as despite the factories’ 

And the migration begins….. 

5

assurances it seems the equipment has 
not been calibrated and we spent some 
time playing with the gauges and going 
around in circles. We didn’t know there 
was a rudder issue when the autopilot 
always pulled to port to start with – that 
has now been fixed. The access to the 
industrial mooring later this day allowed 
us to get some better switches installed 
in our engine compartment (allowing start 
up from house batteries should engine 
batteries fail) and access to a car for a 
big shop ready for the trip down south. 

1

16 January 2015 
 Pittwater to Port Hacking 

Firstly highlights: fairy 
penguin in Pittwater – 
swimming and preening 
himself and; further south, a 
seal coasting along on his 
back – snout and two flippers 
in air. We also got our first 
call related to spotting us on 
AIS – from Botany Bay, 
wanting to warn us that a 
pilot vessel was crossing our 
path and they were about to 
bring a tanker in. The system 
works!  

Slight frustrations. The wind 
only flipped across to a 
northerly as we got down 
here and we’d motored all 
the way. We did stop a 
couple of times to see if it 
was worth putting up the 

1

17 January 2015 
 Jervis Bay 

I’m not sure how to start this 
entry…perhaps by stating 
that 102nd reason to put 
your anchor light on at night 
is so a helicopter (not sure 
of its type but was bigger 
/longer than your standard 
round buggy shape) doesn’t 
run in to you…at 2.40am 

2

(yes, that is 2.40 AM) in 
the morning 
(tautological emphasis 
deliberate). I was rudely 
awoken from a dream 
(the contents of which I 
don’t remember but 
clearly I was deeply 
asleep) by the sound of 
Armageddon - which 
sounded to be directly 
above us. We had a 
couple of hatches open 
so although the yacht 
isn’t exactly sound 
proof, the extra 
openings may have 
made it sound worse. It 
was firstly, an ‘oh my 
god, what is that’ 
followed by a realisation 
of what it was but a ‘oh 
my god that is loud and 
close’ to, several 

2

sails, but had we done that 
we would still be sailing. 
After a ten-hour journey 
Andrew is now asleep – 
has been so for the past 
few hours – I’ve had a 
snooze – but decided it 
prudent to cook dinner – a 
cold salmon pasta salad so 
doesn’t matter when we eat 
it.  
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moments later when the 
body and brain woke up 
enough to think, ‘perhaps I’d 
better get up and see what 
is happening but nobody is 
shouting at us threatening to 
board.’ It was that close. 
When I did pull myself out of 
my sleeping stupor I noticed 
that there were no external 
lights on the other yachts 
around, and possibly only 
one internal light. It they 
were not worried, I 
reasoned, then neither am I. 
The helicopter, when I 
turned my attention to it, 
was searching the shoreline, 
a large spotlight heading 
along Jibbon Beach and out  
towards the point. It clearly 
found something because 
as I crawled back into bed it 
was hovering at the point. 
And it stayed there! I have 
no idea what it was looking 
for/found – we haven’t heard 
the news. I then attempted 
to get back to sleep with the 
noise – still incredible 
despite the distance and it 
was sometime before the 
machine went home. 

Now, more importantly, what 
I should have noted, but 
didn’t, was the westerly 
change that was predicted 
for the morning (granted it 
was the morning) had come 
in and Sengo had changed 
direction accordingly. We 
had scheduled a 7am 
departure (so I was up at 
5.30am preparing lunch, 
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cooking dinner in the 
thermal cooker etc) but in 
hindsight should have left 
earlier. The forecast was for 
westerlies until the middle of 
the day and then light 
breezes until the southerly 
came in later in the 
afternoon. Well the 
westerlies died around 9am 
(at which point we’d only got 
up to about 5 knots so our 
trip was likely to tale 14 
hours (with arrival in the 
dark which I was not looking 
forward to)). When the wind 
died and became 
completely sporadic we 
motor sailed going around 6 
knots. (the one knot 
difference was the wind – 
5kn the motor). A securite 
message from Marine 
Rescue Port Kembla had us 
on alert as they said a 
certain location had 20knots 
form the south. (we didn’t 
hear the location clearly). 
We were just off Port 
Kembla and struggling to 
get 2 knots so didn’t know 
where this information had 
come from. The BOM 
observations said Port 
Kembla had 10 knots – as 
we could see Port Kembla – 
this didn’t make sense. It 
was around lunch time. 

