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Indeed! Just who is the Skipper? This is a message 
for responsible drinking and having a responsible 
driver. However you would think they’d know their 
own law. Currently in WA, whilst you have a drink 
driving limit there is no drink boating limit (and no 
authority for the police to test for this) and this 
message is ambiguous. This sign was at several 
wineries.  

We had great access to the 
Albany Entertainment Centre! 
Unfortunately, there was 
nothing showing! The 
triangular blue panels are on 
an outdoor coffee spot – 
which apparently has the best 
coffee in town. It even has a ‘Shaggers’ (SICYC) flag 
flying behind the counter – but there was no discount 
offered when we enquired!  

Sammy the Seal was 
obviously a legend. This 
statue is at Emu Point near 
Albany but I came across a 
reference to him in Esperance 
as well (or perhaps that was a 
different seal?). Not having 
done the touro trips though we 
never found out what 
tragically happened to this 
personality. In the background 
is the Emu Point Marina on 
Oyster Harbour - a few 
kilometers from Albany. It is old and tired and looked a bit 
neglected (and a bit scary for us to consider taking Sengo 
into it). However, we have heard that the local council is 
planning to replace it with a new floating one! A bit out of 
town (there are only a few buses from Emu Point to 
Albany each day) it is however a much quieter spot 
(although it is next to the slipway, a large fisherman’s 
storage shed (where, when available you can purchase 
fresh mussels and oysters) and the Squid Shack). 

March was the ‘month to head east’ – when 
we could. Having started the month in 
Albany we were in some ways stuck there 
until Tiger’s vet test results came back –and 
it didn’t help that there was a) a public 
holiday in the mix and b) the vet had 
forgotten to take down our phone number – 
so it was eventually my initiation of a follow-
up call the day before an opportunistic sailing 
day that gave us the all clear to keep going. 
In the meantime we had spent some time 
exploring the Albany area, meeting some 
great people and generally enjoying 
ourselves. Our trip across to Esperance 
wasn’t the smoothest, but again when we got 
there we took the opportunity to have a quick 
look around. It was whilst in Esperance we 
finally caught up with Fazy Days, another 
Leopard 48.  Esperance was the jump off 
point for the timing for the crossing of the 
Great Australian Bight (GAB) and when a 
potential opportunity came up we took it; 
even though it meant we were motoring part 
of the way. It is a long way across the GAB 
(approx. 600 nautical miles depending on 
your landfall – double the Gulf of 
Carpentaria) and we didn’t want to get 
caught in its notorious bad weather. 

For some strange reason I 
thought I’d read there were only 
9 Leopard Tanks in Australia.… 
but apparently they’re 
everywhere This would be our 
third. This one is in Esperance. 

Limeburner’s Distillery A Denmark Winery 

Johnsons Cove, Oyster Harbour 
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but I didn’t have anything to grab her details with). 
We then checked out the info centre and got some 
tourist ideas, organised to have Andrew’s name put 
on the car lease, and visited Emu Point (we stuck our 
nose in at the Squid Shack and decided we would 
have lunch instead at the Emu Point Café. We have 
since been told the Squid Shack is okay – it is just a 
bit more greasy Joe’s looking than the fancy café 
(where you can get gluten free, dairy free and vegan 
dishes!)). 

After lunch we 
went exploring in 
the opposite 
direction (south of 
Albany compared 
with east) with a 
visit to The Gap 
(where a steel 
structure has been 
cantilevered over a fissure in the cliffs), and the 
Natural Bridge, walked to Cave Point lighthouse, 
aborted The 
Blowhole walk 
(there is a list of 
conditions at the 
start of the walk 
that indicate that 
the Blowhole might 
be active – none of 
them were present), and finished the afternoon with 
sampling some local whisky (well, Andrew did. I had 
one sip of his tasting  - whisky isn’t really my thing). 
Once back on board Sengo we got chatting to a local 
who came to say hello. He informed us that today was 
the 40th Anniversary of the first day of the last 
whaling season in Albany. How did he know this? He 
used to be one of them. I never expected to be 
chatting to an ex-whaler – who did assure us that he 
would now rather shoot the animals with cameras 
than harpoons. Dinner was takeaway Pizza. 

1

1st March 2018. Having come in to Albany yesterday 
‘in a breeze’ and needing assistance on to the dock, 
followed by a rushed walk to pick up a car and a 
dash to the vet (and then a very disappointing 
delayed meal at the Nepalese restaurant – not what 
you want when you are tired and have been 
travelling for over 30 hours), we only this morning 
actually took note of where we were.  

And found ourselves in the juxtaposition of being 
smack bang between Albany’s entertainment 
precinct (Entertainment Centre and Opera Theatre) 
and the active Port dock (wood chips, grain and 
silica sand).  
The morning’s breeze was almost dead calm - a nice 
change from the previous few days. Although 
possession is 9/10ths of the law, we had been told 
that another, permanent, vessel was due and the hope 
was that it eventually arrives after we leave; no more 
t-heads being available and the only other option if 
we had to move was the old, non floating, non 
secure, town jetty. 
This day’s activities started early. I did an early 
morning washing run and then after an indulgent 
bacon and egg breakfast, had a lovely chat to a local 
whilst waiting for the showers (she invited us home 

Alluring Albany 

Limeburners Whisky tasting 

Cave Point Lighthouse 

Looking at the coastline from a different angle The Gap 

Emu Point Emu Point 
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2nd March 2018. The first unfortunate 
thing that strikes one about Whale World 
is that it sounds like the Wayne’s World, a 
rather pithy comedy made in the 1990’s. 
That aside, it is apparently the only ex 
whaling station in the world that has been 
turned into a museum. It was an 
appropriately drizzly morning and not one 
conducive to walking around an old 
processing factory site. We had left Sengo 
so that we had arrived in time for the first 
guided tour but decided that sitting in the 
café having coffee and cake was a better 
use of our time rather than walking around 
in the rain - until the weather cleared up – 
which it did…eventually. We joined the 
second tour, checking out the photographic 
exhibition (sheltered from the rain inside a 
shed) and the Cheynes IV before it got 
underway. Whilst our guide didn’t actually 
work on the site when operational 
apparently there are two ex whalers who 
attend during the week that did. The 
guided tour is worth doing but there is 
more interps to see on the site if you want 
to go it alone.  There is no sugar coating 
this; this was a gory business and you need 
to be prepared.  

The site is next to (and part of the ticket) a 
wildlife park and a botanic garden 
(although the 300 odd native plants shown 
are a short cry from the 3000 at Kings 
Park). We didn’t have time however to 
explore these other two parts of the site. 
We potentially had guests at 1600 and so 
had to make our way to find somewhere to 
lunch and then get home to make Sengo 
respectable. As it was we chose another 
shockingly slow service café for lunch - 
and our guests didn’t turn up anyway!  

