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With the silly season over it was 
time to start thinking about 
continuing our journey and leave 
Fremantle - we had been in the area 
three months, after all! Of course, 
whilst the weather was not 
conducive to sailing, we did take 
the time to do a tad more exploring, 
pulling out our rusty cycles for the 
first time since we got back on 

One wonders what the world has 
come to when one is comparing 
daily photographs of a cat’s 
derriere. After the indignity of 
suffering my application of 
antibiotics almost continuously for 
two weeks, Tiger was suffering 
through the daily click from the 
small blue box (camera) every 
morning from behind. Essentially, a 
small lump on Tiger’s behind had 
me concerned and the advice from 
the vet was that it should be 
biopsied. In order to do that we had 
to get Tiger back to the vet. The 
easiest way to do that was get back 
to FSC.  

2

board Sengo last June. When we finally left the dock we headed back 
down to Rockingham to regroup our thoughts on whether we were 
fully stocked up for the trip south. Whilst in Rockingham we caught 
up with a few of the boats we’d met over the past few months, waited 
out the next bout of weather (including the remnants of Cyclone 
Joyce), and watched the fireworks on Australia Day.  

But we were not destined to leave 
this area just yet. A tummy bug that 
Tiger had ‘obtained’ whilst in 
Fremantle came back and I bussed it 
back to the Vet in South Fremantle 
to get some more antibiotics. In the 
end we headed back to Freo to 
prepare him for a couple of 
procedures under general anesthetic. 
At the very end of this month we looked to the stars; not for 
predictions of when we might finally leave, but to lay witness to a 
rare astronomical occurrence. 

Socially we caught up with Louna, Tega, Relentless One, Elizabeth, 
Escapee, Zest, Arabella, Quokka2 and Larrikin (whose impromptu 
visit on the 25th confirmed we’d seen each other from afar 18 months 
previously on the Australian East Coast near Townsville - he even 
remembered Cilla walking around on Sengo’s decks!).  We spoke to 
potential sailors we’d met in Darwin, potential sailors from America 
(who’d come down to the club to see if they could get a sail across to 
Rottnest Island and ended up spending the afternoon with us instead) 
and several potential aspirant catamaran live-a-boards from the 
Fremantle area. And Finally, of course, we caught up with the FSC 
Tuesday night bbq crowd. 

January 2018 
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New Norcia was established in 1847 by 

Spanish Benedictine Monks. The site has 

been a mission, a monastery and the site for 

educational facilities for Aboriginal and 

European students. The monastery on site is 

still active and the historic buildings can be 

used by groups for school religious or open 

age Benedictine spiritual retreats.  

New Year-New Norica: Monastery Town 
1st January 2018.  Question: What’s more annoying 
than a bunch of students swirling around a museum? 
Answer: A museum attendant with the television on 
(Disney cartoons) when he should have known 
better. Our original plan for the day was cancelled, 
and the decision to change the destination and go to 
New Norcia was taken too late in the morning to get 
any of the guided tours but we did arrive in time for 
lunch at the hotel (thankfully as it was New Years 
Day and we weren’t sure if it would be open. I do 
note however that my meal was supposed to come 
with sweet potato chips and was presented with your 
standard yellow ones). The hotel was once the 
accommodation for visiting parents of students at 
this isolated Missionary/Monastery town. Because of 
the lateness of our arrival our only real building 
access was to the museum and I do admit that I 
skipped over a lot of the interps – The noisy cartoons 
did nothing for my concentration levels and apart 
from the specific history of the establishment of this 
place, we had seen a fair bit similar to the aboriginal 
cultural artifacts when in Kalumbaru (see Aboard 
Sengo July 2017). In fact, the mission at 
Pago/Kalumbaru was started from here. The real 
treasures of this ‘museum’ are in the art gallery 
upstairs. It is full of old religious paintings, some 
being hundreds of years old, and some are painted 
by renowned names; there is a Raphael that has been 
confirmed as the basis to a famous tapestry of the 
same design. These pieces of art would be akin to 
any in prominent galleries across the globe.  