At around 2pm, with Andrew 
downstairs, I was 
contemplating which way to 
skirt around three fishing 
boats and a yellow marker 

5

in front of me when I 
noticed a very clear 
demarcation  line just 
beyond them. And then 
suddenly realised the 
boats were leaving and 
heading back north, 
where a couple of 
minutes ago they had 
been happily drifting. We 
were about to hit the 
southerly! The following 
trip was choppy; windy 
(getting up to 21 knots at 
one point – we did reef 
Sengo for a short time); 
swelly (had the nose 
crashing down and water 
into the front cockpit); 
and on the nose. So 
much for my previous 
statement regarding 
maximum preferred wind 
speed but this time we 
personally were protected 
by covers so didn’t feel it 
that much. I can’t speak 
for the cats, although 
Tiger, the trouper, we 
think stayed upstairs for 
the entire 12 hours of the 
trip. Cilla was up and 
down, probably 
depending on the 
conditions (I did actually 
put a couple of drops of 
rescue remedy in their 
water yesterday and 
today so I hope that 
helped).  

Because of the increased 
wind however from this 
point on we were 
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18th January 2015  
Vincentia 915 pm 

Got up. Read a bit. Had 
breakfast. Read a bit. 
Made chocolate and 
coconut muffins and put 

1

19th January 2015.  
Vincentia to Darling Road 

Woke up with a slight rolly 
motion as the wind had 
changed turning the boat 
around, but the swell was 
now hitting us side on. An 
early morning after 
breakfast had us anchoring 
for a short while at Darling 
Road before we could grab 
a mooring – still 24 hours 
only here but up to 20 
meters and with a 40 tonne 
limit.- Parks moorings as 
well (so I wonder why the 
difference to Broken Bay?) 

Read a bit. Baked muffins 
with a combination of 
almond meal and quinoa 
flour. They were quite light 

2

but with a slight metallic 
flavour which I have put 
down to nativia which  
I have just started 
reintroducing back into 
cooking in small doses. It 
is now officially banned – 
the coconut husk will do 
just fine as sugar 
alternative. After a late 
lunch at 2.30 we went 
ashore for a walk and 
strolled up the beach (I’d 
forgotten how good it was 
to walk over rocks, sand 
and seaweed - avoiding 
oysters and shellfish- and 
onto a 5km loop walk (the 
Munyunga Waraga 
Dhugan Trail). 

6

averaging 8 to 10 knots  so 
we made up time to anchor 
whilst it was still light.  The 
new VHF handset at helm 
was great to have, 
particularly for the wind 
warning (although it didn’t 
affect us for 2 hours). We 
also heard a request to 
look out for a missing boat 
– we didn’t see it although 
a  catamaran travelling to 
Eden responded to a later 
request and found the 
missing boat. We don’t 
know details  - haven’t 
heard the news  

Ready made and hot beef 
stew was very welcome. 
We were tired, I was salty – 
a couple of waves had got 
me from the side - and I 
think the cats were very 
happy to get out of the 
cabin. A little swelly the 
anchorage may be, but at 
least it was out of the wind. 

Not much wildlife to 
comment on today: a few 
shearwaters, gulls, petrels 
and the odd albatross. We 
did have a Dolphin escort 
us toward Vincentia for a 
short time once we’d 
arrived in Jervis Bay. 

2

dinner on (beef casserole in 
thermal cooker). Read a bit. 
Made lunch (warm chicken 
salad). Read a bit. 
Contemplated moving 
(couldn’t be bothered 
although the wind was 
strong and ESE probably 
worst direction for us). 
Read a bit. Had dinner. 
Read a bit. Swept floors 
(including cockpit floor and 
cleaning cat hair off table 
which I was horrified to 
discover, after the fact, was 
there when I was serving 
guests coffee the other 
night). Read a bit. Wind 
hasn’t changed 
direction…will be a rolly 
night. 
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Booderee National Park is owned by the 
Wreck Bay Aboriginal Community. The 
'Munyunga Waraga Dhugan' walk is a 5.4 
kilometre loop starting near Murrays Beach, 
Jervis Bay.  