Cheynes IV 

Cheynes IV 

Cheynes IV 
In cafe waiting for 
rain to stop 
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3rd March 2018. The original plan for the 3rd of March was to head to the Porongurup’s to do a bit of 
bushwalking, but overnight Tiger’s guts had started to have issues again and so the planned excursion was 
cancelled and we went back to the vet. The prescription included an enforced change of new food (no easing 
into it like I had been) and because they didn’t carry Royal Canin Sensitive we were sent home with the Hills 
equivalent. Over the next 24 hours poor Tiger’s system had conniptions as the shock of new food was added 
to his already unattractive issue.  

Our social activity this day was catching up with Scaramouch for lunch (they had arrived the day before and 
anchored outside the marina). In the afternoon the girls caught up for a cuppa and the boys went fuel 
shopping. 

To Denmark.  4th March 2018. This day’s activity was really the 
only reason we were originally sticking around Albany – a road 
trip to Denmark to catch up with Tiga. We left early in the 
morning and took the scenic route. First we checked out Shelter 
Island from the end of the walking track (but failed to see 
adjacent Mutton Bird Island because we were too lazy to walk 
the extra steps onto the beach). This area is clearly a good 
snorkeling spot; the fellow on the beach returning to his waiting 
pooch was with wetsuit and snorkel and another visitor in the 
car park was armed with snorkeling gear and a really serious 
underwater camera. Morning tea was at the Cosy Corner café. 
(http://cosycornercafe.com.au) followed by a quick visit to a 
popular winery on the main road (Denmark has its own listed 
wine region). Lunch was then had overlooking Wilson Inlet 
from a rudimentary boat ramp out of Denmark, before we 
admired Ocean Beach from a couple of lookouts (gorgeous 
looking spot and clearly too shallow to be able to get Sengo 
through into Wilson inlet). Finally we got to have afternoon tea 
with Tiga. The trip home was delayed briefly by workers 
removing a tree across main road. 

…Street Art takes on many different forms (?) 

Still morning, Albany…. 

Ocean Beach 

Ocean Beach 
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5th March 2018. The Porongurup National Park encompasses a granitic 
mountain range about 50 kilometres from Albany and has several bush 
waking tracks. The most advertised (the information brochures highlight) 
is the walk to the Castle Rock Skywalk – only 4km return but you are 
advised to allow two hours. The Skywalk is almost a piece of art – steel 
beams strutting out of the rock face at the top to provide support for a 
walkway in which to take in the amazing view – on a clear day you can 
see Albany. Apparently in order to construct this amazing piece of 
engineering, workers were helicoptered in and had to abseil down the 
granitic tors to start drilling the holes. The final walkway is accessed via a 
steep metal staircase (see picture) after climbing over some challenging 
rocks. If you don’t want to face the ladder, a lower lookout is available at 
the end of the track and still gives stellar views. 

Scaramouch joined us for our bushwalking exercise and five of us squeezed into the 
little Toyota Echo we had hired from Albany Truck and Car Hire. She may have been 
small, old (and dented) but she got us there. The road trip is less than an hour and after 
paying our obligatory $13 day parks pass we 
started ‘up.’ Some of us were fitter than others and 
we all completed the walk at our own paces. Back 
down again, and hungry, we ended up at Ironstone 
Winery for lunch – simple but tasty menu and a 
great view to the Stirling Ranges (one place I’d 
really like to do some bushwalking but was out of 
range for time (and the allowed distance for the 
car). Next time). It was a great day! 

 

Castle Rock Skywalk  

We have to go up 
THAT! 

Waiting for lunch at Ironstone Winery: 
Stirling Ranges in background 

Sengo and Scaramouch 
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Lake Seppings’ many lives have ranged 
from a Botanic Garden in 1888, through a 
council registered park, and into a rubbish 
tip before the fisheries department recommended it become a protected wetland 
area in 1972. Despite this, the council wanted to discharge sewerage into it in 
1973. The Apex Cub of Albany started constructing the bird walk in the 1980’s.  
The track around the lake is only around 2.5 kilometres and is flat, so it is an 
easy stroll through several habitat areas. The area is overlooked by housing 
estate and I am sure locals walking their dogs around the track does nothing for 
the security sense of the birds. None the less we saw 27 species (of the 107 
recorded). The bird hide is on the west side of the lake and best viewed in an 
evening – we did an early morning walk and the sun was shining directly in our 
eyes; hence bird species present on the water were difficult if not impossible to 
see. Nostalgia joined us for this morning walk. Lake Seppings is just out of 
Emu Point. 

2

Room, Trish, 
confirmed we had 
the right individual. 
Whilst the galleries 
are set up in modern 
presentation – with 
artefacts, 
photographs and interps boards, you can also use the 
fancy device supplied by the front desk to access 
recordings of letters and notes from soldiers and 
officers. Having had my fill of World War I paraphilia 
a few years ago, I didn’t read (or listen to) everything; 
but it is a great museum. 
The Anzac Museum is situated amongst 260 hectares 
of parkland; the grounds of which include a fort and 
defenses dating back to 1883 (when everybody thought 
the Russians were coming!) Further up, on Mount 
Clarence overlooking the city, is the monument to the 
light horsemen (a 
replica based on 
the original 
memorial in Port 
Said, Egypt which 
was destroyed in 
1956) 

Lake Seppings 

1

6th March 2018. The National Anzac Museum is in 
a modern, architecturally designed building that 
overlooks the entrance to Princess Royal Harbour, 
Albany. The first time we’d seen the building was 
on our sail in, and my thought was at the time ‘how 
did they get Council approval to build there!’ The 
building consists of two annexes, divided into 
several galleries with a central Convoy Room; here 
information on the ships leaving, and those soldiers 
they were carrying, can be drawn up from the 
interactive table. When you enter the museum you 
are given a card with the name of a soldier on it, 
the idea being to use the technology around the 
building to follow this individual’s travels through 
The Great War. I ended up with Sergeant Alfred 
Forster who ended up in the 5th Australian Field 
Ambulance and managed to see most theatres of 
the conflict. My grandfather was with the artillery 
division, and also managed to see most theatres of 
the Great War. Both came home.   

I was a little unprepared with my grandfather’s 
details and there were two individuals with my 
Grandfather’s name sailing out on the first convoy. 
One was in the ship filled mainly with officers – 
that clearly wasn’t him. The other was in the ship 
filled mainly with horses. A bit of further 
investigation, thanks to the volunteer in the Convoy 
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Dog Rock. The vet we took Tiger to was the Dog Rock Vet 
and despite it’s animalist (what about cats?) nomenclature 
we discover the whole ‘suburb’ is called Dog Rock. Why? – 
see photo! There is local Aboriginal legend that involves 
Dog Rock, the head is clearly 
on the main road here (some 
lark has painted a collar)– the 
other end of him is around 
somewhere – I’ve forgotten 
that part of the story (it’s in the 
local museum). 

