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On 3rd September we finally found 
ourselves in Broome and this meant the 
end of our 2017 Kimberley cruise. Our 
priority now was to focus on getting 
south (well, west and south) to firstly, get 
below the Tropic of Capricorn line as the 
cyclone season was quickly approaching, 
and secondly, get down the coast fast 
enough so we didn’t have to endure the 
persistent sou’westers that the locals warn 
can blow for weeks. As the month moved 
on, however, the opportunities for non 
south west winds became fewer and with 
the weather predictions not always one 
hundred percent accurate we did find 
ourselves, on occasion, tacking into the 
wind to get to that next small dot on the 
map.  

The generosity of others 

I must make note the generosity of just about 
everybody we met on our Kimberley trip: boat 
owners who shared their time, their experience, 
their camaraderie and (often) their coffee; and 
non and ex-boaties for their time, their 
camaraderie, and their transport (thanks Chris in 
Broome, and Diane from Perth whose offer of 
transport wasn’t taken up but was very much 
appreciated). However, extra special mention 
must go to two boats who acted above and 
beyond the call of duty: Sand Shoes who helped 
us out with some logistical issues that we would 
have been struggling to achieve ourselves, and 
Winston who gave up two of their days to help 
beaching novices (us) replace a prop.  

Low tide: Alpha Island; Montobello Group. Gorgeous 
beaches, barren Islands and apparently the snorkeling 
is amazing. What radiation? 

Toward the 32nd parallel (Perth) 

In the main, our continuing southerly journey 
during September was purposeful, and apart 
from a couple of exceptions, there were no 
(planned) long stays anywhere. This meant that 
anchorages were generally only overnight stops 
with no exploring; multiple nights (unless we’d 
spent a day restocking the larder) usually meant 
we were sitting out strong winds (and probably 
couldn’t get off Sengo anyway). It also means 
that my opinion of Ningaloo Reef is 
disappointing, not because of itself, just because 
the only bit I saw of it was either to my left or 
right, depending on which side of it we were 
traveling, or below me, when Sengo was very 
tentatively traveling between anchorages over 
some of its more inshore reefs. No exploring, no 
snorkeling, no long walks along delightful sandy 
beaches. My bucket list activity of swimming 
with (or even seeing) whale sharks is going to 
have to wait until next time.  

Other really interesting experiences and sights 
that we didn’t get to (dinosaur impressions and 
the Bird Observatory at Broome, or the largest 
indigenous art site near Dampier) will also have 
to wait until next time. 



 

© Trish Ebert purringalong.com.au 3 

Aboard Sengo September 2017 

1st September 2017. Rounding Cape Leveque ..by foot. We had 
planned to leave the Cape Leveque anchorage this morning, at the 
‘rise and shine’ time of 0600, to catch the receding tide down the coast 
as far as we could, and our intended anchorage was Beagle Bay. 
However, we didn’t get up for the start quite that early. Winston had 
called us the previous night; they were only a few nautical miles down 
the coast and we were expecting to wave to them as ‘ships in the ‘ 
morning’’ on their way around to Cape Leveque. They however did 
manage an early start and rather than pick up our anchor we waited 
for them to join us. Morning coffee and catch-up was enjoyed and 
then after lunch a walk to the lighthouse.  

It is a long time since we’ve visited a lighthouse and I’d like to start 
ticking them off again (Australia has over 200 lighthouses (plus a lot 
of offshore lights)). As with many lighthouses this one is fenced off 
with a warning regarding the necessity of this instillation for safety at 
sea. The land around the lighthouse is Koolajman, a wilderness  camp 
owned by the local Djarindjin and Ardyaloon communities and it 
provides a few accommidation options and the opportunity of a tour 
or two. As mentioned in August’s newsletter, our timing was not right 
for the bush foods tour and if you had a 4WD you can take, amongst 
other things, a spear making tour (which sounds fun). The location 
also has a café/shop and a restaurant but we didn’t go into either. 
From the lighthouse we headed to the Western Beach and turned 
toward the Cape, walking past the most magnificent ochre sand cliffs, 
around the corner and back to our tinnies. We had timed it well; we 

had pulled up on an 
outgoing tide - and 
the water was just 
lapping at the base of 
each tinnie on its 
return journey on the 
incoming tide. 

Cape Leveque 
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This whale (north 
of Beagle Bay) was 
showing very 
unusual behavior. 
At first we thought 
he might be dead, 
but then we 
reasoned he (she) 
would be floating. 
For the entire time 
within our view (we 

2

around the edges just in case – an low and behold 
there was a marker, right where we would have 
sailed (there was also a whale we had to take 
drastic action to avoid – he was crossing our path 
at 90 degrees). Despite the good wind and sail 
angle in the latter part of the journey we were too 
late…the sun went down when we were just 
north of Cable Beach and we ended up feeling 
our way in to the anchorage, north of the 
mooring buoys, in the dark. The tide was strong 
and not playing ball with the wind, our anchor 
was not set perfectly and we spent a very bumpy 
night with a horrible wind against tide situation. 
Having been so privileged with our weather in the 
Kimberley’s we were going to have to get used to 
being back on a ‘boat!’ 

