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Will	it	be	Bush	Forever?	

Not	much	going	on…	
We	 actually	 got	 some	 sailing	 done	 in	
December,	 even	 if	 it	 was	 less	 than	 30	
nautical	 miles.	 We	 spent	 most	 of	 the	
month	fighting	a	bug	and	socializing	was	
kept	to	a	minimum.	

Sunset	at	Rockingham		
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Well	perhaps	more	than	just	cats	but	that	would	
have	 spoiled	 the	 alliteration.	 On	 the	 odd	
occasion	we	had	access	to	a	car	we	noticed,	that		
generally,	 there	 seems	 to	 be	 little	 difference	
between	 Perth	 and	 Fremantle	 and	 their	
surrounding	 suburbs	 to	 other	 capital	 cities	
we’ve	visited:	old	housing	estates;	new	housing	
estates;	 and	 new	 industrial	 or	 homemaker	
areas.	 Some	 suburbs	 have	 quirky	
coffee/restaurant,	 or	 quiet,	 local	 strips,	 and	
some	are	big	touristy	areas.	There	 is	a	plethora	
of	 new	 housing	 estate	 land	 boards	 along	
freeways	 and	 major	 roads	 advertising	 which	
‘tree	 change’	 estate	 you	 should	 buy	 into	 –	 the	
catch	of	course	 is	 that	by	the	time	you’ve	stuck	
all	 the	 houses	 in,	 all	 the	 trees	 have	 been	 cut	
down.	 	 What	 was	 very	 obvious	 however	 was	
that	the	established	suburbs	seem	to	have	a	vet	
on	 every	 third	 corner	 and	 a	 substantial	 drive	
through	coffee	shop	on	every	fourth	(…ish).	Can	
we	officially	call	 the	people	of	Perth	a	bunch	of	
hyped-up	animal	lovers?	

Doldrums	in	December…	

And	it	had	nothing	to	do	with	lack	of	wind!	As	
an	 activity	 filled	 month,	 December	 was	 a	
complete	failure;	we	spent	the	better	part	of	
three	 weeks	 recovering	 from	 the	 dreaded	
lurgie.	 Reading	 the	 press,	 there	 seems	 to	
have	 been	 a	 strain	 of	 the	 flu,	 labeled	 the	
‘Australian	 flu’,	 which	was	 somewhat	more	
virulent	 than	 the	 other	 strains	 that	 were	
circulating.	Whilst	we	had	 initially	blamed	a	
small	 child	 at	a	dinner	party	we’d	 attended	
for	 the	 ‘bug’	we	actually	worked	 it	 out	 that	
the	 responsible	 culprits	 came	 from	 the	
cruise	 ship	 passengers	 we’d	 been	 in	 close	
quarters	with	on	the	Blue	Cat	when	we	had	
visited	the	Army	Museum	in	November	–	no	
wonder	they	were	talking	about	the	lack	of	a	
pharmacy	 on	 the	 ship.	 I	 suppose	 we	 were	
fortunate	we	only	 got	 the	 flu;	 news	 reports	
on	the	internet	stated	this	particular	visiting	
ship	 was	 struck	 down	 with	 gastro	 after	
leaving	Fremantle	-	an	affliction	they	would	
all	have	to	put	up	with	it	until	their	next	port	
of	Sydney.	
At	 the	 beginning	 of	 the	 month	 we	 were	
docked	at	the	Fremantle	Sailing	Club.	At	the	
end	 of	 the	 month	 we	 were	 docked	 at	
Fremantle	Sailing	Club;	the	couple	of	weeks	
in	 between	 we	 were	 on	 a	 mooring	 at	
Rockingham.	 There	 was	 no	 remote,	
romantic	 or	 nature-filled	 isolated	 coves	 for	
us	this	month.	