There has been a big movement of ‘street art’ on silos for 
the last few years and this movement has come to Albany. 
Just the week we were there electricity boxes had been 
tarted up and the afternoon after I read about a couple going 
to illustrate the Port silos I return 
to Sengo to discover they’ve 
already started. It was only a 
sketch when we left – it was 
probably a magnificent work of 
art by the end of the month  

Oyster Harbour 
In Albany we also took 
the opportunity to visit 
the local museum (in the 
old Comissariat for the 
convict hiring depot 
building) and the replica 
of the Amity (the ship 
that brought the first 
settlers (soldiers and 
convicts) (to establish the settlement for Britain so the 
French couldn’t establish a base on the western side of the 
continent) a couple of years before the Swan River 
Settlement was established to become the state’s capital. 
We had a great time with locals L&G and B&G, caught up 
with Cetaceous, and between vet visits and food shopping, 
socialized with Scaramouch when we could. When we left 
the DoT marina we headed across to Oyster Harbour - 
which we explored after a couple of days hunkering down 
with windy weather.  

1

Mount Martin  
12th March 2018. We had intended to climb 
Mt Martin on the 10th March but the chicken 
we had bought only a couple of days prior 
seemed cuspish and needed attending to (it 
became stews in the thermal cooker). The day 
after this the wind was too strong to 
comfortably get off boat so eventually on 12th 
March we tackled the adjacent ‘mountain’. 
We had been warned by Salina that the 
walking tracks were not obvious, which I 
found a bit odd as a recent review on the web 
suggested new signage had been put in place 
– it had – from the other end of the track (and 
normal road access) in Ledge Beach! Which 
means the signs are facing the opposite 
direction to what we were and we missed both 
signs to tracks from the toilets. Depending on 
which document you read on the web the 
walking track return to the Ledge Beach car 
park is either 10 plus or 12 plus kilometres 
and listed as a Grade 4 walk. We had several 
options with regard to whether we completed 
the full there-and-back or whether we just did 
a loop, but overall we found the going much 
easier than our hike up to the Skywalk the 
week before. We managed to miss the Dick 
Redshaw Lookout  (thinking we might get it 
on the way back), walked to Mount Martin 
(which doesn’t really have a lookout as such, 
or may have had at one stage before the scrub 
grew up), and then found ourselves at the 
Whale Lookout peering over King George 
Sound. We backtracked a bit before heading 
down a vehicle track for a bit of variety. 
Whilst we were only working on a schematic, 
all tracks seemed clear enough as we checked 
our reference on the downloaded brochures 
on the tablet. What got us a bit stumped was 
an intersection where one track had two 
yellow notices warning of CCTV cameras and 
a notice of ‘no unauthorised access’. I noted 
that we seemed to have missed a turnoff that 
lead down to the water and we assumed we 
were further along the track. The track we 

9th March 2018. We moved from the DoT marina to Oyster 
Harbour. The wind was blowing 6 knots when we left the 
dock (without incident) and the gauges read 10 knots when 
we put the genoa up. However very soon after the wind 
dropped. We left the genoa out though and very sedately 
sailed into Oyster Harbour, picking up a mooring in 
Johnson Cove adjacent Salina. Sundowners with Salina 

Amity 
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followed from here ran out - there 
was water in front of us. In truth I 
think we were on the ‘missed’ track, 
the main track not accessible, and as 
we found out later there was possibly 
a foot track somewhere between the 
harbour and the forbidden dirt. We 
however were blissfully unaware of 
this and made our way around the 
water’s edge, spending half the time 
wading through the mostly clear (and 
cold) H20 and stepping in the mostly 
soft, muddy-coloured sand.  The 
wind was picking up and my idea 
was to take a rest back where we had 
landed the tinnie, assuming it to be 
sheltered. It wasn’t and in the end we 
continued our walk along the waters 
edge to opposite Emu Point, ending 
up at Voyager Park (commemorating 
the early mariners that visited the site 
(included Flinders, Baudin, 
Freychenet and Parker King) and the 
botanists, naturalists and plant 
collectors who accompanied them). 

3

All up there are 15 names on the 
plaque, most well known or are 
becoming familiar as I read more 
of Australia’s ‘European’ 
maritime history. The picnic 
table here was at least sheltered, 
although it was frequented by 
march flies so our stay here 
wasn’t particularly long. Finding 
one of the old tracks we made 
our way back to the Johnson 
Cove picnic ground, got 
absolutely soaked getting back in 
the tinnie and arrived back on 
boat a little more than four hours 
after we left. 

View over to Middle Beach 

Mount Martin Mount Martin: perhaps a lookout once? 

Voyager Park 

On the way to Voyager Park 

Along the shore of Oyster Harbour 

Along the shore of Oyster Harbour 

Along the shore of Oyster Harbour 

Whale lookout 

Heading inland a bit. 

Heading inland a bit. 
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The Kalgan River 

1

13 March 2018. As is normal, the weather predictions kept changing and 
the winds were still easterly so there was no possibility of leaving the 
Albany area just yet. They were however predicted to be light enough 
for us to move to the north end of Oyster Harbour and have the 
opportunity to explore the two rivers that empty into it. There is only 
one mooring at the top end of Oyster Harbour, and quite shallow so a 
deep-keeled boat would need to be wary. We had around one meter 
below our keel when we picked the mooring up.  

We had been told that the trip up the river was lovely and I wondered 
whether any civilisation was available. The township of Kalgan isn’t 
actually on the Kalgan River and the only obvious business was the 
Kalgan Chalets and Caravan Park. Thanks to the interweb we 
discovered this location has a café attached and the decision was made 
for a slightly late start, an early lunch at the café and then to spend the 
afternoon sojourning the waterway.  
The Kalgan Chalet and Caravan Park has a small boat ramp into the 
river with a small beach next to it so we could leave the tinnie. The 
grounds are sparse; the country is dry, but the trees along the river’s 
edge tall and mature. The park has its own par 3/4 9-hole golf course 
and a driving range, and 600 meters from the office, on the corner of the 
main road, past the mob of kangaroos (which you can get food to feed 
from the office if you want to – we didn’t – it is against our creed), is the 
café; it is small but its menu, whilst including the standard burger, is a 
little more interesting than your typical ‘Greasy Joes’. As it was we 
weren’t alone for lunch; Ironmonger, who had been trying to catch up 
with us for a while, spent a pleasant couple of hours with us. 

After lunch we started our river trip proper; meandering past the Albany Ski Club 
exclusive water-skiing zone – the ends of which are marked with signs ‘Anchoring in 
slalom course Prohibited except in Emergency.’ Really! One would think that was 
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common sense. We joked about 
running the jump! 