4th September 2017. Officially out of food (being 
in week 13 of 12 weeks of provisions) we had to 
be creative for breakfast and although we where 
going to get in contact with a couple of people we 
thought we would sort ourselves out for a quick 
shop first. The idea was to head around to Town 
Beach, anchor and then Andrew was going to 
drop me off (so we didn’t have to leave the tinnie 
on the beach) and I would walk into town to do a 
quick shop at Coles before getting picked up 
again. This didn’t eventuate. We actually did go 
around to Town Beach, entering the channel, 
passing the Port and and heading past the tug and 
fishing boats on moorings. Just past these were a 
couple of anchored yachts, one I had met briefly 
(10 minutes) in Darwin and the poor thing looked 
like it was going to get shaken off its chain. A 
catamaran adjacent this wasn’t doing well either. 
The wind strength was around 15 knots true. It 

1

I have always wanted to visit Broome; a place well 
noted in the tourist brochures for its outback 
ambience and remote wilderness feel. Well perhaps 
20 years ago this was the case; the Broome of today is 
something else, a busy tourist town and not the 
frontier town I expected. The sleepy settlement was 
transformed after a visit by Lord Alistair McAlpine of 
the British Conservative Party who invested millions 
in it (and amongst other things built Cable Beach 
Resort), and it became the tourist mecca for the north 
west. (Interestingly in 2012 Lord McAlpine said it felt 
the same as it had 30 odd years ago). Real estate is 
not cheap, tourist shops abound, a few shops are 
vacant, according to the locals some places are still 
scary at night and, if you are anchored at 
Guantheume Bay, the small town centre is absolutely 
a pain in the neck to access from a boat. 

Our sail to Broome had commenced on 2nd September 
2017. Lifting the anchor at just after 0700 we 
farewelled Winston who were heading the other way, 
and we motored across the anchorage to Cape 
Leveque, turning the engines off as we turned south. 
It was a reasonable day’s sail, but with slightly lumpy 
seas the two feline stomachs on board made 
protestations. There was two hours of motor sailing 
but in the end we were traveling around seven knots 
coming into Beagle Bay, anchoring in the northern 
anchorage on the southern side of the bay just before 
sundown. A quick dinner was had and then we went 
to bed – we needed as much sleep as we could get 
before a very early start 

Because the plan had been to arrive at Broome 
around 1600, with a five knot average that meant a 
start of 0200 and after a few hours’ sleep (for Andrew, 
the cats kept getting me up) we sailed out of Beagle 
Bay. The wind however, whilst being a good strength, 
was not of good angle, and we may not have taken 
the best strategy in the early part of the journey. It 
was also lumpy and again there were two upset 
stomachs inside. We zig-zagged at impossible and 
improbable angles before finally turning the corner to 
head south, getting the perfect wind angle; the only 
issue now was the ‘marine’ farm boundary right in the 
middle of our rum line. Having not seen any other 
activity or markings in marine farms further north we 
assumed there would be no obstacles, but we skirted 

Broome  3rd – 7th September 2017 

2

sailed past this beast) it 
looked like it was doing a 
headstand. Some 
communication strategy 
perhaps? 
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was a south-east wind. It was 
horrendous. We weren’t anchoring 
in this, and even if we had we 
wouldn’t have been getting off 
Sengo, it would have been far too 
dangerous. So instead we turned 
around and motored out again. We 
were able at one stage to sail with 
the genoa so we saved a bit of fuel 
but the morning was gone  - two 
hours of motoring into it and one 
and a half hours of motoring/sailing 
back. We anchored back close to 
where we had been, set the anchor 
well, put out approximately 80 
meters of chain and decided that we 
wouldn’t try to get into town today. 
Andrew played with the front wheel 
concept for the tinnie. It still needs a 
bit of work 

5th September 2017.  An early start 
prevailed as we landed the tinnie at 
the closest section of beach, pulling 
it up to hopefully keep it out of the 
tide, and started the 897 meter walk 
across the sand dunes to Gubinge 
Road. We didn’t know exactly 
where we were but a guess was that 
we would come out at the road just 
around the corner from the bus stop 
to town. My calculations were a 
little off and we emerged about a 
kilometre south of this. Whist 
waiting for the second bus of the 
morning a van stopped and asked if 
we wanted a lift. Not looking a gift 
horse in the mouth we were dropped 
off at town, shared a couple of 
coffees, and after we had done a 
shop were taken back to our tinnie. 
Shouting the driver lunch (a quinoa 
salad on board – nothing fancy) he 
was kind enough to take us to get 
our gas bottles refueled. Complete 
strangers can be wonderful.  

It’s as easy as falling off… 
….the door step from the back of a 
hilux extra cab! 6th September 2017. 
And that was not the start of the 

4

day…. We had tried to contact 
Sand Shoes the night before with 
no success but this morning he 
arrived in his tinnie to say hello. 
After removing great chunks of ice 
from the defrosting fridge (it 
hadn’t been defrosted in three 
months) we loaded up our three 
months of rubbish and recyclables 
and Sand Shoes kindly assisted us 
in getting rid of them (the tip is a 
fair way out of town). Being 
dropped in town was just that…..I 
missed my footing. You think I 
would know how to get out of the 
back of an extra cab Hilux – I used 
to own one -but it seems my feet 
were expecting a flat gutter and 
instead came in contact with a 
slope. Down I went, over the right 
ankle and on to my back on the 
footpath. I didn’t move for a 
couple of minutes, I didn’t know 
what damage I had done. Slowly 
getting to my feet I found I could 
stand on both feet, and I knew the 
ankle was going to hurt. And then 
it was pointed out  that I’d taken 
the top off the big toe on my left 
foot. The power of suggestion - 
now that hurt more….. 