The	land	of	cats	and	coffee!			
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1st	 December	 2017.	 Question:	 What	 is	 more	
frustrating	 than	 a	 bunch	 of	 noisy	 kids	 in	 a	
museum?	Answer.	A	bunch	of	Clipper	Race	Officials	
drafting	briefing	and	media	release	statements	in	a	
library	that	has	a	notice	on	 the	door	 in	big	 letters	
stating	‘Quiet	Room.’		I	had	popped	in	to	check	out	
the	sailing	club	 library	(because	I	had	been	told	 it	
was	good)	–	but	didn’t,	 as	 I	would	have	had	to	be	
standing	 around	 the	 officials	 crafting	
documentation	so	that	they	could	deflect	questions	
in	the	upcoming	media	conference	about	the	death	
of	a	race	participant	on	the	previous	leg.		Instead	I	
searched	 the	 bookshelf	 that	was	 set	 aside	 for	 the	
book	 exchange,	 putting	 5	 books	 together	 that	 I	
might	consider	swapping	from	the	stock	we	had	on	
the	 boat.	 	 I	 had	 already	 walked	 to	 the	 local	
launderette	 in	 the	 morning	 (and	 had	 had	 coffee	
whilst	I	waited	with	a	crew	member	off	the	Clipper	
boat	 Dare	 to	 Lead	 from	 the	 previous	 leg…)	 and	
would	end	up	walking	to	Woolies	in	the	afternoon	
to	 pick	 up	 some	 nibbles	 for	 snacks	 and	 sun-
downers,	 as	 well	 as	 some	 throat	 lozenges,	 as	
Andrew	had	come	down	with	some	sort	of	energy-
sapping	 (and	 muscle	 aching)	 lurgie	 and	 was	
spending	the	day	in	bed.	I	probably	walked	around	
5	 kilometers	 during	 the	 day,	 got	 somewhat	 burnt	
around	the	neck	in	the	hot	sun	and	was	exhausted	
by	the	evening.		

1

3rd	December	2017.		The	gentle	rain	was	welcome.	
I	haven’t	enjoyed	the	earthy	smell	of	light	rain	for	
some	time;	gentle	pattering	rain	as	opposed	to	the	
harsh	 rain	 that	 comes	 with	 strong	 winds	 and	
storms.	 Andrew	had	 spent	 the	 first	 three	 days	 of	
December	 mostly	 in	 bed,	 and	 apart	 from	 my	
activity	of	 the	1st,	so	had	I,	having	also	picked	up	
the	 affliction	 that	 had	 got	 Andrew’s	 muscles	
aching.	 So	as	we	didn’t	 see	 the	arrival	of	 the	 first	
Clippers	(See	November	2017),	we	didn’t	see	them	
leave	on	2nd	December	either;	the	race	start	would	
have	been	a	perfect	opportunity	 to	pass	 the	 start	
line	 on	 the	 way	 across	 to	 Rottnest	 or	 down	 to	
Garden	Island.	Instead	I	was	trying	to	rid	myself	of	
the	 background	 thump	 of	 a	 headache	 that	 had	
invaded	 my	 brain.	 The	 first	 three	 days	 of	
December	were	also	hot,	not	good	for	me	anyway,	
definitely	not	good	for	us	with	depressed	immune	
systems.	

The	 Quiet	 Room	 that	 is	 (still)	 not	 so	 quiet!		
7th	 December	 2017.	 The	 bug	 had	 not	 let	 go	 and	
apart	 from	 a	 small	 respite	 on	 the	morning	 of	 the	
6th	where	we	gave	Arabella	a	hand	with	the	ropes	
onto	the	service	jetty	adjacent	 the	slipway	at	FSC,	
we	had	spent	the	rest	of	the	previous	week,	if	not	
in	bed,	 then	very	quietly	 in	 front	of	 the	television	
(where	Andrew	was	able	to	watch	the	last	days	of	
the	test…	[our	aerial	not	being	happy	with	planes	
or	helicopters	passing	overhead	made	this	slightly	
frustrating])	and	basically	quarantining	ourselves	
from	 the	 locals	 outside.	 Today	 had	 a	 perfectly	
good	 wind	 gap	 to	 leave,	 except	 that	 yesterday	
morning	 had	worn	me	 out	 and	whilst	my	 overall	
energy	 had	 returned,	 I	 had	 developed	 the	
symptoms	 that	 Andrew	 had	 been	 suffering	 the	
previous	few	days;	a	red-raw	sore	throat.	I	was	not	
well	 enough	 to	 leave	 today,	 so	 instead	 I	 slept	
through	most	 of	 it	 and	 was	 happy	 to	 feel	 by	 the	
evening’s	end	that	 I	might	 just	be	getting	through	
this	 persistent	 little	 virus.	 Andrew	 on	 the	 other	
hand	 said	 he	 felt	 better	 but	 was	 still	 coughing	
profusely.	Resolving	to	leave	on	the	morrow	I	gave	
the	plants	a	late	watering,	Andrew	put	some	more	
water	in	the	tanks	and	brought	in	the	hose,	I	tidied	
the	helm	station	as	much	as	I	could	and	after	a	last	
trip	to	the	showers	(a	few	minutes	walk	away)	we	
headed	off	to	the	library	to	swap	over	some	books	
for	 the	pile	 I	had	 left	a	week	before	but	had	been	
unable	to	get	back	to.		
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1