Unfortunately when we left the museum the sun was 
doing its darndest to discourage any exploration by 
foot – it was mighty hot. So the rest of the short 
afternoon was spent driving around the site where 
we could. This is not the best way to get a feel for 
this historic settlement but our time was limited (and 
clearly our timing was not great). Back in the air 
conditioning of the car we headed the one hundred 
and fifty or so clicks back to Perth. 

New Norcia Hotel 

New Norcia Hotel 
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each day) is a shared pathway for pedestrians and 
cyclists. Not that you’d get the sense of a sharing 
spirit most of the time. Cyclist’s zip past from behind 
without any notification (heaven help you if you step 
in their way at the wrong time) and pedestrians are 
completely blaze to other users. As my bell had 
disintegrated I reverted to yelling ‘ding’ loudly as I 
came up to people from behind. Youngsters in 
headphones were oblivious to my presence, and one 
old duck didn’t move over despite her being on my 
side of the pathway (she was walking toward me. I 
had to ride off the track to pass her!). When I reverted 
to yelling ‘I am coming up behind and passing on the 
right’ still no one moved. Although frustrated I 
stopped short of screaming ‘get out of the f**king 
way’. I wasn’t sure it would make any difference 
anyway! 
C Y O’Connor beach was 
popular. Andrew stayed in 
the park area before the 
car park here whilst I 
went for a walk on the 
beach. My aim was to see 
the statue dedication in 
the water and I was also 
curious to have a closer 
look at the adjacent 
wreck. The beach is a dog 
walking beach (after 0800 
– before then it is a horse 
walking beach – 

Spokes 
3rd January 2018. The bikes 
came out today. I admit 
we’ve been a bit slack – 
we’ve seen people here for 
two hours and pull their 
bikes out – all up it has taken 
us eight weeks (on dock – 
we’ve been in the area 
longer). The wheels have 
come out of the last six 
months in reasonable nick – 
mind you I think that has a 
lot to do with my insistence 
of getting around to greasing 
them whist we were waiting 
for a rising tide at Bigge 
Island in the Kimberley. The 
frames did not fare so well, 
and the act of not greasing 
them shows; rust is prevalent on exposed metal, brake 
levers and cables are not working and the ‘dinger’ of 
the bell on my bike rusted through, disintegrating 
when I touched it. The clean-up exercise took us a 
few hours, a test run around the car park revealed 
more issues, including the deformity of my front 
wheel due to one too many broken spokes interfering 
with efficient braking. My gears weren’t working 
sufficiently either and the brake cable was engaging 

but not releasing. By the time 
we’d gone for the test ride 
however we’d had enough 
for one day - we locked them 
on the bike rack and relaxed 
for the rest of the afternoon. 

Man & Horse sculpture; represents C Y O’Connor’s 
memory on the beach named after him. 

1

4th January 2018.  Having put the jigsaw of our bikes 
back together yesterday we thought the least we 
could do was use them. After Andrew adjusted the 
front brake lever on my bike (the rubber was still 
rubbing the rim but not as much) we headed south. 
Our destination was C Y O’Connor Beach; named 
after C Y O’Connor the architect of the Goldfields 
Water Supply Scheme (see Aboard Sengo December 
2017) who tragically took his own life in this vicinity 
whilst riding his horse in 1903.  
Beside the ‘old’ railway line  (I mention old because 
it no longer takes passengers but freight trains head 
into (or out of) town on the ‘singe track’ four times 
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Survived our first ride for almost a year! 

3

O’Connor Beach apparently being the site of the first 
horse race in WA) and I was quite disgusted at the 
attitude of the owners. Dogs are apparently supposed 
to be on a leash at all times – but the owners seem to 
conveniently forget this little rule. At one point I was 
balancing myself adjusting the lens on the camera to 
get a shot when a dog jumped at my legs from behind 
and dislodged me. I was lucky I had a good hold on 
the camera. I was also lucky it was a small dog – a 
bigger one would have had me face planting into the 
surf. There was no apology from the owner – just a 
smirk. Recovering from this episode I was squatting 
near my pack, changing my lens as quickly as 
possible when I found myself encircled by leashes – 
one dog having wrapped around me from one side, 
his mate wrapped around me from the other. Again I 
was not amused. Tiger would be disgusted when I 
got back covered in dog smell, and the owner; 
friendly but couldn’t give a rats. 