After securing the flapping skin 
with a band aid we hobbled 
around town a bit, had lunch, did 
a bit of shopping and got a taxi 
back to the Gantheume Point. The 
tide had been going out for three 
hours and the tinnie was a fair way 
up the beach so we were exhausted 
getting it back to the water. A 
quick hello to Ruby Blue (a boat 
we haven’t seen for around 2 
years) and we were just about to 
see if Sand Shoes was back on 
board when the engine stopped… 
Surprised, Andrew turned to find 
smoke billowing from beneath the 
engine’s cover. Removing the lid 
produced even more smoke. It was 
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an outgoing tide….. We 
drifted past a large mooring 
line but it was just out of my 
reach. Fortunately, someone 
had seen us, and Gus (last 
name and boat name 
unknown) came to our 
rescue. We rafted up to his 
(much larger) tinnie and 
were taken back to Sengo. 
So instead of relaxing or 
socializing for the rest of the 
day, Andrew was stripping 
the engine to check the 
impellor. Fortunately we 
had a spare (which was the 
one we’d replaced some 
time ago) and after a fiddly 
operation the motor works 
again. Of course the sun set 
was magnificent, a large 
round orb sliding below the 
horizon but we had no time 
to admire it (or photograph 
it) – we were returning a 
spanner we’d borrowed 
from Ruby Blue and in the 
challenging and dangerous 
swell, getting back on board 
Sengo just as it got dark. We 
managed to make it…the 
tinnie was left hanging 
behind us – it was far too 
dangerous to lift her. 
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7th September 2017.   Pea soup! We pulled the tinnie up at around 
0630 between bouts of wind against tide and noted that there was 
not a seric of sunshine. We didn’t see the sun until mid morning 
and that was only for a short time. When the fog had lifted (at 

one stage I couldn’t see the adjacent pearl boat and a small boutique cruise ship 
sauntered past us toward the moorings and disappeared into the fog within 50 odd 
meters.) there was nothing but cloud. And that’s the way it stayed all day. We were 
thinking of going back into town today to do a baking run at Woolies but deciding stocks would last at 
least until Dampier we thought the hassle just too much. The clutch on the tinnie wasn’t quite right after 
yesterday’s exercise so in a moment of quiet seas in the afternoon we pulled the top off the tinnie engine 
again and reset it. Apart from that there were two loads of washing done, some cooking for meals on the 
go and a bit of a tidy up.  We attempted to get television in the evening to watch the AFL footy finals but 
the telecast was half over by the time we got some very sporadic and broken reception. 

1

8th – 11th September 2017.  
Broome to Dampier.  A little 
bit of a hassle with the anchor 
around a small lump of coral 
delayed our departure by 
around half an hour and we 
finally headed out of the 
Broome anchorage at around 
0830. We didn’t quite have a 
strategy planned, except that I 
really didn’t want to do 
overnight sails, but with the 
wind angle at the start of our 
journey at such an awkward 
position after only few hours of 
tacking I realised we weren’t 
actually going to make land in 
the light anyway so we may as 
well keep going. So instead of 
hugging the coast we headed 
straight across to the top of the 
Dampier Archipelago – or so 

2

was the theory. Apparently there was more wind closer the coast and 
we had the motors on for a majority of the sail; firstly due to light 
winds (if we didn’t give our sails a boost the trip would have taken at 
least five days), and secondly when the winds did pick up in the last 24 
hours (they were again at an impossible angle, and with our motors off 
our southward journey gave us 6 knots, our westward (return) journey 
less than 3) to head straight toward our destination rum line.  

The last section up the eastern side of Legrende Island, across its top 
and into the Mermaid Sound was particularly uncomfortable. There 
was the odd shudder and it reminded me of our horrible trip around 
the eastern side of Fraser Island in 2015.  After evasion methods to 
avoid a couple of whales we were called by friends warning us that 
Dampier VTS was trying to call us (we hadn’t heard them on the 
radio). I called them instead and was told to get out of the way because 
a certain ship was heading to ‘Pilot Boarding Ground D’. I said I 
would ‘try my best’ but it was ‘uncomfortable out here’ and ‘where is 
Pilot Boarding Ground D. anyway’ Just ‘north of the Mermaid 
Mearsk’ was the reply. Right where we were! We were not going 
(could not go) fast and bouncing around awfully uncomfortably. The 
aforementioned ship was doing around 11 knots. I could see it coming. 
We did our best. No collision is recorded. 