8th	December.	2017.	By	the	time	we	got	up	all	but	the	club	boats	
and	us	were	 left	on	 the	Collector	 Jetty.	We	knew	 there	was	an	
event	 coming	 on	 the	 weekend	 and	 we	 knew	 that	 officials	
wanted	Sengo	moved,	 if	not	 to	another	part	of	the	club	then	at	
least	back	toward	the	clubhouse	so	we	would	be	out	of	the	way	
of	the	Mediterranean	mooring	lines	that	are	set	up	on	the	ocean	
end	 of	 the	 jetty.	 Whist	 not	 feeling	 perfectly	 healthy	 we	 did	
however	 this	morning	 feel	well	 enough	 to	 leave,	 and	 the	wind	
was	 calm	 enough,	 to	 finally	 alight	 from	 the	 concrete	 structure	
and	head	out	into	the	blue	yonder.		

Prior	to	leaving	I	ventured	into	the	 library	to	finally	swap	over	
the	books,	after	checking	the	alarm	wouldn’t	go	off	again	(Note:	
as	at	January	notice	of	library	hours	is	now	on	the	door	and	the	
alarm	has	been	fixed).	

The	sail	was	the	first	we’d	had	for	over	a	month,	and	whilst	our	
speed	ranged	from	just	under	a	knot	to	six	knots	we	are	happy	
to	say	that	we	made	our	way	down	to	Rockingham	without	the	
use	of	the	iron	sail;	that	is,	we	didn’t	put	the	motor	on.		Sea	birds	

2

There	was	 at	 the	 time	 no	 notification	 on	 the	 Library	 door	 but	
clearly	there	was	some	unwritten	rule	about	access	times	-	and	
we	were	outside	it.	As	soon	as	I	pushed	the	door	open	I	sent	the	
screaming	 alarm	 off	 and	 ignited	 the	 blue	 flashing	 light	 on	 the	
main	 building.	 Andrew	was	 not	 amused	 so	 I	 let	 him	back	 into	
the	marina	pen	area	where	he	could	anonymously	head	back	to	
Sengo	and	I	went	back	to	sit	on	the	step	in	front	of	the	library	to	
‘await	 the	 constabulary’.	 None	 came.	 Even	 after	 the	 alarm	
stopped,	 none	 came.	 Someone	 even	 emerged	 from	 the	 main	
building	 some	 minutes	 after	 this	 (the	 AGM	 had	 finished	 up	
around	 thirty	 minutes	 before)	 but	 he	 didn’t	 look	 my	 way.	
Eventually	I	gave	up.	I	was	prepared	to	take	responsibility,	and	
was	almost	disappointed	 that	no	 security	or	police	had	 turned	
up,	 but	 sitting	 on	 the	 cold	 step	 exposed	 outside	 to	 the	 wind	
when	 one	 is	 recovering	 from	 a	 persistent	 cold/flu	 is	 just	 not	
smart.	My	 thoughts	were	 to	 notify	 the	 office	 in	 the	morning.	 I	
found	 out	 later	 that	 the	 harbor	 masters	 can	 see	 the	 camera’s	
remotely,	 had	 realised	 what	 had	 happened	 and	 turned	 the	
system	off…that	didn’t	help	me	with	a	cold	seat!		