Back at the park (nice spot – wash down area, toilets, 
bbqs and picnic tables) we made a decision. The 
choice was to go on to Port Coogee – which would 
have only been a few minutes ride further along – 
where we knew there was a Dome café  - or head 
back. Having not been on the bikes since our road 
trip before June 2017 we decided that this should 
constitute the turn around spot (we knew there were a 
choice of cafes on the way back anyway) and we 
headed back up the path. 

Up to at least the 1980’s, 
the coast along this 
section of beach was 
occupied by tanneries 
and apparently the smell 
was horrendous. There 
were no obvious private houses around here then, the 
houses that have been built since are now worth a 
fortune. To service the tanneries was Rob’s Jetty, 
currently a ruin but as a memorial to the history of 
the area a mock cattle run heads from the dunes to 
the road behind where the jetty stood. Emerging from 
this cattle run was a couple pondering memory lane. 
They hadn’t been to the area in thirty years, didn’t 
know the track/memorial was there and in discussion 
it turns out they are related to a sailor we’d met in 
October in Fremantle. I’ve noted it before – the 
sailing community is a small one – you never know 
who you are going to meet, and who indeed they are 
related to. 

4

Reminiscing aside we returned to South Terrace 
(passing the South Beach Cycles and booking our 
bikes in for a service the following Monday) and 
picked up the empty table outside Patisserie La 
Vespa on South Terrace. The bikes were not as such 
on the bike racks provided but just parked on the 
nature strip beside the seating area and we left our 
packs for a short while on the seat. I wasn’t going to 
be long – just long enough to tell Andrew what I 
wanted and our packs were acting as a marker for the 
table (it was the only one left). Little did I realise the 
surprise I had engendered in the neighbouring table, 
who made comment to themselves as I disappeared 
through the door that they would keep an eye on our 
bags. The group was quite large, and local, and we 
had a chat when we both returned to the table. This is 
South Fremantle – a quite affluent and well-to-do 
area. Apparently though the crime rate is concerning 
and even the locals wouldn’t leave anything 
unattended. They were even concerned we had 
walked away from our bikes – ‘what those’, I stated 
in surprise – surely our rusty, scratched and heavy 
cycles would be of no interest to anyone. ‘You’d be 
surprised’ was the reply – ‘anything so people don’t 
have to walk’. We are clearly more trusting than 
others. In a suburb with a free bus I think this is a bit 
of a sad indictment on those desperate souls.  This is 
the café where I spent some time with a crew 
member from the Clipper Dare to Lead. The coffee is 
quite good. 

We eventually got back to boat, had a quick shower, 
showed a prospective charterer inside Sengo and as 
payment for our time he took us up the road to 
recharge our gas bottles. We found out later that 
apparently we could have done this at the on-site 
chandlery. 

Mock cattle run 
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Exploring South Mole. The corresponding 
‘port’ lighthouse is on the North Mole entrance 

to the Fremantle Harbour. 

Relics of an earlier age; South Mole debris 

South Mole: our hire car on the left and the Maritime 
Museum on the right. 

5th January 2018. We had been invited to dinner a 
little out of town and whilst we had a lift to dinner we 
needed to find our own way home. Hiring from the 
Backpackers Car Hire/Fremantle World of Cars like 
we did last time was much cheaper than getting a taxi 
so the first thing we did was tootle off for a morning 
walk to pick up the car. During the rest of the day we 
also had to arrange drop off samples to the vet and to 
pick up the computer, which was now hopefully 
running a tad more efficiently after a service. In the 
late afternoon we headed off for dinner where we 
were entertained with sailing stories and were 
introduced to the fine art of opening a champagne 
bottle with a sabre. Id’ never heard of a champagne 
sabre and the act involves a purpose built knife 
(sabre) literally swiping off the top of the champagne 
bottle (not just the cork) ready for pouring. New 
experiences are not just relegated to the water! 