Streeters Jetty 

Broome has always been a gathering place for people and trade, several 
aboriginal tribes having used the area as a meeting place before it was officially 
named in 1883 after the governor of Western Australia. Streeters Jetty, only 
accessible amongst the mangroves at high tide, once secured pearling luggers 
and traders but despite restoration works looks a little too dicey to secure 
anything now (although we know of yacht tenders that have used it at high 
tide to transport their shopping). Broome’s modern fame (apart from Cable 
Beach) is in the pearling industry but she’s also known for being bombed in 
WW2 and the communication cable to Indonesia to aid contact with mother 
England (hence Cable Beach). Her industries include Pearling, making mud 
(not kidding – for the offshore rigs) and fishing and she is the base for a couple 
of charter boats. She is a multicultural society with a large indigenous 
population, a large Asian population and a large itinerant population) 
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As we weren’t going to make Dampier in the light and dinner was 
off  (Blessing had invited us to dinner) we had decided to head for 
an anchorage around 10 nm north at the top end of Malus Is. In 
our guide it looks surveyed, on the chart plotter it doesn’t, so using 
the rule of never entering an unknown ‘unsurveyed’ anchorage in 
the dark we looked for an alternative. Blessing suggested coming all 
the way down to Hampton Harbour. Not in the dark. Not with a 
those moorings, and we were had had trouble enough in the 
conditions getting out of the pilot boarding ground to avoid the 
ship leaving port. In the end we decided to head to the surveyed 
area on the eastern side of the Lewis Islands (there is an 
unsurveyed area also on the eastern side of the Lewis Islands). I 
had the schematic in the guide. It looked reasonably clear.  

Heading toward these islands we had wondered earlier at the red 
lights above the island horizon and the green and white lights just 
below these. Perhaps it was for planes – red lights usually mark a 
high hazard. As we approached our anchorage however there was 
something strange about this array. These lights looked like they 
were closer to us than on land. Surely they weren’t a ship  - there 
was nothing on AIS! Putting the radar on to make sure we picked 
up any small blips – the navigation marks we could work out, it 
was any potential fisherman in unmarked tinnies in the dark we 

were worried about – we found a curious 
phenomenon. Whist the radar was reflecting 
land where it should have been, it was also 
reflecting something large in the middle of the 
bay. That shouldn’t be there according to the 
guide – obstructions are usually marked. We 
headed a bit further to starboard, away from the 
obstruction, anchored in around 15 knots true 
wind speed and much reduced waves, had a very 
quick meal and both fell into bed exhausted at 
around 2030. 

We did not linger at the Lewis Islands, we had a date! Because we 
didn’t make it for dinner the previous night we were invited to an 
egg and bacon breakfast aboard Blessing – a fond reunion having 

2

not seen them since they left us at 
Reverley Island on the 13th June. 
The gourmet breakfast included 
avocado, spinach, toast and feta 
with freshly brewed coffee; delightful 
after what we’d been through for the 
past three and a half days. It was 
around lunch-time when we finally 
extricated ourselves from our hosts 
and headed into shore to check out 
the lay of the land. The Hampton 
Harbour Boat Club is very 
welcoming, there is a shower/toilet 
and laundry block for use if you 
need it, access to the fuel jetty for 
fuel (before 1500) and the restaurant 
opens four nights per week.  We 
wandered up the road, found the 
hotel and the grocer and then 
organised to lend a car from the Boat 
Club the next morning. 

Red Dog 
Dampier, Roebourne and 
Karratha all claim a piece of 
Red Dog, the canine who 
inspired the 2011 movie. The 
Karratha Vet Hospital has his 
collar framed behind the 
reception desk (the vet who set 
up the practice looked after 
him) and there are at least two 
statues of him in Dampier 
itself.  Apparently however, 
the locals tell me, unlike the 
movie, his owner wasn’t 

American, 
he was of 

eastern 
European 

origin, and 
Red Dog 
himself, on a 
bad day, 
could be a 
very grumpy 
pouch. 

Daylight reveals 
the strange 
obstruction 
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Whist the local grocer is small (the proprietor is very friendly (an 
inspiring yachty)) and you will probably find enough to keep you 
going if you want a small shop (at the usual slightly inflated prices), 
Karratha, just 16 kilometres inland (with around 20,000 people (2014 
survey and the mining boom has dropped so may be a little less than 
this)), has a better choice; a shopping centre with both Coles and 
Woolworths supermarkets. There are several hardware stores, several 
boating type stores (power boats: no chandlery), an adventure store 
and just about anything you need either in town or slightly out of 
town in the light industrial area – known locally as the LIA. We 
could probably sketch the LIA, we feel we know it inside out as we 
jumped from place to place tying to find double braided line to 
replace our first reefing line which de-gloved itself in the rough as we 
tried to shake it out of the main on the way into Dampier. Some 
places didn’t know what we were talking about, some knew and 
didn’t stock it, some did usually stock it but would have to order it in 

for us and one would have done so but we 
would have had to buy a 100 meter role 
rather than the twenty or so meters that we needed. The only successful 
purchase for the day (other than our food shopping) was the purchase of some 
potting mix. Now I can restart my garden! We were in town for the morning, 
got back to Sengo, emptied our jerry cans and were expecting to take them to 
the fuel dock to refill them. By this time however, the fuel dock had closed for 
the day and it was necessary to borrow a car again (a different ute this time) and 
drive to the petrol station. I am now convinced that all fuel bowsers in this state 
are dodgy…I’ve not seen one read the right amount yet (assuming of course that 
the scale on the jerry cans is correct). Fuelled up and shopped up we made 
ready to leave Dampier. 

Salt pans by the road: some lark has 
put statues of people in them to keep 
you amused 

Fueled up; ready to 
leave Dampier 

We have greenery! This is the herb 
planter. Other seedlings are coming up in 
other pots. The garden is officially back 
up. Of course, how successful I am at 
bringing plants to maturity to be eaten is 
another matter entirely. 

I’ve caught a cat!  Undersized – no 
good for eating. Somehow Cilla has 
discovered the fish net and seems 
to like sitting on it…. 