2

were	 minimal	 on	 the	 way	 but	 we	
did	 hear	 penguins,	 and	 an	
unidentified	 lump	 in	 the	 sea	
turned	 out	 to	 be	 a	 basking	 seal.	
One	 small	 monohull	 provided	 a	
challenge.	 It	 had	 been	 passing	 us	
but	 was	 making	 a	 bee-line	 to	
Rockingham	 with	 its	 motors	 on.	
Perhaps	it	decided	that	as	we	were	
sailing	 it	 might	 sail	 as	 well.	 Its	
motors	 went	 off	 and	 we	 almost	
caught	it	and	then	tacked	behind	it,	
tacked	 again	 and	 almost	 caught	 it	
and	 then	 tacked	 again.	 In	 the	 end	
we	 were	 technically	 in	 front	 but		
it	 was	 heading	 for	 a	 different	
mooring	 location.	 We	 did	 this	 in	
light	winds	(it	was	a	much	smaller	
boat)	and	had	the	trip	been	longer	
and	 straighter,	 we	 would	 have	
been	much	 further	 ahead.	 Picking	
up	 a	 mooring	 was	 as	 straight-
forward	 as	 it	 should	 be,	 and	
something	we	haven’t	done	in	over	
a	 year.	 Completed	 without	 walky-
talkies	 and	 no	 yelling	 it	 was	 a	
pretty	successful	day.		
9th	 –	 15th	 December	 2017.	 Clearly	
we	 were	 not	 over	 the	 bug	 yet,	 as	
while	 the	 sail	 to	 Rockingham	was	
successful	and	relatively	calm	what	
little	effort	that	was	expended	was	
enough	 to	 send	 us	 both	 back	 to	
exhaustion	 and	 the	 next	 two	 days	
were	spent	in	recovery	mode.	This	
was	a	pattern.	On	the	Monday	after	
a	 short	 visit	 to	 town	 and	 a	 quick	
shop,	 and	 a	 short	 visit	 to	 another	
boat	for	coffee	in	the	afternoon	we	
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Tiger	has	finally	been	
allowed	outside	on	his	
own	although	his	
‘explores’	are	only	
brief	before	he	heads	
back	inside	for	a	feed	
or	a	seep.		

3

repeated	 the	 two-day	 recovery	
program.	 On	 Thursday	 we	
ventured	 out	 again,	 catching	 the	
bus	 to	 the	major	shopping	centre	
and	 after	 a	 couple	 of	 hours	
walking	 around,	 and	 filling	 our	
trolley	(and	gratefully	accepting	a	
lift	 back	 by	 Arabella)	 we	 were	
again	 exhausted,	 spending	
another	day	and	a	half	recovering	
our	energy.	Saturday	proved	to	be	
more	 social	 than	 we	 expected,	
first	chatting	to	a	power	boat	who	
has	 just	 bought	 a	 45	 lagoon	 and	
then	to	an	individual	who	I’d	met	
a	year	ago	in	Darwin	when	he	was	

And	then	the	rains	came….	This	photo	is	through	the	front	
window	–	it	was	far	too	wet	to	go	outside….	

4

part	of	Backbeat’s	delivery	crew.	Then	there	was	a	quick	trip	to	
town	 (I	 knew	 if	 we	 didn’t	 get	 off	 Sengo	 in	 the	 morning,	 we	
wouldn’t	get	off	for	a	few	days)	and	an	unexpected	gathering	of	
six	on	Sengo	for	coffee	in	the	afternoon.	Again	at	the	end	of	the	
day	we	felt	a	bit	worn	out.	But	we	must	be	getting	better	–	we	
were	nowhere	as	bad	as	we	had	been	before.	

The	jetty	at	
Rockingham	has	
fuel	and	water	
availability.	
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The	only	thing	to	do	in	these	
conditions	is….	snooze	