Interpretation boards give information on the 
natural, geological, aboriginal cultural and 
European history of the area. 

'Munyunga Waraga Dhugan' means 'white 
bellied Sea Eagles home camp' in the 
Aboriginal Dhurga language 

More information can be found at 
http://www.parksaustralia.gov.au/booderee/ 

Booderee National Park.  
The Munyunga Waraga Dhugan Trail 
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20 January 2015.  
Jervis Bay to Barling 
Beach 

For a fleeting moment we 
were travelling at 11.1 knots. 
Bit it was only fleeting. As per 
usual we were a few minutes 
behind schedule for 
departure but as I was 
making plans I noticed two 
smallish navy ships leaving; 
having joined their big 
cousin, Canberra, for an 
overnight stay. 

We discovered that two of 
the boats moored near us, 
whose occupants we’d met 
yesterday, have AIS and we 
spent the day tracking them 
until one of them seemed to 
have an issue with his 
electronics. The north-
easterly had arrived by the 
time we left Jervis Bay, but it 
was weak for quite some 
time so we motor sailed for 
about two hours (in the 
direction of NZ) before 
tacking and turning our 
engines off. The consolation 
for this wide outward sea 
motor sail was the presence 
of a pod of dolphins who 
stayed with us for about an 
hour. Our immediate speed 
upon tacking was 9 knots but 
this didn’t last long and we 
found ourselves languishing 
around the 3 knot mark. 
Fortunately this also didn’t 
last long and we averaged 
enough decent knottage to 
get to our anchorage 

2

(Barlings Beach) before dark. 
There were people still 
swimming in Barlings Beach 
(south of Batemans Bay) 
when we arrived (about 
5.30pm  so brrrr). Barliings 
Beach is part of Broulee Bay, 
a wide-ish bay open to the 
ocean with a little protection 
from a couple of directions. 
Apparently this type of 
anchorage (being open to the 
ocean) is called a 
‘roadstead’. 

1

21st January 2015  
Barlings Bay to Bermagui 

I actually put on my wet 
weather overalls this morning 
to raise the anchor. It had 
started raining around 
11.30pm last night (when I 
duly came up and moved any 
potentially affected cushions 
out of the way) and I don’t 
think it had stopped before 
we were ready to leave. 

The idea was to get up with 
the sun (it is usually light 
enough to wake me up) and 
take a few photos of the 
morning sun on the small 
headlands surrounding the 
bay. As the weather came in 
and blocked out the sunrise I 

2

didn’t wake until 615am 
and with a planned 
departure time of 
originally 7am it was time 
to get a hurry on. No 
sunlight. Only mist. 

The threatened north 
easterly (forecast 15—25 
knots) didn’t come 
(certainly not in our 
trajectory) and we motor-
sailed into Bermagui 
arriving 3 hours earlier 
than expected. Right on 
dead spring low tide! This 
means that my original 
idea of anchoring in the 
Bermagui River was not 
going to work – and a 
nudge with the bottom 
(and the transducer 
reading 0.00) had us 
confirm this for the 
shortest time possible 
before we backed out and 
into the Bermagui port 
area. 