 No accounting for individual taste. 
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Hazardous! 
The Montebello Islands are the site 
of the first atomic bombs tested on 
Australian soil – thanks to the prime 
minister of the day handing the land 
back to the British Government. 
Signs on Alpha and Trimmouli 
Islands warn of a latent radiation 
hazard and suggest you keep your 
visit to an hour per day and not to 
stir up too much dust. The radiation 
doesn’t seem to have affected the 
abundance of fish life around the 
surrounding coral, the turtles 
breeding, the birds or the islands’ 
vegetation. 

1

14th – 19th Sept 2017. Because the Montebello Islands are 70 odd 
nautical miles away from Dampier, and based on my ‘worst case 
scenario’ of 5 knots, and Andrew’s wish to arrive in the middle of 
the day (lots of shallow unsurveyed areas and reef to avoid), the 
required time for leaving for this sail was 2200. Another 
overnighter!! Not only was I apprehensive enough about a long 
sail through the middle of the night, we had to leave the Hampton 
Boat Harbour and head through the port at Dampier with all the 
lateral channel marks flashing (each set of channel markers 
synchronised differently), and the blaring lights of wharves here, 
docks there, tug boats in the other direction. etc. Andrew did call 
Dampier VTS to let them know our intentions…they informed us 
we should be okay, the route we were taking wasn’t going to be 
traversed by a larger ship until 0200. We motored the 20 or so 
nautical miles through Mermaid Passage until we got to the 
western end of Enderby Island and then the motors went off. We 
had a lovely zig zag sail to the Monty’s, the motor only going on 
for a brief hour around 0600 and then to steer ourselves in through 
the shallow and narrow gaps of the eastern entrance. The anchor 
was down around 1230.  Blessing, having left later than us from 
Enderby Island joined us late afternoon for sundowners.  

Montebello Islands 
Alpha Island 
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Our foray into fishing outside the islands but inside the reef on a couple of large bommies 
nearly ended in tears. It was around 1600 and we were heading back to Sengo. Thinking we 
would still cast a line along the cliff edge on the way in, we tried our luck at several close in 
reefs. After hooking a coral head and reeling it in (the coral spitting a squirt of seawater at me 
as I was trying to extricate it from the hook) we found suddenly the motor lost power. With 
Andrew desperately trying to get it started we drifted toward what looked like a couple of very 
small rocky islets adjacent each other - both of which were covered in oysters. The tide was 
pushing us into the rocks and I fended us off with a plastic paddle. Andrew wasn’t making 
headway and we were getting bounced around. Andrew commented ‘if we could just make it 
through the gap in between the rocks and out the other side we could buy some time’. Except 
there wasn’t a gap in the rocks – set back between the outcrops was a rock bridge lined with 
the sharp contours of oysters on its underside. The gap below seemed impossibly small. Can 
we go under? I don’t know. We had no choice. The tide was strong and we had moments to 
act, both laying ourselves down in a classic limbo stance. It worked. We were inches off 
scraping our nose on the stone and 
shells and we found ourselves in 
(temporarily) clear water. The 
engine finally started and we 
headed back to Sengo – no point 
risking that again. Back in the 
anchorage we joined the group on 
Blessing for sundowners.  

2

The next few days were a mixture of 
sightseeing, fishing (attempting to 
anyway – with our fair share of lost 
lures stuck on rocks and reef) and 
relaxing. We did try to move 
anchorages to Stephenson’s Passage 
but we couldn’t get a hold on the 
bottom. We ended up east of Croker 
Island for two nights before joining 
other boats at Alpha Island.  Whilst 
Andrew’s priority was fishing it 
meant we didn’t get to snorkel, 
which we were told was fantastic. I 
was still nursing my twisted ankle so 
thrashing it around before it healed 
was probably not going to do it any 
good anyway.  

3

The next day’s priority was to fix the engine and Andrew had two goes at this. Once before we headed 
off into the radiation zone (Alpha Island this time) for a look-see and a quick swim, and then a bit of an 
explore of an adjacent Island, and the next time back at Sengo because the tinnie still had issues and 
we’d almost got stuck on that adjacent island. I started the garden, polished some of the top of the helm 
station roof, and did a bit of cleaning. Sundowners was a very fancy seafood feast on Briony Rose.  

Limbo time: we were very close to scraping our noses on the oysters 
on the underside of this ‘bridge’ 
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20th September 2017. Montebello Islands to Port Weld. The trip 
to Port Weld on the mainland was long (around 60 nautical 
miles) but essentially uneventful, and began with a 0700 start. 
The motors were on heading out of the Montebello’s proper but 
turned off once we got to clear water, and we initially headed 
south east to skirt around the no-go zone for Varanus Island 
before pushing our rum line down to our destination. It took five 
tacks (with varying speeds) before we found the wind had us 
sailing in exactly the right direction, and we managed 8 to 9 
knots for the last 30 or so nautical miles before putting the 
motors on for the final approach to get to our destination before 
the sun went down. Just. 