Strong	Winds	&	Gales.	
16th	–	18th	December	2017.	Whilst	
the	 ‘norm’	 for	 this	 part	 of	 the	
coast	 is	15-20	knots,	especially	 in	
the	 afternoon,	 a	 low	 pressure	
system	 expected	 to	 hit	 the	 coast	
over	 the	 Sunday/Monday	 period	
was	set	to	bring	winds	the	likes	of	
which	we	have	been	able	to	avoid	
for	a	very	 long	time,	decent	 rains	
(which	 I	 was	 hoping	 would	
actually	 wash	 the	 dirt	 off	 the	
decks)	 and	 temperatures	 that	
were	 expected	 to	 be	 ten	 degrees	
below	 the	 summer	 average.	
Whilst	 the	 mooring	 we	 were	 on	
was	 rated	 to	 cover	 most	 of	 the	
forecast,	 a	 check	 of	 the	 updated	
bom.gov.au	 website	 on	 Sunday	
evening	 suggested	 possible	 55	
knot	 squalls	 overnight	and	 in	 the	
morning.	We	would	be	on	anchor	
watch;	 not	 only	 for	 the	 ability	 of	
the	mooring	 to	hold	 (if	necessary	
we	 would	 drop	 the	 mooring	 and	
put	 down	 the	 anchor	 but	 we	
didn’t	really	want	to	do	this	in	the	
dark)	 but	 also	 for	 the	 myriad	 of	
boats	 to	 the	 south	of	 us	 –	 having	
been	 been	 told	 by	 locals	 that	 the	
local	moorings	 have	 a	 reputation	
of	 letting	 go	 and	 the	 odd	 boat	
does	wash	up	on	the	 lee	beach	 in	
similar	 weather	 We	 were	 very	
wary	of	potential	collisions.	

Evening	 rain.	 Whist	 the	 55	
knot	 squalls	 didn’t	 come	 we	
got	a	very	good	dousing.	
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Cape	Peron	
20th	 December	 2017.	 	 We	
finally	found	a	day	where	the	
weather	 was	 good	 enough,	
and	we	felt	strong	enough,	to	
get	to	shore	and	go	for	more	
than	 a	 quick	 shopping	 trip.	
We	 hadn’t	 done	 any	 decent	
exercise	 in	 weeks,	 which	
was	 not	 helping	 our	 cause.	
Peron	 Point	was	 just	 to	 our	
south	and	a	tinnie	ride	to	the	
beach	 just	 before	 the	
causeway	 (there	 is	 a	 boat	
ramp	on	the	other	side)	and	
walk	 got	 us	 into	 the	 Peron	
Point	 Regional	 Park.	 	 There	
were	 a	 few	 visitors	 around,	
including	 several	 walking	
their	 dogs	 but	 the	 most	
obvious	 individuals	 (from	
their	 ‘strenuations’)	was	 the	
local	 fire	 brigade	 who	 were	
clearly	 on	 a	 fitness	 training	
exercise.	 The	walk	 from	 the	
south	car	park	up	to	the	gun	
emplacement	 is	 up	 steep	
steps	 and	 these	 guys	 were	
running	 up	 this	 (and	
further)	 as	 well	 as	 doing	
pushup	 drills	 in	 between.	
Firies	 are	 typically	 fit	
individuals.	 I	was	 exhausted	
just	watching	them.	

1

Peron	Point	Regional	Park,	adjacent	
the	 Shoalwater	 Marine	 Park	 is	
currently	 part	 of	 the	 Rockingham	
Lakes	Regional	Park	(established	 in	
1977).	 The	 park	 is	 popular	 for	
swimming,	 snorkeling	 and	 there	 is	
some	 spearfishing	 allowed	 (rules	
apply).	 	 Transferred	 from	
Commonwealth	 to	 State	 ownership	
in	1964	 the	 land	was	designated	 in	
1968	 to	 recreation	 reserve	 and	 not	
to	 be	 used	 for	 private	 industrial,	
commercial	 or	 residential	
development.	 In	 2000	 much	 of	 the	
land	 at	 Cape	 Peron	 was	 classified	
Bush	 Forever	 by	 the	 WA	
Government	 and	 in	 2011	 the	
Commonwealth	 government	
confirmed	 its	 expectations	 that	 the	
land	 will	 be	 managed	 as	 such,	
however	there	have	been	proposals	
for	 urban	 development	 and	 a	
marina	 complex.	 The	 locals	 are	
concerned	 that	 the	 McGowan	
Government	 will	 ignore	 previous	
decisions	 and	 are	 fighting	 these	
proposals	 (note:	 Premier	McGowan	

2

(2017)	 lives	 a	 couple	 of	
kilometers	 away	 and	
apparently	 (according	 to	
the	 font	 of	 all	 knowledge	 -	
the	 internet)	 does	 not	
object	 to	 development	 on	
the	peninsula).	