6th January 2018. The previous few days had been 
horrendously windy and whilst we had several 
fenders out, two of them just couldn’t hold the strain. 
The morning’s exercise therefore was to find two 
replacements. Aiming to get fenders that were 
unlikely to mark we found one pure white one in 
Whitworths (the ‘Bunnings’ of chandleries) but they 
didn’t have a matching unit. Eventually, (after coffee 
at ‘Coast’ behind the dunes at North Fremantle), we 
ended up purchasing two extra fenders from the local 
chandlery – slightly more expensive but collapsible 
(useful for storage), and whist we didn’t quite have 
the right pump attachment, what we had was good 
enough. The weather still wasn’t looking hopeful and 
we booked in to stay at FSC for a further six days. 
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7th January 2018 was a busy day. We had Relentless 
One over for an early morning tea at 0900, then more 
guests at 1130 and then as a planned early afternoon 
rendezvous had been cancelled, we went for a drive 
before our dinner date with Zest. 
Our afternoon destination was Two Rocks north of 
Perth and previously known as ‘Yanchep/Sun City – 
Home of the Twelves’ – or so touted in the 1970’s 
when Alan Bond, a sign writer/ painter cum real estate 
mogul was making a bid for the 1977 America’s Cup.  
At its height the then small fishing village, but now 
touted as the ‘northern most suburb of Perth,’ had 
‘Atlantis Marine Park’  (theme park built in 1981) 
complete with a giant statue of Neptune atop the most 
prominent beachside hill welcoming you. The statue 
is still there but it is fenced off for renovations 
(although apparently open for a couple of hours over 
the weekend). The fence also encompasses the site of 
a proposed new housing estate and commercial centre, 
the water park long been filled in (it closed in 1990) 
and its inhabitants moved (apparently only some of 
the dolphins at the park were successfully 
reintroduced to the wild; others, although originally 
taken from the wild, died in the process of 
reintroduction). 

The marina/harbour has boat pens on one side and old 
jetties on the other. In between is the office and yard; 

2

the size of the lift unknown as it was side on to us 
and it’s writing smudged over. Overlooking this is 
the commercial centre of town - an IGA, Tavern and 
a couple of cafes. 

I was hoping for some interps on the America’s Cup 
campaigns from 1977 to 1983 (Australia won the 
America’s Cup in 1983) but none where obvious. 
There was one plaque on the hill near some seating 
below the supermarket but that was a schematic of 
the shipwrecks along the WA coast. Admittedly 
information might have been elsewhere; it was an 
extremely windy day that was not conducive to 

walking around. The Sun City Yacht Club still 
exists  (see http://suncityyachtclub.com.au) but it is 
clearly a small affair.  

The houses immediately around this area have age 
on them, probably in the vicinity of thirty plus 
years, when ‘Bondy’ would have been first selling 
the land. New estates are popping up along the coast 
however and the dunes will all be gone soon.  The 
coast is being filled in. Land prices are from 
$140,000 with some agents claiming to have huge 
blocks up to 600sqm (Huge? Really!). If the 
building is anything like further south, every 
available bit of that block will be under roof. My 
heart goes out to the dune communities of animals, 
birds and plants that once thrived on this ‘desolate’ 
coast. We made our dinner date a few minutes late, 
and more empty-handed than we had wished. Whilst 
we had brought a bottle of wine we discovered that 
supermarkets in the northern suburbs seem to shut 
early on Sundays so there were no chocolates for 
after dinner coffee. 

View from ‘town centre’ 

Two Rocks & The America’s Cup 
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Kings Park 
Kings Park, near the centre of Perth, is 406 ha of 
public space (the majority of which was set aside just 
after the establishment of the Swan River Colony) and 
encompasses remnant bush land, open space and the 
Western Australian Botanic Gardens featuring 3000 
species of the local flora. Of course there is a gift 
shop and a café and restaurant as well! 