Back to the Mainland 

1

The Cyclone capital of 
Australia!  
22nd September 2017. Apparently 
Onslow has a cyclone, on 
average, once every two years. 
This is a bit scary if you think 
that this little town is the home of 
the infrastructure for the North 
West Shelf Gas Project and 
Chevron and BHP (as well as 
other parties) both have major 
infrastructure here (for oil as 
well). This town also boasts to 
being the hub of ‘excitement’ 
when the prime minister of 
Australia in 1952 gave away the 
Montebello Islands to the British 
Government (apparently without 

Onslow 

1

21st September 2017. Port Weld to Onslow. Port Weld turned out 
to be a very calm anchorage. Whilst the wind was still blowing 
around 9 knots when we anchored, it dropped off very quickly to 
a quiet, smooth night. Sometime during the morning it picked up 
again and was at 8 knots when we picked up the anchor. 
Unfortunately immediately after this it dropped to around 2 
knots, usually inadequate enough but because for the first part of 
our journey the wind was behind us, it was completely useless. 
Subsequently we had the motor on for the first 5 nautical miles, 
retracing our steps back through the shallow water and a couple 
of reefs before we could turn north west and get a bit of wind. It 
was a small bit of wind however and our original estimation of 

2

arriving in Onslow just after lunch 
was revised when we were coasting 
along at the ripping pace of around 
2 knots. We hadn’t chosen the 
shortest route to Onslow; that would 
have been directly along the coast, 
weaving our way through reef after 
reef and would have been a purely 
motoring affair. Instead we headed 
around the Mary Ann Reefs and 
probably doubled the required 
distance. When we eventually 
rounded the northern most section 
of the reefs and turned south-west 
the wind picked up and we zig-
zagged our way toward the little 
coastal town. At times the apparent 
wind hit 17 knots (we did reef the 
mainsail) and we were averaging 
around 8 knots on the last section. 
We came into Beadle Bay around 
1700 and after tentatively going over 
what looked like a russet coloured 
sand bank (turned out to be just a 
patch of muddy water) the anchor 
was down at 1730, and well before 
sunset.  

2

consulting parliament) so they could test an atomic bomb on 
them. It put Onslow on the map and the town proudly celebrated 
50 years since the first explosion in 2002 (!)  

The town itself (from what we explored) consists of a small (but 
surprisingly well stocked) supermarket, a small hardware (and 
sundry) store, a very small chemist, a post office cum newsagent 
cum clothing store, two fuel stations (one of which seems to have 
a large silver gas cylinder outside so can probably refill gas 
bottles), a pub, a resort and a museum. Further afield exists new 
housing, a new hospital, a salt works, gas infrastructure plants, 

The main street 
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associated jetties for each industry, new leisure facilities 
and roads. The funding has come from the shire, the 
state government, Chevron and BHP. Like many 
mining situations around the state the huge growth 
phase of the mining projects has been completed and the 
downward slope is evening out – the big company 
employers have invested a lot here and are encouraging 
people to stay. 

4

The Onslow museum is situated in the 
oldest building in town - the old goods 
shed – the storage area for goods between 
being brought in by train and sent out by 
ship (or the other way around). Like 
many country town museums a lot of the 
items on display consist of historical 
looking local nick-knacks (that you find 
the likes of in other museums). The 
majority of the interps inside is typed and 
cut out, amateur but enthusiastic 
(although ongoing funding is helping to 
upgrade this) and going along the display 
cabinets you can pick out one or two 
snippets of the town’s (or district’s), or an 
individual’s, history. At one end of the 
shed however there is some more 
concentrated information; a table covered 
with local group and society information - 
photographs, lists and historical records. 
Three huge folders on a side bench 
include information and newspaper 
clippings on the cyclones of 1995 and 
1999, a very old pound register and one is 
dedicated to the atomic bomb testing and 
the Montebello Islands. If you wanted to 
know about the town or its individuals, 
this is the place you would come. Outside 
behind the trains 
under the 
veranda are four 
very large 
professional 
interp boards 
covering the 
establishment of 
the town (twice 
as the town was 
moved), its 
cyclone history, 
its exploration 
and its resource 
history (oil, gas, 
gold, lead, salt 
and wool). Entry 
to the museum is 
by gold coin 
donation.  

5

After lunch at the pub 
and before our 
shopping we took a 
walk along the Ian 
Blair Boardwalk – well 
half of it anyway – they 
are replacing the wood 
with manufactured 
plastic and half the boardwalk was cut off. The 
boardwalk heads from the caravan park past the Anzac 
Memorial and through the heath lined sand dunes near 
the old jetty site. It was a great place for birds – except, 
expecting a shopping trip only, I hadn’t packed any 
binoculars. There were some bonus’s however. At the 
caravan park at a watered patch of land we were almost 
tripping over zebra finches! Several honeyeater species 
were also present along with a crested pigeon, an 
Australian kestrel and at the other end of the park a 
group of grey crowned babblers.   

Exercise and shopping complete we rolled the tinnie 
down the beach on her wheels, dragged her over the 
shallow water and stones and headed back to Sengo. 
Blessing, who we had left in the Montobello Islands a 
couple of days earlier, limped into the bay next to us 
with a broken bow sprit, having had a less than perfect 
day in rather lumpy weather. We went over there for 
sundowners to cheer them up. 