Bird life was prolific; the river 
crisscrossed in front of us by 
constantly disturbed white-faced 
herons and little black and pied 
cormorants. The white-bellied 
sea eagle was prominent on top 
of a tubular trunk at 
‘Honeymoon Island’ but I 
suspect he was waiting for the 
tourist boat (Kalgan Queen) 
which does two trips along this 
river each day. The Kalgan 
Queen also stops where the other 
moorings are at the south end of 
Oyster Harbour and the sea 
eagles there were eagerly 
awaiting her arrival a few days 
ago; it was hilarious to see the 
pelican get their treat instead. 
Other birdlife along the river 
included: great cormorants, white 
ibis, welcome swallows, red 
tailed black cockatoos; long 
billed black cockatoos; a grey 
fantail, black ducks, a pacific 
gull, silver gulls, crested terns, 
Australian darters, several 
ospreys, mud larks, magpies, 
ravens and pelicans. There was 
also a female fairy wren but the 
sighting was too quick to 
determine which species (there 
are two species found here). The 
sand flats at the rivers confluence 
with the Harbour included pied 
and black oyster catchers.  

3

We motored gently up river and 
weaved our way through the 
shallow rocky ledges before 
turning around at the second 
bridge We turned around 
because of the time but I am not 
sure we could have got any 
further anyway. We paddled 
back down to the rock ledge area 
(either side of this has deep 
water) before motoring back to 
Sengo (noting with frustration 
that whilst we could hear small 
bird calls motoring up the river, 
very few birds decided to call 
when the engines went off on 
our return trip). It was around 
1730 when we got back on 
board Sengo – grey clouds had 
almost blocked out the sun and 
we could see a smattering of rain 
the other side of the nearby 
bridge (over the King River). A 
drizzle came down half an hour 
later.   
Next time we come here we will 
walk the river instead. Starting 
just to the north of the Albany 
Ski Club area is the Luke Pen 
Walk, a 9,10 or 12 km  
(depending on which website 
you use – they all suggest 4 
hours) return track to the 
wooden bridge we stopped at. 
We saw people up the northern 
end and there were interps on 
the shore at the southern end. 
Luke Pen was a biologist and 
environmental scientist 
concerned with the research of 
river biology and management 
in South West WA. The Kalgan 
River was one of his subjects. 

Turnaround time: The second bridge 
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14th March 2014. It was overcast, 
had rained overnight and was still 
drizzling when we got up in the 
morning. The forecast didn’t look 
hopeful but eventually the sky 
seemed to lighten off, the drizzle 
stopped and at 1111 we set off in the 
tinnie for an explore of the King 
River. Whilst the Kalgan River is 
reasonably high banked, the King 
River is generally quite low for quite 
some way up stream from its lagoon, 
inland from the Lower King Bridge; 
the vegetation mostly scrappy and 
covered in lichen. Beyond the 
riverbanks, if the land is cleared, 
cattle graze. Whilst the lagoon area 
between the river and the Lower 
King bridge (before the water enters 
Oyster Harbour), is surrounded by 
houses, particularly on the north side 
which is elevated, houses along the 
river proper up to the Chester Pass 
Road/South Coast Hwy bridge are 
few and scattered. Like most rivers 
we have traversed, old jetties jut out 
into the water; I guess a reminder of 
a time when rivers were deeper and a 
boat was the only way to access 

The King River 

2

property. The jetties in the lagoon 
area are mostly ruins but some 
further up river have been 
maintained or rebuilt, clearly a sign 
of current use; some even have 
picnic chairs on them so their 
occupants can admire the riparian 
surrounds.  Like the Kalgan, this 
river would be good for bird 
watching; the chattering of birds 
slightly audible over the motor as we 
made our way upstream. However if 
you were to take a more relaxed bird 
watching trip up here you would 
need to have strong insect repent on 
– we had none and got duly bitten! I 
can’t remember when we last saw so 
many midges – it may have been 
Queensland! 
Closer to the Chester Pass Road 
bridge the banks got steeper and the 
vegetation changed, some of it 
reflecting a more settled and 
changed environment. Just west of 
this bridge there is a caravan park on 
the left but as this is full of 
permanents there are no refreshment 
facilities. Just past this on the right 
(after the confluence to Wilyung 
Creek) a second caravan park exists. 
Whilst no obvious café was written 
on the website, I was hoping for 

Flat, shallow and full of sand flies 

The Lower King River Bridge is 
very low–I thought we were going 
to have to limbo back under it 

Bridge over the King at Chester Pass Road/South Coast Hwy 
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Not all smooth sailing! 
Albany to Bremer Bay.  
15th - 16th March 2018. Hardly a breeze stirred 
in the morning of the 15th so we took the 
opportunity to take the tinnie across to the boat 
ramp at the Emu Point ‘marina’ to drop our 
recycles off, arriving to an animated tourist on 
the boat ramp. She was excited by ‘the biggest 
stingray’ she’s ever seen lurking around the 
bottom. We missed it by seconds and suspect 
this fellow had come in for the Kalgan Queen 
(as a stingray is listed on the regular sighting 
list, but the boat was out of the water this 
morning). We had a chat to a few tourists 
(including a couple of potential yachties – the 
third group we’ve chatted to in Albany) and 
then headed across to the Emu Point Café for 
our last coffee and cake for a while. The place 
was full, and the grounds full of people. We 
noted the groups of wet kids running toward the 
showers and the dry kids still in uniform 
heading for the beach near the swimming area. 
We also commented on the two policemen 
walking past– not realising we were about to get 
ourselves involved with them. 
The boys in blue wandered down the slope to 
the shore and stopped. Because of the angle of 
the slope we couldn’t see exactly where they 
were standing, but I just knew it was out our 
tinnie. A cock of the head on one of them before 
‘bringing out the notebook and flicking the 
pages’ made me jump. We had checked the 
local boating guide to make sure there was not a 
‘no boating zone’ in front of the café. Surely 
they weren’t going to book us! Whilst Andrew 
was heading down stop a ticket  - if he was 
quick enough, I’ve ‘Oyed’ loudly to get their 
attention (and didn’t – but probably deafened a 
few fellow café customers in the process). A 
few tense moments ensued with some quite 
concerned locals asking me what was going on? 
I knew all was well however when I eventually 
saw smiles on both Andrew’s and the officer’s 
faces. Someone had apparently called our tinnie 
in – we’d only been there 20 minutes and we 
had the anchor out, but apparently lost and 
abandoned dinghies on the beach are not 
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some refreshment in the office – but the best I could 
come up with (after tying up to a couple of posts on 
the river’s edge) was two cans of cold soft drink. 
Apparently there was a shop ‘a bit up the road and 
turn left– at Bakers Junction’. Using the schematic we 
had, even if we had left our tinnie at the bridge it 
would have been a two kilometre trip each way to 
what we looked up later would have been the Bakers 
Junction Roadhouse. This would have added about an 
hour to our day (plus lunch) and if we had been 
staying overnight on the northern mooring in Oyster 
Harbour this wouldn’t have been a problem – but we 
needed to get back to Sengo and move back to the 
southern mooring in preparation for our departure on 
the morrow. We headed home back through the 
granitic tor country and shallow water (paddling and 
rowing where necessary like we did when heading 
upstream) in the heat – the sun had finally come out 
(and with a vengeance – I ended up with sunburnt 
lips). We had a very late lunch and moved south, 
picking up a mooring in Johnsons Cove around 1630. 
The bird list (noted in between swatting sand-flies) is 
as follows: one great egret, Australian pelicans, pied 
cormorants, little black cormorants, ospreys, one 
common sandpiper (this little guy was up river and a 
bit out of its habitat – we were surprised but he 
seemed quite content wagging his tail on the edge of 
someone’s beautifully tended garden), brush bronze 
wing pigeons, mudlarks, a spotless crake, two white 
domestic ducks (near the Chester Pass Road bridge), 
Pacific black ducks, straw necked ibis’, white ibis’, 
ravens, a willy wagtail, two sacred kingfishers, 
darters, silver gulls and several domestic chickens 
(although admittedly these were in a chicken coop). 