Despite	 future	 potential	
ownership	 the	 place	
currently	 belongs	 to	
honeyeaters.	 There	 were	
many	 birds	 sitting	 on	 the	
shore	 but	 flying	 above	 us	
along	 the	 shore	 and	 in	
exposed	 areas	 were	 a	
whistling	 kite,	 an	 osprey,	
and	several	terns.	 	Twitting	
around	the	dune	vegetation	
inland	 on	 the	 walk	 back	
where	 an	 enormous	
number	 of	 honeyeaters,	
(none	 of	 which	 stayed	 still	
enough	 for	 proper	
identification),	 willy	
wagtails	 (where	 we	
watched	 one	 delightful	
acrobatic	 show	 during	 the	
capture	of	a	white	moth	for	
morning	 tea)	 and	 laughing	
doves,	 an	 African	 import	
that	 is	 newer	 than	 my	 old	
bird	book.	

Over	looking	Mangles	Bay	from	Peron	Point	Regional	Park.	Sengo	is	in	
the	background.	

Bird	watching	
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On	21st	December	we	made	our	way	back	at	FSC	(	a	mixture	of	sailing	
and	motoring)	to	sit	out	the	silly	season.	

1

During	Word	War	 II,	 particularly	 (according	 to	 the	 interps	 board)	 in	 1942,	
gun	emplacements	were	placed	around	Cape	Peron	(known	as	K	Battery)	as	
part	of	Australia’s	defense	and	to	protect	the	(secret	presence	of)	US,	British	
and	Dutch	submariners	stationed	at	Fremantle.	

From	a	distance	I	thought	these	were	large	seals…turns	out	they	are	just	the	biggest	
sand	bags	I	have	ever	seen!	

2

The	 most	 obvious	
emplacement	is	at	 the	top	
of	 the	 stairs	 up	 from	 the	
south	 car	 park.	 A	 track	
leads	 past	 one	 of	 the	 gun	
sites	 (where	 the	 interps	
board	 is)	 but	 the	 other	
obvious	 construction	 is	
clearly	falling	off	the	dune	
and	 hazard	 signs	 are	
placed	 at	 the	 start	 of	 the	
adjacent	track	

The	 Peron	 Point	 Restoration	
Project	 is	 looking	 for	 funding	 to	
help	 save	 the	 war-time	 history	
here.	See	pprp.com.au.	
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2

We	 spent	 the	27th	December	on	 ‘Perth’s	 famous	Wine	
Cruise’	 taken	 because	 it	 was	 the	 furthest	 up	 river	we	
could	get	on	a	boat	tour	with	interstate	visitors	and	not	
because	 it	 had	 anything	 to	 do	with	wine.	Having	 said	
that	a	bit	of	tasting	was	enjoyed	by	some	of	us	as	well.	
We	got	home	to	discover	that	a	cyclone	had	crossed	the	
coast	 at	 Broome	 and	 our	 thoughts	 were	 with	 those	
boaties	 we	 had	 met	 this	 past	
season	 who	 call	 that	 part	 of	
Australia	home.	

1

25th	December	2017.	The	morning	of	the	25th	December	was	quiet.	
Whereas	 usual	 activity	 around	 the	 Sailing	 Club	 can	 start	 at	 first	
light,	 and	 there	 are	 definitely	 people	 about	 by	 0630,	 nothing	
(barring	 the	departure	of	Walk	on	 the	Wild	Side	 very	 quietly	 at	
0545	 from	 the	 dock	 adjacent	 us)	 stirred	 until	 around	 0830.	 My	
morning	 consisted	 of	 two	 long	 birthday	 conversations	 and	
Andrew’s	consisted	of	quiet	reading	time.		

By	circumstance	we	had	ended	up	on	the	back	dog-leg	of	the	VIP	
berth	outside	the	club	building,	twenty	meters	or	so	by	grass	away	
from	 the	 ‘sundeck’	 area	 where	 the	 bbq’s	 are;	 ultimately	 our	
requirement	for	Christmas	lunch.	The	sundeck	was	actually	full	of	
people	 utilising	 the	 bbq’s	 this	 day,	 so	 it	 was	 probably	 fortunate	
that	we	didn’t	want	 to	use	the	tables	and	seating	as	well	 (as	any	
other	 dock	 option	 for	 our	 boat	would	 have	 involved	 a	 5	minute	
walk	and	walking	the	meat	back	for	that	time	would	have	meant	a	
cold	meal).			