The dull looing boardwalk was 
amongst a plethora of birds 

Stocked up- time the tide: the beach is quite flat but 
you need to get over the rocky bits first. 
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23rd September 2017. Onslow to Exmouth. Across another Gulf. 
We have been very fortunate in that every Gulf we have crossed 
aboard Sengo, we have had uneventful, if not wonderful sails. This 
morning’s start was supposed to be 0400 but the anchor wasn’t up 
until 0445. We motored out of Beadle Bay with the radar on as 
there are three boats on moorings (only one with AIS) and at least 
one vacant black large mooring buoy that would be a pity to get 
tangled up in in the dark. The sails were up by 0520 and the 60 plus 
nautical miles were travelled in moderate comfort; the little rocking 
we did experience nothing compared with our previous few 
experiences. I have noticed the sea bird life coming back and apart 
from silver gulls the ocean air was occupied by unidentified 
shearwaters and petrels. A few dolphins graced our presence as we 
came into Exmouth but by far the most prolific beasts were whales, 
traveling mostly in pairs, and half of them were breaching 
regularly. I didn’t count them, I fear I have become a bit blaze 
about them - but they are entertaining. We put the anchor down 
around 1530 into, surprisingly, a north-east breeze. However by 
1830 the wind had swung around to the expected south-west.  

Our arrival was noticed by some as shortly after the anchor was 
down we were buzzed (haunted) by a ski boat and its raucous 
(probably intoxicated) crew – the official water ski area is to the 
north and we had been careful not to anchor in it. We were also 
buzzed by another fishing boat but we ignored them and they 
eventually went away. 

Definitely a beer town!  
24th September 2017. It rained this 
morning… Not much - just drizzle 
really… but it is the first precipitation 
we’ve experienced since the drizzle that 
greeted us coming into the caravan park 
in Darwin on 27th April.  A trip to shore 
was planned but we took the opportunity 
to check out the marina via our tinnie’s 
first. The marina consists of floating 
jetties in between extremely tall fat black 
poles and from what I could see there 
were only two ‘pens’ that I would even consider backing Sengo 
into, and that would be on a calm day. A t-head was a possibility 
but there was only one. This marina is NOT designed for 
catamarans. We didn’t go into the marina building but it didn’t 
look large. Cleary there is an area adjacent being set up as an area 
to haul out your boat (there was a waiting 320T travel lift) and 
there are a series of four canals heading inland from the marina 
area in a hand-like guise. These are residential canals, like those in 
Mooloolaba or Brisbane in QLD but only about half the blocks are 

Exmouth 

2

built on. There is a footbridge over 
the main canal not far inland so no 
possibility of getting a mast up 
there (one bird of prey has taken 
advantage of the design though 
and a nest of sticks is established, 
although exposed, near the top of 
the metal arch). We had the choice 
of coming back out of the marina 
harbor and dragging our tinnies up 
the beach for a one kilometer walk 
back to the main road over the 
dunes, or to take advantage of a 
floating jetty attached to a vacant 
(for sale) block on the arm closest 
to the town…..this was quicker, 
more sheltered and much easier to 
get the taxi back with a big shop at 
the end of the day. Lunch was at 
the Cadillac Bar, eaten on wooden 
benches in the room with the tv 
screens and the pool tables (as 
opposed to the white linen lined 
tables in the room adjacent the 
front door). We enjoyed a couple 
of games of pool over a couple of 
drinks (the bar staff didn’t know 
anything about their wine list) into 
mid afternoon. A walk into town 
revealed a bit more life in the town 
than I expected; a couple of cafes 
near the two IGA’s and a bottle 
shop were open. Closed were gift 
shops, real estate agents and a few 
specialty stores. There was a vet 
close by apparently (I saw the sign 
but not the location) and a few 
backpacker and hotels/resorts. 
There is big sign on the main road 
to the bookshop – but this 
establishment was not seen. 
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Around the North West Cape.  

26th September 2017. Heading south-west with a south-west wind. 
Not ideal but it is not as if we didn’t know. The trip from 
Exmouth to Norwegian Bay was longish, took us a little longer 
than we expected, was challenging and there were a few, mainly 
minor and correctable incidents and panic stations. 

After a rest and planning day on the 25th we up anchored at 
around 2000 and headed north, leaving the lights of the Exmouth 
Beach behind.  The wind in on the eastern side of the North West 
Cape was not as strong as hoped for and I tried tacking up the 
Gulf, only to turn the engines on for a short while as 2.4 knots was 
only half the speed we needed for the trip. As we were heading for 
a bay whose access is between a gap in the reef, getting there in the 
daylight was going to be necessary (rather than relying on the 
notoriously unseeable leads and the chart plotter only). We passed 
the towers of the Harold E Holt Naval Communication Station, 
supposed to be the tallest structures in Australia, and each had six 
or seven red lights reaching up to the stars. (The communication 
station is Commonwealth land where the Australian Navy passes 
messages to the US Navy. The town of Exmouth was established 
to support this facility).  Turning around the Cape the wind started 
to pick up. In the end the sail was a mixture of pure sailing (where 
we were getting up to 10 knots but usually at an angle where we 
had to tack back out again so we didn’t hit land (the outward tack 
was mainly west so didn’t gain us much, if anything, and the 
speed dropped right off)) and motor sailing where we headed 
straight into the rather uncomfortable seas. There are swell 
prediction maps on www.bom.gov.au and there were some larger 
(3-5m) swells indicated further out to sea (with 2-3m swells 
adjacent land). The problem with prediction maps is that they are 
just that, predictions, and pixilated schematics are firstly, not 
perfectly accurate, and secondly, can’t be, as there is no saying 
exactly where the swell is going to drop off. We did have very 
large swells; at the bottom of the trough I was looking a fair way 
into the sky to see the top  (and I was about two and a half meters 
from water) – we were very fortunate that there were no real 
waves on top of this.  The day was overcast and at one point we 
got a good dousing of rain; Sengo had a lovely wash. 