 King River – blue skies and sunshine made the afternoon hot…. 
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uncommon here 
(regularly drifting 
over from the other 
side of the channel 
from the picnic 
areas at Voyager 
Park and Johnsons 
Cove). As I had 
taken photographs of the incident from afar, I 
commented I had evidence. The officer’s parting 
words to me were however - ’it’s alright I’m not going 
to handcuff you.’ Damn - now that would have been an 
experience to write about. 

We dropped the mooring at Johnson Cove around 1345 
– waving to Ironmonger on shore on the way out. The 
wind had come in and with a reef in the mainsail we 
were doing 9 knots down the Sound. Turning left we 
headed for a set of coordinates for the Bremer Basin 
we’d been given by another boat. The timing had 
assumed a 6 knot journey – where we would have 
arrived just before daybreak – we were doing 9 – 10 
(plus) knots (Andrew saw 12’s) and subsequently we 
arrived around 2200. Our choices were a) keep going 
to Esperance – but the current predictions were still 
that we would be just beating the bad expected weather 
in (and at the time the predicted weather was supposed 
to get worse at Esperance than at Bremer Bay), b) head 
toward land to anchor – I didn’t really want to anchor 
in the dark in an unknown area, or c) hove-to and sit 
(wallow) in the ocean until daybreak for a chance of 
spotting some killer whales. This is what we did. We 
drifted a few nautical miles until daybreak– but we 
didn’t see any whales, killer whales or even dolphins 
when it got light (although I heard a noise similar to 
those heard made by whales on documentaries but I 
was too weak to notify Andrew – see below)). A 
recheck of the bom.gov.au predictions in the early 
morning indicated a bit of a west wind coming in 
before the strong south-westerly so we headed for the 
‘noted swelly’ Bremer Bay.  
There was another reason we didn’t keep going – I had 
got seasick –and it wasn’t just a bit oozy in the 
stomach – it was full on seasick. Subsequently Andrew 
did most of the sailing overnight (whilst I tried to sleep 
it off) and the only sleep he got after I came down with 
the affliction was a short time during the time when the 
boat was hoved-to and we were essentially not moving. 

3

The conditions were pretty close to perfect for a fast 
sail and there was no real wave on top of the swell so 
we don’t quite know what tipped me over the edge. 
My guess is a combination of being in calm waters 
for two weeks (one week on a jetty and one week in 
a very calm Oyster Harbour), not drinking enough 
peppermint tea (I definitely had too much coffee) and 
probably eating out a bit more than I should). I now 
understand the reasons behind a fellow yachtie’s 
acclimatisation strategy in rocky Morton Bay for a 
week before heading out into the Pacific! 

Glad to get the anchor down at around 1100 we 
discovered that ‘mother’ wasn’t the only one to have 
lost her dinner last night - Tiger had made a mess on 
the floor as well (at least I’d found a bucket in the 
back cockpit). The beach that had looked so inviting 
in a fellow yachtie’s text to me a week before now 
looked like a surf beach with no obvious place to 
land – and quite frankly I was in no condition to go 
exploring. What we did have to do however was send 
Andrew up the mast. In the process of dropping the 
mainsail overnight, the main halyard had got itself 
twisted around the top of the shroud - which meant 
until we freed the halyard we couldn’t use the sail. 
Of course the other issue that had happened at the 
same time was the temporary (unexplained) loss of 
the port engine. Fortunately we got that going – not 
least because it is the engine that runs the anchor 
winch! 

A late breakfast was had consuming pre cooked 
chocolate muffins, and crackers for lunch with pre 
hardboiled eggs took the hunger pangs away. The 
afternoon was spent convalescing and my 
seasickness 
stomach was 
still not happy 
when we went 
to bed. 

17th March:Strong wind warning: That’s spray, not sand! 
Our wind gauge read over 30 knots.  

Rescuing our tinnie! 
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Bremer Bay to Esperance  
18th – 19th March 2018. An early start – aren’t’ they 
always – but this one was imperative if the forecasts 
were to be believed. Based on 6 knots (this time the 
winds were light) we would arrive in Esperance in 
around 24 hours, have time to anchor and get some 
food – we were getting very low on particularly fresh 
food – and then have time, hopefully, to tack into the 
wind across Esperance Bay to O’Briens Beach in 
preparation for the easterly and following strong 
southerlies. 
We were up in time and the anchor was up at around 
0630. By 0650 the main was up – a little confusion 
having ensued because I had expressed concern 
putting the spinnaker up in the predicted swell and 
Andrew had thought this meant that we would run 
with the main and the genoa instead. The swell was 
erratic and bouncy, the lines were jerking and in one 
(in)opportune moment I turned around to see in the 
confusion of the waves, swell and seas, several pieces 
over several jolts of one of the main sheet blocks 
explode into various directions! This was not good. 
This was also a new (expensive) block that had only 
been replaced in Fremantle. As best we could we 
centred the sheets (hard to do in the swell and because 
the block had shattered, the sheet got caught around 
the edges) and dropped the sail.   In the process of this 
less than desirable process the main halyard got 
caught around the stays again. Andrew needed to 
replace the block AND clear the main halyard. Not in 
this swell he wouldn’t! Our initial thought was to 
head back toward the fisherman’s harbour but this 
location would probably be close to as swelly as 
where we had been anchored for the previous two 
nights. This would not do. The final decision 
therefore was to head around into Doubtful Island 
Bay, cutting through the islands and motoring toward 
the lovely looking beach. This is where we should 
have anchored after our overnight hove-to experience 
– there was practically no swell here! Calm enough to 
replace the block I then sent Andrew back up the mast 
in the bosun’s chair  -for the second time in three days 
- to dislodge the halyard. The main sails were back up 
and we were sailing east by 0950.  
And then the wind died out – or at least came at us 
from completely the wrong direction – straight up 
from behind! Spinnaker time. The sails came down, 
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the kite went up and the wind didn’t, for quite 
some time, play ball. Eventually all the angles 
lined up we were shooting along with 6, 7 and 8 
knots. We had lost time with the morning’s issues 
but we were back on schedule. The wind seemed 
steady and the sailing was smooth – so smooth in 
fact that we seriously contemplated leaving the 
kite up overnight – we’ve done this before but it 
was in lighter breezes across the Gulf of 
Carpentaria. It was however whilst Andrew was 
heating up dinner that I had a scare. All of a 
sudden the wind gusted to 16 knots at around 60 
degrees – the kite had a conniption and I had a 
minor panic attack. This wouldn’t work – I 
couldn’t control the kite in those uncertain 
conditions overnight – she had to come down. So 
in the dusk – like everything that has to happen 
quickly – we dropped the kite and raised the sails. 
Smooth sailing continued, if not slightly a little 
slower. And then we lost wind. And then we got it 
back again. And then we lost it again. This 
happened two or three times and in the end we 
had the motor on assisting for the last 9 hours of 
the trip. We arrived at Esperance around 0900. 