The	26th	December	was	similarly	a	quiet	day,	sunny	and	calm,	but	on	the	27th	December	the	wind	came	
back.	Our	instruments	were	reading	34	knots	at	approximately	the	same	time	Rottnest	Island	readings	
on	bom.gov.au	were	reading	37	knots.	 	Our	upgrade	to	our	Raymarine	system	may	not	have	officially	
recalibrated	the	instruments…but	I	don’t	think	they	are	reading	low	anymore.	

Upper	reaches	Swan	River	

Sandalford	Winery	Upper	reaches	Swan	River	

Upper	reaches	Swan	River	 Sandalford	Winery	Sandalford	Winery	
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420	Class	

Fremantle	 Sailing	 Club	
was	 host	 to	 the	 National	
and	 World	 420	
Championships	 from	 the	
26th	December	to	the	3rd	
January.	It	was	because	of	
the	 influx	 of	 competitive	
boats	and	their	associated	
support	 inflatables	 that	
we	 ended	 up	 outside	 the	
Club	 Building	 rather	 than	
on	 the	 Collector	 Jetty.		
Competitors	 were	 out	 on	
the	 water	 usually	 by	 mid	
morning	 (in	 several	
divisions)	 excepting	 the	
day	the	race	got	cancelled	
due	 to	 the	 strong	 winds	
(this	 is	 Fremantle;	 most	
days	 have	 strong	 winds).	
At	 the	 end	 of	 the	 day’s	
racing	 the	debrief	 session	
was	 held	 on	 the	 sundeck	
area	 adjacent	 the	 club	
house	 so	 we	 could	 have	
followed	 the	 results	 had	
we	wanted	 to.	 For	 official	
details	 visit	
www.aus420class.org.au	

The	last	couple	of	days	of	December	were	occupied	by	touristy	things	
with	interstate	visitors;	the	most	interesting	of	which	was	the	Number	
One	Pump	Station	of	 the	Goldfields	Water	Supply	Scheme.	This	pump	
station	 was	 the	 first	 of	 eight	 such	 units	 from	 Mandurang	 to	 the	
Coolgardie	 goldfields	 completed	 in	 1903.	 The	 designer	 was	 C	 Y	
O’Connor,	an	Irishman	who	had	come	to	Australia	 from	New	Zealand.	
Considered	 a	 grand	 scheme	 it	 had	 the	 support	 of	 the	 incumbent	
premier	of	the	state	when	it	was	designed	but	when	a	new	leader	was	
elected	political	turmoil	ensued.	To	cut	a	long	story	short,	the	assumed	
explanation	 is	 that	 due	 to	 inordinate	 political	 pressure	 C	 Y	O’Connor	
took	 his	 own	 life	 with	 a	 revolver	 whilst	 riding	 his	 horse	 in	 South	
Fremantle,	before	the	first	water	ever	flowed	through	the	system.	The	
Beach	named	in	his	honour	has	a	memorial	statue	to	 the	man	and	his	
horse.	

There	 are	 now	 23	 pump	 stations	 along	 this	 line	 of	 pipes	 and	 they	
extend	 to	Kalgoolie/Boulder;	 the	 older	 ones	were	 upgraded	 over	 the	
years	 to	 diesel	 and	 were	 eventually	 phased	 out	 with	 new	 electric	
facilities.	The	height	of	the	original	dam	at	Mandurang	was	30	meters.	
Some	time	after	its	construction	the	height	was	increased	to	40	meters	
to	 stop	 the	 overflow	 of	 the	 contained	 water	 during	 peak	 season.	
Unfortunately	the	climate	has	changed;	there	has	not	been	a	‘good	rain’	
for	 at	 least	 twenty	 years	 and	 the	 dam	will	 apparently	 never	 hold	 as	
much	 again.	 There	are	 currently	works	 underway	 to	 reduce	 the	dam	
height	back	 to	30m.	This	 in	 turn	will	 reduce	 the	 size	of	 the	 reservoir	
should	 it	 fill	 and	 this	 in	 turn,	 with	 a	 smaller	 surface	 will	 reduce	
evaporative	water	resource	loss	to	the	atmosphere.	The	Pump	Station	
building	is	managed	by	the	National	Trust	and	short	tours	of	the	pump	
station/museum	are	held	on	weekends.	See	www.nationaltrust.org.au	

Goldfields	Water	Supply	Scheme	