We had two options: tie 
up against the wharf (not 
a floating wharf) or raft up 
against a boat that is 
already against the wharf. 
The second option 
essentially means that the 
boat you are rafting up 
against acts a s a floating 
dock and it has to worry 
about the logistics of 
going up and down the 
wharf. We chose the latter 
and the tuna boat Sea 
Angel was our target. 
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Well, I can tell you I was 
in a frazzle – no one 
seemed to be on board 
Sea Angel and I could 
only see one cleat. Four 
workers with bright 
yellow tops were just 
looking at me from shore 
and it was another 
catamaran owner who 
jumped on board the 
fishing boat (a long way 
down because we were 
at low tide) and took the 
ropes from me to secure 
on to Sea Angel’s tie off 
points. I was very 
grateful. We managed to 
get onto the wharf and 
have a coffee but an hour 
later the surface to jump 
down to was still too low 
for me. So I left Andrew 
in charge of showing a 
local our boat (he did 
know the people we’d 
come to see and he did 
offer us his car) and to 
tidy up before our friends 
arrived at 6pm. After 

4

dinner it was a relatively 
easy step onto Sea Angel 
and a step up to Sengo. 
Tomorrow however we will 
launch the tinnie at low tide 
to get off the boat. 

The sail down was 
uneventful and the wind 
oscillated form SW to SE 
with an apparent wind 
speed of 3.5 knots. We 

5

hugged the coast (in 
relative terms) and ‘sailed’ 
between Narooma and 
Montague Island. What 
struck me on the way 
south was the amount of 
long yellow beaches along 
this stretch as well as the 
mountains behind them – 
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24th January 2015  
Eden 

The incessant sound of 
bell miner calls reminds 
me of being in inland 
Victoria but we are at 
coastal Eden. We arrived 
on a northerly wind 
yesterday around lunch 
time (although I find 
‘around lunchtime’ 
arrivals always seem to 
take longer than 
expected and you finally 
get your lunch at 2.30-
3pm) with a ripping 11.4 
knots as we came into 
Calle Calle bay. This was 
reaching to the wind as 
we turned in (had been 
running with the wind all 

2

day averaging 6-8 knots) 
and we found ourselves 
having to drop the sails in 
the strengthening breeze. 
That done we puttered 
around the corner to 
Snug Cove (to see two 
other boats we met at 
Jervis Bay) and anchored 
in strong winds. Our first 
location, after a minute’s 
contemplation, was a little 
too close to the moored 
barge so we moved 
closer to shore. 

After a quick lunch I then 
spent an hour or so 
sponging most of the 
deck – will have to finish 
it off today – to get rid of 
the soot that came from 
the exhaust pipes of the 
trawler tied to the wharf in 
front of us at Bermagui. It 
was like black snow in 
some places. In others it 
was just smudged around 
with feet and ropes. 
There is still a smudge on 
the deck where the main 
sheet has run through 
some of this. 

Bermagui was a pleasant 
stop over. We decided to 
stay an extra night and 
re-provision – the main 

3

street is flat as opposed to 
the hills we knew at Eden 
– but I had the fortune of 
being taken into Narooma 
to a Woolies where I 
could get what I’m used to 
(including Macro dried figs 
– these have been in 
serious short supply for 
the last few months). 
Back in Bermagui,  after a 
detour to get some gas 
and Andrew’s Christmas 
present (a trolling rod to 
run off the back of the 
yacht) we settled behind 
the protection of the glass 
partition on balcony of  
the Horse and Camel as 
the wind had finally picked 
up to its forecast, and 
enjoyed a couple of 
glasses whilst we waited 
for the tide to come it. The 
Horse and Camel is a 
very comfortable little 
wine bar overlooking the 
fisherman’s wharf. (The 
business is also for sale 
for those looking for a sea 
change) 

The sky is overcast here 
in Eden, the incoming 
waves on the beach 
behind us are just starting 

6

some of them tantalizingly 
hidden by clouds. The 
placement of these 
beaches is of no use to a 
sheltering yacht (facing 
straight out for the most 
part into the Tasman Sea) 
and the rivers that do 
meet the coast are mainly 
protected by dangerous 
bars, but visually it was a 
very pleasant sail. 
Albatrosses, petrels, 
shearwaters, and only 
three other boats (one 
cargo and two small 
fishing boats) were seen. 
I guess all were kept 
away by the weather 
forecast. 
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25th January 2105 
Eden - East Boyd Bay 

We moved to East Boyd Bay 
next to long pier and wood chip 
mill at 730ish this morning.  
This bay currently has four 
other cats and four monohulls 
sheltered in it (at least three of 
which are heading to Tassie 
2015 and one of the cats was a 
regular neighbour in Morning 
Bay in Newport, Pittwater 
(although we haven’t actually 
spoken to each other). 