When we arrived there were are two (free) guided 
tours on offer for the day; the first on the cultural 
aspects of the park, the second on the botanic gardens 
themselves. We were in time for the first tour and the 
short (in distance) one and a half hour tour covers the 
history of the park, the memorials within its grounds 
and some of the history of the city of Perth and 
Western Australia. Run by volunteers this was 
thoroughly enjoyable however Anzac Day is on the 
25th April (the guide said the 26th) and the origin of 
the Turkish presidents Gallipoli quote about the dead 
Aussies now lying in a friendly country is now being 
disputed so perhaps that shouldn’t be mentioned in 
the discussion of the appropriate war memorial.  
Lunch was home 
made muffins 
and water we’d 
brought with us 
whilst we headed 
to the hills for 
the Zig Zag, a one way drive down the escarpment 
with distant 
views of Perth 
and the valley in 
between. The Zig 
Zag is touted as 
being good for 
views and bird 
watching but in 
the middle of a 
hot day the birds were nowhere to be seen. The view 
across to Perth however was pretty good. 

8th January 2018. Our first task of the morning was to 
put the bikes in for a service. We could have left them 
in on Friday but we didn’t know if we wanted to use 
them over the weekend. The service chap didn’t have 
time to service them before Monday anyway. We 
extended the car for a couple of days and looked at 
our options for exploring within the allowed restricted 
kilometres. 

9th January 2018. Turned out to be a social day –  we 
picked the bikes up from repair shop, caught up with 
Elizabeth, went to lunch with Arabella, took a 
shopping trip for supplies and then went to the Tuesday 
night bbq. 

10th Janaury 2018. Returned the car and relaxed. 

View from Zig Zag 

View from Zig Zag 
View to Perth City 

Park land 

The Admin Building 
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11th January 2018. It was a warm and sunny day. 
The bikes were serviced. There was really no 
excuse! I had suggested to Andrew that a ride toward 
Fremantle along the bike track might be our next 
excursion, with the enticement of a coffee at the E 
Shed Markets down at Victoria Dock. It was a good 
theory except that it wasn’t a Friday, Saturday or 
Sunday and the E Shed Market was not open, so an 
alternative ‘treat’ had to be found. We cycled past 
the Fishermans Harbour and surrounding cafes and 
ended up heading up the Swan River where the first 
café on the river side happened to be a Dome. Coffee 
‘and something nice’ satisfied we continued further 
up river, stopped to admire the view and some swans 
(you’d be pretty disappointed if you didn’t see swans 
on the Swan River) before continuing to the hill just 
above the East Perth Yacht Cub. Here we decided to 
turn around, reasoning that if we went down the hill 
to river level again we would need to come back up 
the hill and we were getting close to our bike fit 
limit. We popped in to say our farewells to 
Undercover on the way back before heading up 
South Terrace to enjoy lunch at Otoong and lincoln.  

Dome is an Australian Success Story! 
We hadn’t come across this coffee shop 
before and we now know why - the only 
Dome on the East Coast is in Sandy Bay, 
Hobart, Tasmania. (And yes, I know, 
there are those that would argue Tassie 
isn’t part of the East Coast). There are 65 
Dome’s around the country, 63 of which 
are in Western Australia (the other one is 
at the Darwin Airport), with a total of 
130 (in six countries) around the World. 
Whilst some of the Dome’s we’ve been 
in are modern buildings, Dome has an 
arrangement with the WA Heritage 
Council to occupy and restore heritage 
listed buildings, so you could end up 
having a cuppa in an old hospital, 
school, post office or police station. The 
first Dome café opened in Cottesloe in 
1991. See www.domecoffees.com for 
further information 

Along the Swan River  
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Carnac Island is a small island of 19 hectares 
located 10 kilometers from Fremantle. It is a 
resting spot in between breeding sessions for male 
Australian sea-lions, apparently the rarest sea lion 
in the world, and a known breeding location for 
several sea birds. It also is only one of two islands 
on the West Australian Coast with a population of 
tiger snakes (thought to have been dumped in 
1903). The island comes under the management of 
the Department of Parks and Wildlife and managed 
according to the Carnac Island Nature Reserve 
Management Plan written in 2003. Further 
information can be found at www.dpaw.wa.gov.au. 