Getting onto dock wasn’t easy. It should have 
been. There was a big enough gap between two 
boats – there was a slightly blow off jetty – just 
like Fremantle’s Collector Jetty – and despite 5 
bodies things didn’t go so well. After finally tying 
up we alleviated the stress a bit by rounding the 
morning off with a big breakfast at Dome. 
The morning shopping ensued after this, at least 
half of it, and Andrew came back for a snooze. 
We had a chat to the marina manager who offered 
us a mooring – which we considered taking when 
we could get off the dock (the wooden jetty really 
wasn’t a long term venture – for several reasons – 
and we were expecting to be here for some time).  
After a second shop we caught up with 
Scaramouch and Salina for a drink at The Peer 
Hotel and then shouted ourselves out for a dinner 
at a local Chinese restaurant. 

Now that we’d finished with the 
sleeping bag…. 
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Easy going Esperance 

Gibson Soak. The Gibson Soak is one of the 
‘tourist’ points for visitors to Esperance. 
Approximately 30 kilometers inland, it was the first 
place that overland cattle drovers found water on 
their way south toward the coast (or so I have been 
told). Apparently the meals are the attraction. We 
were there mid afternoon so we indulged in an 
appropriate drink; Andrew tasting the local brew: 
Lucky Bay Beer. (I note that when we visited the 
location of the brewery the next day, just to the east 
of Esperance, it was closed). Our experience wasn’t 
one of pure ambience though - a minivan of drunk 
(we suspect underage), patrons turned up to spoil 
the quiet atmosphere. The fig tree shading the front 
verandah, 
although out of 
place, was 
magnificent.  
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We have got into a bit of a habit of hiring a vehicle 
when we think we are going to stick around a place for 
a while. Our driving explorations are mainly inland, as 
living on a boat the coast is a little more accessible. 
Ironically however, the furthest destination of two of 
the three days we had the car at Esperance were to 
beaches; specifically because we didn’t think we were 
going to get to them in Sengo (we ended up staying in 
one of them for four nights!). Esperance is surrounded 
by farmland (crops and/or cattle or sheep), scrubland 
and timber plantations. The timber plantations are of 
mixed condition, some having been burnt prematurely 
and we heard from one local that this area was one that 
was duped by the timber schemes of the late ‘80’s and 
early ‘90’s.  
The jetty we were tied up to belongs to the Port. This 
was mentioned three times to us; firstly by a member of 
the yacht club when we were inquiring about the 
possibility of moving onto a mooring; secondly quite 
casually over coffee late one afternoon, with the 
comment that if we hadn’t been approached we were 
probably okay staying on it; and thirdly; by the 
fisherman behind us who wanted us to move forward 
(the fact it was ‘Port’s jetty’ was used to intimidate us 
in order to get us to comply. This was his second 
attempt. The first attempt to move us had him asking 
another boat to ask us to shift because he didn’t want to 
deal with the guest we had on board at the time. Grow 
Up people!)). Port is not really interested in the jetty 
and from what I gather from the locals, can’t wait to get 
rid of it. Port have offered the jetty to the Yacht Club, 
who also don’t want it, and I guess the reason for both 
groups’ lack of interest is the cost of maintenance. This 
jetty is not near the main Port facilities, it is old and has 
had concrete poured over the top of it. The jetty is 

On a day trip east of 
Esperance we drove to 
Condingup Tavern 
(another must do on the 
Esperance tourist list) 
and Duke of Orleans 
Bay  - the Bay 
basically because we 
didn’t think we were 
gong to stop here 
otherwise. Little did we 
know we would be 
anchoring in Duke of 
Orleans Bay for four 
nights! 
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however a hit with the locals and there are 
fisherman/women/children trying their luck from 
early in the morning (0630) to really early in the 
morning (0100). Personally I think the council should 
take the jetty over – the long Tank Jetty is not a 
viable option for visiting boats (part of it has 
collapsed) and the small section of jetty near the boat 
ramp adjacent the yacht club (room for one boat) is 
in very shallow water. 

Table Island 

Adjacent boat ramp 
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Thursday 22nd March 2018 was 
supposed to be hot. And with 
that in mind we had played the 
forecasts to head to Lucky Bay 
on a day we might actually 
venture a swim. But the morning 
was overcast, and it was lightly 
drizzling when we played our 
toll to enter Cape Le Grand 
National Park. We had 
contemplated a walk up 
Frenchman’s Peak as a nice 
starter to the day but the 
literature warns that as it is a bit 
of an exposed rock scrabble 
attempting the climb in either 
windy or wet conditions is not 
recommended. Whilst others 
made the attempt we headed to 
the Lucky Bay car park. 
It was still drizzling when we 
arrived but it was only 
temporary. So taking all 
important things into 
consideration we first had a 
gander at the Lucky Bean Café.  
As we were ordering hot drinks 
and damper, the drizzling 
stopped, the clouds dissipated 
and it got a bit warmer. As our 
first exercise we walked out to 

Chatting to a NSW yachtie: toward 
eastern end of Lucky Bay 

View from Lucky Bean cafe 

View west from Lucky Bay Lookout 

The Great Ocean Drive is marked on 
all the tourist brochures for Esperance 
as a 40 plus kilometre drive around 
some of the pretty western beaches of 
Esperance, past the first working wind 
farm in Australia and past what once 
was Esperance’s famous Pink Lake. 
The name of the drive is a bit of a 
cheek, an obvious play on Victoria’s 
Great Ocean Road. The beaches looked 
lovely but we didn’t stop, only 
indulging in a couple of lookout stops. 
We did take a quick look at Australia’s 
first commercial wind farm but we 
couldn’t get close to the bottom of the 
tower as it was closed for maintenance. 
Esperance’s famous Pink Lake is no 
longer pink, due of course to man’s 
influence, and it looks like the 
explanation is, funnily enough, due to 
lack of salt (most of our other 

environmental 
disasters across 
Australia are due 
to too much 
salt). Perhaps 
the lake should 
be renamed back 
to its original 
name: Lake 
Spencer.  