The southerly did blow a bit of 
a gale today reaching speeds 
over 30 knots for Gabo Island 
and Green Point. (A couple of 
times I put our instruments on 
and checked the speed here 
but the highest I saw was 19.5 
knots).   

Immediately after arriving I 
spent some time removing 
swallow droppings from the 
decks, as just before we left 
Snug Cove I looked up to see 
swallows lining both sides of 
the boat (see photos) and 
some were on the stays and 
the boom bag.  After a cup of 

2

tea, because at this point 
I was exhausted (and I 
noticed there is still some 
soot on the roof, although 
I did get the soot out of 
the front cockpit 
yesterday) I made a stew 
in the thermal cooker. 
Dinner was done by 9am.  

4

to overpower the noise of 
the bell miners and the day 
is forecast to swing 
between a southerly and a 
northerly. It is tomorrow’s  
forecast for a strong 
southerly that might have 
us shifting anchorages. 
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Red Cliffs 
Fossil records of 
primitive plants 
and animals 
have helped put 
the age of these 
folded 
sedimentary 
rocks at Red 
Cliffs at 360 
million years of 
age,. 

Geological earth 
movement has 
caused folding 
and the anticline 
you see here 
today.  

.26th January 2015. Australia Day 
Eden - East Boyd Bay – Boyd Tower 

Great day! Had a lovely stroll today from an adjacent 
beach up made roads across to Boyd Tower on the 
headland at Red Cliffs with two other yachty couples 
(from Joule and Phase 2) before we all came back to 
Sengo for a cuppa and muffins. A late lunch was had at 
2.30 before starting to think about tomorrow’s departure.  

Our plan is to leave really early tomorrow for the odyssey 
to Lakes Entrance so I have made muffins in advance 
and cooked chicken enough for salad lunches for the 
next two days (as there is no guarantee we are going to 
be in Lakes Entrance by lunchtime on Wednesday). 

Wildlife spotted today included a silvereye and a wallaby 
spotted in the Boyd Tower area. Otherwise the usual 
culprits; silver gulls, the odd tern and a black cormorant. 
Rainbow lorikeets were heard. 
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BOYD TOWER 

Benjamin Boyd, a Scottish entrepreneur, imagined 
the development of a large settlement when he 
arrived at Two Fold Bay in the early 1840’s. His 
vision of a thriving town resulted in him building a 
church, hotel, houses and stores to compliment 
the jetty.  

Boyd had interests in sheep stations, shipping and 
whaling. Boyds Tower, built in the 1846 was an 
expensive construction of Pyrmont Sandstone but 
was never commissioned as a lighthouse.  Boyd’s 
financial position caught up with him and he 
abandoned all his plans and properties for the 
Californian goldfields. 
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29th January 2015 
Paynesville 9.30am 

Slept for 11 hours last night 
making up for the 4.5 hours 
sleep the night before (and 
that was in two tranches). 

We left Eden at around 7am 
on the 27th January. The sky 
was overcast but there was 
forecast little chance of rain. 
Just after we’d exited the 
heads at Two Fold Bay I saw 
my first flying fish in 
Australian waters. I was 
initially, for a moment, trying 
to identify it as a bird as it 
flew in front of the bows of 
the boat with the top of its 
wings and back in perfect 
view. So going through the 
process I had white on top of 
wings and black back. 

Around the corner to Victoria 
Our first overnight sail in Sengo 

Fishing boats at Lakes Entrance 

2

However once it did a 90 
degree turn in mid air and 
landed face forward into a 
wave, I realised what it 
actually was. 

The usual culprits were 
seen during the journey 
south; albatrosses, 
shearwaters, petrels. We 
had a small pod of 
dolphins appear from in 
front of us and they 
temporarily halted their 
journey for a play in our 
direction. Unfortunately we 
weren’t making enough of 
an impression in the water 
for their continued 
amusement so after a 
short while they turned 
around again and 
continued their journey 
north. 