1

13th January 2018. Goodbye Fremantle. Back to 
Normal! Extricating ourselves off the jetty at around 
0830 (because the wind seemed to be minimal) we 
made our way to the fuel jetty where we had a gentle 
arrival next to the internal fuel pump before finally 
leaving the harbour. The conditions, of course, were 
ideal for getting off the jetty  - they were not ideal for 
sailing and we motored in next to no wind across to 
Carnac Island. There were approximately 15 boats 
already anchored when we arrived (including two 
large tourist boats choc full of people) and there were 
approximately 40 boats when we left (the first two 
large tourist boats had gone but they were replaced by 
three others). The place is clearly popular. 

After a quick cuppa, we launched the tinnie and went 
for a short explore, initially heading out to where we 
thought an animal was struggling with the 
surrounding crab pots. The area was dotted with pots 
and there was the periodic splash of varying 
intensities in close proximity to several of them. We 
wondered why no one else seemed concerned…..and 
we needn’t have been either. Despite being kitted up 
with the portable handheld VHF radio, a knife, and 
sailing gloves to protect our hands if we had to hold 
onto tight rope, we discovered the only thing that 
needed saving was the reef…so much for being 
wildlife warriors! 

The water is magnificently clear here and visitors are 
encouraged to snorkel. We weren’t geared up for 
snorkeling. Neither were we geared up for swimming, 
which technically we needed to do if we wanted to 
access shore. Public access is allowed on part of the 
beach, there is a fenced off area on the foreshore 
(which is for bird nesting), and there are requests on 
the yellow (do not anchor inshore of here) markers 
that you do not come within 10 meters of the wildlife 
(namely on this beach – Australian sea lions) or leave 
obstacles on the beach  (meaning tinnies/dingies). 
Tourist boats barge their patrons to shore and then 
remove the transport. We weren’t set up, or prepared 
to jump overboard and get wet. The one sea lion on 
the beach was sitting in a classic stance, which of 
course I missed whilst getting the camera out so the 
photo is of a large, non descript, lump on the sand. 
We noticed later he’d moved further along the beach 
and we were disappointed to see that tourists were not 
giving him the room requested. However, this was a 
large beast and I suspect if he was annoyed enough, 
he would have let them know. 

Carnac Island 
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After a quick lunch we prepared 
ourselves for the sail down to 
Rockingham. The wind had picked 
up and the true wind speed was now 
reading around 14 knots. Within a 
very short time of putting the sails 
up the wind was reading 18 knots 
and this crept slowly up to just 
under 23 knots. We don’t know 
what the apparent wind speed was, 
our sum log wasn’t working in order 
to make the calculation. What we 
did know was that, as conservative 
sailors, and sailing 40 odd degrees 
close to the wind, we were pushing 
our comfort zone with a full rig. 
Instead of reefing the main however 
we dropped the lot and motored 
toward the moorings in Mangles 
Bay. All moorings bar one were 
occupied (and that one was 
considered of dubious depth by 
someone we’d met last time we 
were here) but at least one boat 
wasn’t staying over night. Just as we 
turned to choose a suitable 
anchoring spot to wait, the open 
fishing tinnie (with five occupants) 
dropped the mooring to let us on. 
Bless their cotton socks. The pick up 
of the mooring was again by the 
book, although the gusting wind 
gave me a challenge to haul the 
mooring closer to the boat.  

Jigging about in the remnants of Cyclone Joyce.  
16-th 18th January 2017. The second cyclone of the season to hit the 
WA coast made its way south and past Perth on Monday 16th January 
2018. Fortunately Cyclone Joyce had reduced herself to a tropical low 
by this stage  - but she still had a bit of grunt. Of course the worst time 
to find a leak on a boat is when you are in an almighty downpour. The 
irony is that it is probably only when you are in an almighty downpour 
that you are going to get the leak in the first place. It was wet. And 
windy. Did I mention it was wet? We had been expecting some sort of 
back lash from the entrails of Cyclone Joyce and that was one of the 
reasons we were still on a mooring at Rockingham. Like the last time 
we were on a mooring here the rain was sheeting down and enough to 
keep us hunkered inside the main cabin. The outside cushions were 
piled up as far away from the outside mesh as possible, everything that 
was likely to get affected by moisture in the air was inside and we 
were (and I suspect Tiger also was) getting cabin fever. 