2

Unfortunately after this the ride 
was so bumpy that she got 
covered in salt again. Incidents 
included me stubbing my toe on 
the furler jammer at high speed 
(the same toe I stubbed in Inverell 
in March), a nasty tie over of the 
starboard genoa sheet around the 
port genoa sheet whilst tracking 
at high speed towards land/reef 
and needing (but being unable) to 
tack, a wrap around of the main 
sheets around the satellite aerial 
and the stern light and travelling 
at high speed and needing to tack 
before we hit reef (we solved this 
one by my crawling very low to 
the roof to unwrap the sheet by 
hand, unfortunately the stern 
light got caught and flew off the 
back), and several towels were 
beyond soaked with the 
continuing leaking of sea water 
through a gap in the ‘escape 
hatch.’  Cilla found herself 
wedged in C2 in her spot on the 
kayak and didn’t move. Tiger was 
on the corner of the couch in the 
bridge deck and only moved 
twice; once for a cuddle and once 
because he wanted food…in this! 
We entered Norwegian Bay later 
than we wanted to, wound our 
way around a small amount of 
reef and sandbanks and anchored 
at the southern end of the bay 
around 1600. We were exhausted 
and we were hungry. Breakfast 
and a coffee was had (we’d been 
sustaining ourselves on fruit and 
nuts) and after replacing the 
sealant in the escape hatch we 
went to bed. 

Exmouth: sunset 
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Scraping the bottom. 
 27th September 2017. The morning was a 
complete contrast to the day before and unless 
you really peered hard at the thin line on the 
western horizon you could state there was not 
a cloud in the sky. The water at anchorage was 
beautifully clear and for this we were 
extremely grateful. Cloudless skies and clear 
water are exactly what you want negotiating 
your way out of a ‘field’ of coral. The guide 
says there is passage though here for the 
‘shallow drafted’ and ‘the fearless’. Of course 
shallow drafted is subjective. Compared with 
friends in monohulls with 2-plus meter drafts 
you could consider Sengo a shallow drafted 
vessel, but compared with other friends in 
smaller catamarans (for instance Take It Easy 
(www.sv-takeiteasy.com) who has a draft of 
around 850mm) our draft could be considered 
considerable (at 1.4m). Our departure through 
this maze was timed for the light (always 
recommended that you start playing around 
coral between 0930 and 1530) and not for tide, 
but the tidal range was only going to be 
600mm anyway. Blessing offered to be the trail 
blazer (they have the same draft) and in the 
end it was not only a case of going over clear 
sand it was a case of judging the colour, and 
therefore the depth, of the debris (rocks and 
coral) below. I know when I yelled for 
confirmation of the depth Andrew would more 
often than not tell me we had 0.1 m below us 
(that’s just 10cm!) but he was also conscious 
for a lot of the time it was reading 0.00. I am 
grateful he didn’t tell me that, as standing on 
Sengo’s roof judging the most practical path 

4

over the rooky bottom was bad enough – I would have 
been a complete mess if I knew we only had a cm or 
two below us. Exiting through the unsurveyed coral 
labyrinth wasn’t the end of the day’s stresses however; 
the surveyed area on the chart has no mention of coral 
bommies yet the area is pockmarked with large dark 
shapes that take up a large percentage of the area. In 
theory these should be deep enough not to affect us but 
it was worth taking note and avoiding them where 
possible. It had taken approximately two (stressful) 
hours to negotiate the reefs and drying sandbanks to get 
into the surveyed area.  

When we emerged at the other end the wind came up 
enough to put the genoa out. We had a lovely sail south 
until we realised we had to haul the sail back in again 
and put the engines on or we would hit land (we 
couldn’t tack out for reef). A shallow section required a 
bit more navigation skill, still with the odd coral 
bommie, and then, in the clear, the genoa went back up 
again. We pulled it back in when the apparent wind 
was reading 20 knots. Eventually the true wind read 24 
knots going across Bateman Bay and with no protection 
(due to a gap in the coral) this was an extremely lumpy 
and boisterous ride. We anchored at the south end of 
Bateman Bay north east of Maud’s Landing and 
somewhat offshore, and with 75 meters of chain out, 
awaited the wind that was due over the next few days. 

28 – 30th September 2017. With wind predictions up to 30 knots there was no way we were going 
anywhere so an explore of Coral Bay (the township by foot and the bay by snorkeling) just didn’t 
happen and we spent our time on housework; me cleaning, Andrew putting more sealant on our leaky 
hatch and both of us cooking up supplies for meals on the run. I had managed to get a head cold which 
made any thought of an excursion on the 30th (the morning had settled down) null and void – although 
by the afternoon the winds predicted for the Strong Wind 
Warning had come in and the temporary relief from bouncing 
and rocking waves had gone. Our companion boat had left in the 
morning and left us as the only boat in the bay. As the day 
progressed three more boats arrived and anchored in the shelter 
of the point (although all were a fair way out) and as the sun 
went down on the last day of September the Lady M arrived to 
anchor to the south west of us. Is that boat haunting me? 

Looking towards Maud’s Landing 