3

We saw four seals during 
this leg, three of whom 
were sleeping and one of 
those I had to use the 
horn on, as our trajectory 
and his were on a 
collision course. I didn’t 
mean to temporarily 
disturb his sleep but he 
would have been 
permanently disturbed if 
he’d hit the boat.  

The winds for the journey 
were not quite as we had 
expected, so for the first 
few hours we were, when 
necessary, alternating 
between an hour sailing 
and an hour motoring. In 
the end though, the 
winds seem to die right 
off and become sporadic 
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Australian mainland’s south east corner viewed from NSW 

Australian mainland’s south east corner viewed from VIC 

4

so the motor went on for the majority of the 
way. I would have liked to have sailed all 
the way but not in ‘notorious Bass Strait 
weather’ so one should be grateful that we 
didn’t have three meter waves with three 
meter swell and raging thunderstorms. The 
weather did pick up just before 3 am 
yesterday morning and when Andrew 
came up for his shift the wind angle was 
steady enough and the apparent wind 
speed high enough to put the genoa out 
(the main having been up with one reef in it 
all night) and turn the engines off. 
Immediately the speed went up to over 9 
knots (we’d been maintaining 5- 6 knots 
under motor – although the current was 
such that for a large section of Bass 
Straight up until midnight we were losing 1 
knot in the opposite direction). So began 
the process of trying to slow down. The 
first task was to reef the genoa. That done 
we were still doing 8-9 knots. So we furled 

5

it in to the second reef mark. Still doing 8 
knots. So we then dropped the main to 
second reef mark. Still doing 7-8 knots.  So 
we dropped the main altogether. Eventually 
to slow down Andrew turned toward the 
wind a bit, making our heading more in a 
southerly direction (and further away from 
our destination). 

When I got up for my 6am shift we had 
Lakes Entrance off our starboard bow and 
a bit of a conundrum. The wind was still 
strong and we were well ahead of our 
12pm arrival schedule and four hours 
ahead of low tide. Ideally we’d like to enter 
the entrance on a flooding tide. Do we 
hang around a few nautical miles out and 
head for the entrance on a run on the 
incoming tide or do we head closer to land 
and hang around just outside the entrance 
for these conditions? A call to the coast 
guard and the ports authority however, had 



; 

 

Aboard Sengo January  2015 

20 

21

29th January 2015  
Paynesville - 10pm 

Clearly any snoozing time yesterday was 
insufficient compensation for the odd 
sleeping regime on Tuesday night and our 
bodies had us asleep until around 9am 
this morning (fortunately we had closed 
the blinds on the starboard side otherwise 
the stream of visitors to outside our boat 
would have been able to look in.) 

We have created a bit of a stir and there 
were still quite a few curious locals come 
down and had a look. One came back 
with a local brochure and offered to give 
us any information we needed. By the 
time we were ‘organised’ it was 12pm so 
we went off to the Laundromat and ran 
four loads of washing before checking out 
a café for lunch –but decided it was 
cheaper to buy a loaf of bread and eat 
what we had on board. 

6

us turning north 
earlier than we’d 
anticipated as, like 
the Port Phillip heads, 
the slack time at 
Lakes Entrance is 
between tides. And 
was now! We furled 
the genoa back in 
and put the engines 
on to get there as 
quickly as possible 
and came in just as it 
was starting to get a 
little bumpy. 

The boat owners from 
Take It Easy who had helped us at 
Bermagui happened to be here and 
seeing us on the AIS called us up, talked 
us round to the wharf and then cooked us 
bacon and eggs for brunch! Around 12pm 
we followed them to Paynesville where we 
tied up. 