During the course of the downpour we had discovered a couple of 
slight ‘seepages’; in the porthole of our main bathroom and the 
porthole in the head in cabin 2, the aft port cabin. What we didn’t 
realise however was there was a leak in the aft porthole above the bed 
in cabin 2 (there was a leak here a few years ago and we thought we’d 
fixed it) or how much water had migrated to the bilge from our 
bathroom and the port cabin bed porthole. On Tuesday whilst I 
endured a three-hour bus trip from Rockingham to Fremantle and back 
in order to get some more antibiotics for Tiger, Andrew spent his time 
head down, tail up mopping out the bilge. 

Both leaks present issues – the back bedroom – cabin 2 – is occupied 
by the kayak which needs to be moved in order to air the wet bed, and 
the leak in our bathroom is not through the port light itself but above 
through the outside of the window and we are not quite sure where in 
the outside sealant the water is getting in. One requires a calm day so 
we can decant the kayak and the mattress in order to air the room out. 
The other requires, I suspect, some further fiddly investigation. 

There were many advantages of being moored on the dog-leg of the VIP dock at the FSC. They can be 
summed up with three words:  location/location/location. However, there was one big disadvantage: it would 
just not do to clean your boat whilst it is there. This of course means that over the three weeks we were 
sitting front and centre outside the club rooms, Sengo was getting dirtier and dirtier. This was a tad 
embarrassing as we had quite a few people, for various reasons, have a look at her. Fortunately, most of the 
inspections were inside, I just hope there were not too many eyes on her decks. It wasn’t until we got out of 
the spotlight and down to Rockingham where we could really see the difference between the inside of the 
front cockpit fibreglass and the top of the front lockers and we realised we no longer had a white boat: she 
was a lovely shade of cream! And disappointingly, although Garden Island officially got 107.6m on Monday, 
very little of the cream had faded (cleared) to its natural white. 

So, despite the strong(ish) (normal Fremantle) wind I spent this morning starting to polish her up, and whilst 
I discovered during my efforts that I didn’t grab a strong enough polish (I didn’t manage to get some marks 
out), the process was at least a start; there has been very little cleaning and maintenance on this boat for the 
past two months and it was time we caught up! 
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20th January 2018.  There is 
something quite frustrating 
about finding out that your 
camera has no charge in it 
when the ‘perfect’ shot of 
three race boats are headed 
your way, one currently on 
par toward your hull. There 
is something even more 
frustrating finding it is not 
actually a flat battery that is 
the cause of the consternation 
but the fact you have 
forgotten to replace the 
battery that has been put on 
charge; the second battery of 
course safely in its pouch in 
the camera case – the camera 
battery compartment empty. 
That photo opportunity 
missed I quickly put the now 
charged battery back in the 
camera and stood on the back 
balcony watching the local 
yacht race. We think there 
might have been three 
divisions racing out of the 
yacht club today – the yachts 
seemed to be going in three 
different directions, or 
perhaps that was just the 
result of the success, or 
otherwise, they were having 
deploying their spinnakers! 

The morning had started with 
guests (thanks for the cake 
and pawpaw!) and the 
intention had been to go 
ashore after lunch for a bit of 
fun. I haven’t tried a 
paddleboard and they have them for hire at a nearby shop. 
However, we didn’t quite get that far (our morning guests had 
arrived on paddleboards). After doing a bit more polishing and 
finishing Rob Mundle’s Great South Land the afternoon had 
all but disappeared. A download of the day’s photos ensued in 
the late afternoon and not many of them are serviceable – 
clearly I have a lot to learn about my new camera! 