 Lucky Bay 

Esperance’s ‘Pink Lake’ 
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Kepwari Walk Trails 
23rd March 2018. Andrew was dragged out of bed early this morning for 
the second ‘bird walk’ of the month – at the Kepwari Walk Trails just out 
of town. Whilst a little later than dawn we had hoped for the end of the 
morning chorus, but found it all a tad quiet. Admittedly, the morning was 
overcast and threatening rain, but as the walking path had heathland on 
either side we were expecting a cacophony of noise. There was however 
very little. And for a while the only birds we saw were New Holland 
Honeyeaters. When we found ourselves in the first (Woody Lake) bird 
hide (which we noted was remarkably clean – no graffiti, no bird poo) 
there also seemed little activity. However, waiting patiently we discovered 
that perhaps not all birds get up with the ‘sparrows’ as we had assumed, 
and gradually several species either swam or flew into our view. Further 
down the track, a second bird hide (Lake Wheatfield), also particularly 
clean, had less visitors. We returned to the car and deciding to miss the 
second of the two sections of the Kepwari Walk Trails, headed to the 
supermarket to stock up for our upcoming sail (crossing the Bight) before 
returning the car. Drinks and Dinner was at the Esperance Bay Yacht Cub 
with Scaramouch and two of the local yachties. Salina and friends and 
Lamont came later. Apparently the rest of the yacht club was filled with 
non-members. This is a popular spot and the food was good.  

Eastward Bound 
Esperance to Duke of Orleans Bay. 24th March 2018. The wind was very 
light – too light - and although we tried to sail, we found (eventually) if 
we didn’t turn the motor on we weren’t going to make the 40 odd nautical 
miles in daylight. This meant of course, having started around 10 minutes 
after Scaramouch at one end – we ended up coming in to anchor around 
an hour later. Scaramouch had tucked in behind Nares Island but with an 
overcast sky we couldn’t see an obvious sand patch (and couldn’t find 
bottom), ending up finding a sand patch in the bay with the boat ramp and 
moored fisherman’s boats. It started to rain as I was putting down the 
anchor (I got soaked – Andrew was dry inside the cockpit) and according 
to bom.gov.au the whole of the south-west corner of WA was wet. I guess 
we were copping the last hurrah of Cyclone Marcus. 

Back from the long walk 
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the Finders Monument at the 
western end of the bay. Upon 
returning to the beach, we 
headed past the café to the 
Lucky Bay Lookout at the 
other end of the beach, 
passing the famous kangaroos 
that had come down to the 
beach. These macropods are 
used to people (providing you 
don’t chase them) and will by 
the afternoon often have 
visited your parked 4WD at 
the base of the dunes. The 
Lucky Bean Café got our 
patronage for lunch and we 
had a lovely chat to its owner, 
Robyne, for the next hour. 
We had been hot enough for a 
swim when we had returned 
(we had, by that stage, 
walked 6.2 kilometres in the 
sun) but a relaxing hour in the 
shade took the imperative 
away. We headed home 
without getting wet! 



 

© Trish Ebert purringalong.com.au 19 

Aboard Sengo March 2018 

1

25th March 2018. We have discovered 
that guides are only good if they are up 
to date. And so is Google Earth. With 
the aspirational target of climbing 
Mount Belches (because our guide said 
the views were spectacular) we used 
Google Earth to suss out access and 
possible walking tracks to the top.  
There were two tracks that looked 
promising. The smaller track we 
managed to miss by a matter of feet 
(we didn’t know this until the end of 
the walk), and the larger track we 
passed but missed altogether (we 
eventually saw this one from the top); it 
looks as though neither track has been 
used for some time and the smaller one 
was definitely overgrown.  

So, not knowing we had missed our 
planned access track, we kept following 
the made roads - and ended up on the 
opposite side of the peninsula to our 
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anchorage (ironically at the beach 
where we had originally thought 
of anchoring a couple of days ago 
before the decision to come 
around the Hammer Head into the 
Duke of Orleans Bay). The guide 
we have mentions there is a track 
up from both beaches to the top of 
Mount Belches so we followed the 
4WD track off the Victory Boat 
Harbour beach and up we went. 
After searching for a short while 
we found some cairns but then lost 
them and ended abseiling up a 
steep and mostly grippy rock face, 
eventually finding ourselves at the 
cairn and rock structure on the 
peak. The view was indeed 
spectacular with a clear blue sky 
and white beaches. And you could 
see for miles! Our hope was of 
course that the path down (on the 
side of our anchorage) was going 
to be easier (to be perfectly honest, 
we would have been struggling to 
get down the side we came up). 
Again true to form, we found 
some cairns, lost some, followed 
some worn looking rocks, got lost, 
and had to scramble our way out 
along what we assume were old 
and overgrown vehicular tracks. 
We were away around four hours. 
And we were exhausted when we 
got back. Hungry, lunch went 
down extremely well, and 
deciding to delay our visit to the 
caravan park, we instead followed 
Scaramouch into the north eastern 
anchorage of the bay (Table 
Island) to await the wind change. 

Mt Belches 

From the cairn From the top From the top 

Mount Belches; before the ascent 

View over Duke of Orleans Bay from part way down 
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their brochure). 
Facilities include 
general store goods, 
takeaway food and 
fishing gear inside the 
office. Fuel is available 
here too but we didn’t 
need any. There is also 
the possibility of a 
shower for a nominal 
fee.  
The afternoon was 
spent clothes washing, 
tidying and reading. 
The only minor panic 
when the fridge 
decided to defrost 
itself! 

1

27th March 2018. The weather bureau 
must have updated the forecast back to 
the original after we checked it yesterday 
and where we were expecting the south-
wester to come in at 0500 this morning it 
arrived at 2230 last night. The heavy 
northerlies we were expecting just didn’t 
turn up and we found ourselves facing 
south west in the dark with a largish fetch 
and no way of moving back to adjacent 
the caravan park (you really need to see 
the sand patches (which aren’t many and 
are small) to anchor securely here). None 
the less, whilst boisterous (our gauges 
were indicating over 30 knots) the night 
wasn’t as uncomfortable as expected and 
we did eventually move back to adjacent 
the caravan park at 0730 this morning. 
After breakfast and a few quick chores we 
headed ashore. After all, having missed 
out on my ice-cream a couple of days 
previously I was keen to have a look at 
the place. We joined Scaramouch for a 
stroll around the caravan park and bought 
takeaway pies for lunch at the office 
before heading back to Sengo.  