 I had a quick snooze and then restocked 
our muffins (this time I tried almond meal, 
quinoa flour and coconut husk and just 
flavoured the basic mixture with vanilla 
essence) and then went out to talk to 
someone who had come to admire the 
boat. About an hour later, when I’d talked 

7

to four different people about the boat 
(she’s a dominant presence here as she’s 
towering above the trailer-sailors and 
smaller power boats between her and the 
shore) I finally got ready to go out to 
dinner. 
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After lunch we took the 
ferry across to Raymond 
Island (pedestrians are 
free) to do the Koala 
Walk. Raymond Island 
has around 600 koalas at 
the moment (clamida free) 
but the habitat is either 
being removed by 
humans (private 
individuals or public 
authority) or severely 
degraded by an 
unsustainable population. 
I had read on a brochure 
in the Laundromat to call 
for help if you saw a koala 
on the ground and sure 
enough I had to call the 
volunteer shelter operator 
in. Our poor victim was 
female, estimated to be 
around 2 years old (the 
carer was going to check 
her teeth to confirm this 
when she got home) and 
starving. She didn’t even 

3

put up a fight when placed 
into the carry container – 
that is not a good sign. 
Hopefully we hear that 
she pulls through but 
when they starve their 
system shuts down, 
including the gut flora 
designed to process the 
eucalypts so to help bring 
them back they are fed a 
milk formula. If the system 
is shut down too much 
they won’t take the 
eucalypt and cant be 
saved. Terribly sad and 
frustrating. As per any 
wildlife shelter the care is 
run on donations. This 
one’s contact is Raymond 
Island Koala and Wildlife 
Shelter. Website: 
Raymond Island Koala 
and Wildlife Shelter or  
telephone: 0447 470 905. 
This website also gives a 
history of how the koalas 
came to be on Raymond 
Island. Parks Victoria is 
using several methods to 
manage the population. 
Lack of habitat for these 
koalas means lack of 
food. Regeneration efforts 
are underway. 
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30th January 2015 
Paynesville 

Cold. Overcast. Raining.  
Windy. Miserable! A good 
day to stay indoors. 
Apparently the waves just 
outside Lakes Entrance were 
6 meters high! We went out 
for lunch and just as we got 
back were visited by the 
owners of a Bavaria 46 on 
their way to New Zealand for 
a Pacific Rally. Spent the rest 
of the afternoon and evening 
with them exchanging ideas 
and tips. Going to bed with 
the knowledge that tomorrow 
the weather is supposed to 
pick up. 

1

31st January 2015 
Paynesville – Duck Arm 

Weather better and after a 
casual breakfast and a 
farewell to the couple heading 
to New Zealand and a wave 
from the deck to the crew of 
Take It Easy (I expect to see 
them next in Melbourne soon) 
we headed out into the lake 
system. Having never tried 
sailing with just the genoa 
we’d thought we’d give it a go 
in sheltered waters and all was 
well despite heading up into 
the wind. Cardinal and channel 
markers were negotiated with 
ease despite the many 
required tacks because of our 
direction. We were however, 
distracted by a flock of swans 
adjacent Point Wilson west of 
Spern Whale Head when all of 

2

a sudden, having been 
in 5 meters of water a 
matter of seconds before 
we found ourselves 
going absolutely 
nowhere and our 
transducer reading that 
dreaded 0.00. This 
extraction wasn’t as 
easy as our little incident 
in Bermagui and it took a 
few minutes, trying 
reverse in a few different 
combinations, to 
extricate ourselves from 
the situation. Having 
pulled the genoa in 
immediately upon our 
being stationary, we 
motored across to Duck 
Arm for a lunch and 
decided that was enough 
adventure for the day. 
Swans seem to be this 
area’s equivalent of ‘sea 
gulls at the beach’ and 
anywhere there seems 
to be people, these large 
birds seem to appear 

Sunset on 31 January 2015: Duck Arm -  Lake Victoria  

3

demanding food. No 
sooner had we stopped 
than we had a pair of 
honking ‘black and red 
vultures’ waiting out the 
back (mixed metaphor 
noted). 

Duck Arm has farming on 
the north side and rural 
housing on the south side. 
The farming boundary 
grass is dry and is of 
mixed age farm eucalypt  
and grass understory. 
Despite the lack of 
obvious diversity in the 
vegetation, the amount of 
birdsong this evening was 
more than I’d heard since 
getting aboard in July! 