19th January 2017. We were waiting 
patiently for dessert as the sun crept its 
way toward the horizon and the pink of 
the evening enveloped the rest of the 
sky.…. We had headed over to the 
Cruising Yacht Club of Western 
Australia around 1730 for a drink 
‘overlooking the Indian Ocean’ – or so 
the website says. Technically speaking if 
you peer into the distance under the gaps 
in the causeway or toward Fremantle 
you would be looking over the Indian 
Ocean. Realistically speaking you are 
overlooking Cockburn Sound 
(pronounced Coburn Sound) toward 
Garden Island but that doesn’t sound 
nearly as note worthy. A local bought us 
a drink but then tootled off with some 
friends so there was no opportunity to 
return the favour. Dinner was reasonable 
– Andrew enjoyed his steak so that says 
something, although the meals were not 
that cheap. It was during the more 
reasonably priced (but simple) dessert 
that I spied the sun just below the 
bottom limb of the distant pine, sliding 
west toward the hills. Whilst we had put 
Sengo’s anchor light on ‘just in case’ we 
didn’t actually have any navigation 
lights or a torch with us so we really 
needed to be back on board before dark. 
We made it in twilight – with minimal 
drenching and the refection that we’d 
had a really nice evening. 
There had been entertainment  - a couple 
singing popular songs, and we were 
surprised we had to lead in the clapping 
after each song. Whist his performance 
was ok, her voice was better and had 
we’d been a bit more organised we 
would have stayed longer. I was sorry to 
leave. I just hope others took the 
initiative to keep the appreciation up. 

Still Rocking at Rockingham 
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26th January 2018. There is only so much you can do to take 
photographs, being an amateur, bobbing around on a mooring in 20 
plus knot winds and trying to get fireworks in focus. Still trying to 
work out how to use my camera I used several different settings, 
automatic and otherwise, to see if I could get any reasonable shots. The 
results were not so good but….I have included the best of them. 

The 26th January is really Invasion Day and I feel some compassion 
towards the indigenous groups of this country. Of course, there is 
nothing wrong with the concept of Australia Day as a day unifying all 
our citizens as one, but perhaps the date the First Fleet landed in Port 
Jackson to ‘set up shop’ is not the right one, as prior to this and being 
called Terra Nullius by the colonising British, this land was home to 
250 or so aboriginal tribes who had been here for 60-odd thousand 
years. None-the-less, political issues aside, the day is a big thing down 
in Rockingham, attracting many people, who line the streets with their 
cars, and beaches with their sun-shades. The beachside park in town is 
cordoned off and apparently there are kids activities and market stalls 
in the late afternoon leading up to the fireworks at 2030 but the wind in 
the afternoon was too strong for us to get off boat. We had however 
made the most of the morning; breakfast was with Quokka2, and we 
enjoyed a late morning tea with Zest (after leaping over the No 
Admittance - Explosives signs to get to our tinnie stranded on the jetty). 
There were quick hails to Blessing and Arabella during the morning 
but the wind picked up and we were back on boat by lunch.  

We had put the beanbags on the roof to see the fireworks; a location 
we had only used once before – to get a better view of Montgomery 
Reef in August. Aromas of roast lamb and boat toilet waste mixed in 
the air from the vessels around us. Some lark let off several orange 
flares….I suspect the authorities weren’t happy… but I guess the 
culprits were just impatient for the fireworks to start. So were we as the 
wind was howling and it was getting cold. Someone’s drone buzzed 
like a mosquito above us and hovered overhead, doing a mighty job of 
fighting the wind, before heading toward the pier, no doubt to get a 
better view of the fireworks. 

Fireworks… 
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Super Moon, Blood Moon, Lunar Eclipse. 31st January 2018. An event that happens 
rarely in the skies and we had front row seats. Of course having not got myself a 
normal tripod yet, I was working on a (very short) portable one, and still not being 
completely familiar with all the settings that would help me photograph this event I 
mucked through, again playing with various settings. Perhaps I could have taken more 
time to choose a better location as well. But I least I have a record. 

Taken from the back of Sengo 

Taken from the 
back of Sengo 