The Duke Caravan Park is 83 kilometres 
from Esperance by road (according to 

Duke of Orleans Bay, Table Island anchorage 
26th March 2018. Because we were not going to be traveling 
anywhere, today was always going to be a wash day – it was just 
that I was expecting my first load to be something other than it 
was. Last night’s wind against tide was arguably close to the 
worst we have experienced in three and a half years and I spent 
the night clenching my back muscles rocking from side to side. 
This means I did not get a fitful sleep and at one point realised I 
was listening to poor little Tiger having a bout of sea sickness. It 
was our equivalent of bile – the vast majority of it was liquid – 
but it was all over the cushion cover belonging to the corner seat 
where he spends the majority of his time. I wiped it up with paper 
towel as best I could, apologised to Tiger that I couldn’t do 
anything about it until it got light, and he tried to settle himself in 
the small basket on the side shelf window. He was clearly not 
feeling well. Neither was I. There was nothing I could do about 
either.  
So, after putting the kettle on for the morning’s first cup of tea I 
proceeded to pull the cushion covers off (three had been affected) 
and gave them a cursory but better-than-nothing wash via bucket. 
Whilst we didn’t think it had rained overnight the morning was 
overcast and of course it started raining just as I put the covers out 
to dry. It was around lunchtime when the skies cleared and the 
day finally warmed up. It was never a sunny day but the covers 
did dry – and I finally got around to washing some of what had 
been on today’s original list. 

Whilst there is internet access adjacent the boat ramp / caravan 
park, and I believe internet access in the Nares Island anchorage, 
there is practically none near Table Island and we were surprised 
but thankful for the momentary access we could get to 
bom.gov.au early afternoon. The original plan had been to head 
back to adjacent the caravan park, the northerlies whilst not 
overly strong had been predicted to turn to 25-30 and then 20-25 
north westerlies overnight. The brief access to bom.gov.au 
however now predicted 25-30 northerlies (albeit briefly) before 
dropping slightly and eventually turning into strong south 
westerlies around 0500 (25-30 knots). Where we were located we 
were going to be on a lee shore for the south westerlies (but it was 
sand). Where we had thought of moving back to we would have 
been on a lee shore for the northerlies (and this would have been 
rocks). We knew we had a good hold. We stayed where we were. 
Scaramouch had moved back to adjacent the caravan park so I 
assume they were running on the previous forecast. They had 
access to the internet over there however and a few hours later we 
noticed they were back next to us in the Table Island anchorage. 

Today’s activities included: washing, making muesli bars, making 
chocolate balls, finishing First lady by Kay Cottee and starting 
Operation Drake. 
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fright. I was focussed on the view 
to the front of us and the scenery 
toward the mainland on my left, 
when shifting my gaze I realised 
there was a very bright white 
lump heading (bouncing) straight 
for us. ‘Doesn’t he know we are a 
sailing boat with right of way’ (he 
wouldn’t have noticed we were 
under engines)? But the aim was 
social and waving and hailing 
were brief but appreciated. 
Once clear of Middle Island the 
wind picked up a notch – not 
much but enough to allow us to 
turn the engines off for the next 
twelve hours. Speed over ground 
had us traveling between 6 and 8 
knots on average so we made 
good time compared with the five-
knot markings we had placed on 
the chart. The sea state started out 
flat and by midday the 29th the 
increase in the size of the swell 
was hardly noticeable. 

As it was essentially calm I 
suggested to Andrew that we reset 
the front cockpit up and give 
Tiger an opportunity to get 
outside. The front cockpit had 
been packed up in Fremantle in 
anticipation for a ‘rough Bight 
crossing’ yet so far the only slight 
bit of ‘concerning’ rough had been 
coming around the bottom south 
west corner from Cape Leeuwin to 
Cape Naturaliste (the hassles in 
and out of Bremer Bay had been 
more swell related and from 
behind) so Tiger, who does like to 
sit outside on calm travel days, 
has been confined to indoors when 
we’ve been underway for the past 
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six weeks! So we took the 
splash cover away, rolled the 
mesh covers back down and 
reinstated the seat cushions and 
beanbags. And opened the door 
for the pussycat to go exploring 
if he should so want.  
Clouds had rolled in by the 
evening of the 29th so I didn’t 
see as much of the moon as I 
would have liked but the night 
was however still light enough 
to see the horizon, and we did 
manage to again turn the 
engines off. The morning of 
30th brought blue skies again. 
And the engines back on. Late 
on the 30th we were able to turn 
the engines off for an extended 
period that lasted almost 24 
hours. We did 7 to 8 knots and 
the sea state was still 
favourably flat. By the time 
sunset came around on the 31st 
some clouds had rolled back in 
and whilst the sun was dipping 
below the horizon to our west 
(on our left), a magnificent, 
large banana yellow orb was 
peering between the clouds to 
our east (on our right). You 
many have guessed by this 
description we were tacking 
north – endeavouring to sail 
AND work with the fickle wind 
had managed to take away the 
distance advantage we had had 
at the end of the first day and at 
the end of the month we were 
somewhere between The South 
Australian/ WA border 
longitude and Streaky Bay 
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Across the Great Australian Bight 
28th - 31st March 2018. Sailing west to 
east through the Recherche Archipelago 
has very much the same ambience of 
sailing south to north up the tropical 
Queensland coast  - somewhere to the 
port side of you lies the mainland and 
scattered around you in various shapes 
and sizes, with various hues of blue 
until you get closer are a myriad of 
islands, intermingled with the odd bit of 
isolated rock or reef. This is definitely 
an area I wish to spend some time in 
and so proposed to Andrew that we 
thoroughly explore the Archipelago on 
our next visit to WA; which, I am 
hoping will be soon and in an anti-
clockwise direction. This time however 
our travels were based on getting back 
across the GAB to the ‘east side’ of the 
continent, stopping only when, as usual, 
the weather was untoward 

It was just light and we were still eating 
breakfast when I waved to The Duke, 
the caravan park’s charter vessel, on its 
way out to sea, but it wasn’t long after 
this that we were on our way. The 
anchor was fully up at 0615 and the 
only reason we had our engines on for 
the next two hours was to help with 
speed and angle south around Twin 
Islands, and then again for a short time 
to help with the zig-zagging across the 
top and down the east side of Middle 
Island.  Traveling companions included 
two small pods of dolphins (who 
frolicked at the front bows) and one 
fishing boat who came specifically over 
to say hello. In fact he gave me quite a 

Gift of the GAB. 


