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Well, some of it! 
Sort of…. 
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Nuyts Archipelago 

Revolving door or 
‘Hotel California’ Stuck in Ceduna! 

May was a month of  
false starts and mis-timings… 

 
And plummeting  temperatures!  

Sengo at Ceduna © Ashley Jaremko 
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1st – 3rd May 2018. We finally departed Ceduna (again!) after a 
morning run to shore to drop off more recycling, a quick shop, and 
an early lunch at the bakery. Despite our usual practice of sailing 
in moderate winds it was blowing over 20 knots when we picked 
the anchor up and headed to Denial Bay. This time a genoa only 
sail was possible – the wind was in the right direction and the sail 
was exhilarating (maybe a little too exhilarating) with the wind 
speed at True 26 knots. However the distance isn’t far and in an 
hour we were anchored safely – a little further south than last time, 
primarily because there was a north easterly coming in for a short 
period overnight and I didn’t want to have the jetty as our ‘lee 
shore’. Ironically, in the evening the wind dropped off to almost 
nothing and we wondered 
about the integrity of the 
forecast and whether we really 
needed to come across here for 
protection. 

The following morning (2nd 
May) however confirmed our 
prudent choice. The day was 
chilly and the wind was mixed 
– from relative calm to 
blowing around 41 knots! 
Outside was threatening rain 
and it was a day to stay 
indoors. On the 3rd May the 
rain finally came down – and 
in great enough quantity and 
force to give Sengo a pretty 
good wash – her decks almost 
looked white (it has been a 
long time since we can say 
that) and it felt like the salt 
had been washed away. I had 
several goes at putting some 
washing out to dry; the wet 
towels taken in and out several 
times over 24 hours. Finally 
though, the bad weather 
passed and we could plan our 
next steps 

When the weather is like this…… 

It’s time to… 

Eat gourmet food…and 

Read on the computer…. 

The Bettongs will have to wait! 
Not that we are on a timeline or a 
plan of any sort  - we are cruising 
after all - but we spent an 
disproportionate amount of time 
around Ceduna in May, waiting 
for professionals and parts (well 
the professional was initially only 
a couple of days and we were 
happy to fit into his timetable – it 
was the parts jumping across from 
Sydney that took the time) and not 
quite seeing (or seeing but not 
achieving) what we wanted to do 
around this upper west coast area 
of South Australia. We made a 
jump from Murat Bay as early as 
we could after our winch was 
fixed (see Aboard Sengo April 
2018) but If I had foreseen the 
delays in time spent around this 
area and coming back into 
Ceduna, I would have a) insisted 
we delay our initial departure 
from Denial Bay and do the twice 
yearly Jetty Markets and b) get our 
mail redirected. But the future is 
not easily read and at the end of 
the month we found ourselves still 
around the southern (chilly) centre 
of the continent instead of the 
warmer north’n NSW/south’n 
QLD waters where we meant to 
be. 

We do though need to 
acknowledge the warmth of the 
Ceduna locals during our stay in 
May.  Thanks to A & J from 
Ceduna Metal Solutions for 
providing us with a postal address; 
A from Wotton Marine for his time 
‘solving’ our tinnie dilemma; and 
A, A & C for their time (and their 
fish!). Timing and wind dictated 
that dealings with K from the 
Sailing Club and B from Denial 
Bay were too brief. A special 
thank you also has to go to AJ for 
the aerial photos he took of Sengo. 
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Nuyts Archipelago Marine Park  

1

The Islands off Ceduna 
In 1715 Lemuel Gulliver left the previously unknown Island of 
Houyhnhnm (where the intelligent life was horses - and no, I can’t 
pronounce it either) and made his way in a canoe in an easterly 
direction to land on a small island off the coast of New Holland. The 
schematic of this journey has him some distance to the south of the 
then named St Francis and St Peters Islands (these islands now lie 
within the area of the Nuyts Archipelago Marine Park). This trip 
marked the end of the last of ‘Gulliver’s’ four ‘unofficial’ adventures in 
previously unknown lands (1709-1715); the accounts of which were 
published as Gulliver’s Travels in 1726. 

 In 1627, almost 100 years earlier, a VOC (Dutch East Indies) Ship, the 
Gulden Zeepaert with Captain - François Thyson, Councillor of the 
Indies - Pieter Nuyts, and its crew, taking a ‘‘slight detour’ from what is 
now the Western Australian coast on their way to Batavia’, is believed 
to have been the first ‘official’ European ship to enter the area around 
the north western coast of South Australia where the town of Ceduna 
now lies, naming and mapping St Francis Island and St Peter Island, 
calling the area around it Nuytsland, and mapping some of the adjacent 
mainland coast of New Holland.   

2

Written history indicates 
that further ‘’official’ 
exploration and 
mapping/charting of the 
area wouldn’t happen until 
1802 and 1803 when 
Nicholas Baudin (France) 
and Matthew Finders 
(England) each respectively 
surveyed and named the 
features and some of the 
islands of this area – the 
current final official names 
being a combination of 
both these surveys and the 
original declarations in 
1627. 

Of course Gulliver’s Travels 
is fiction and whilst 
Jonathon Swift, Gulliver’s 
creator, may never have 
been to this part of the 
world, historians believe he 
was a friend of Herman 
Moll, a well known Dutch 
map maker of the time 
(living in England) who 
would have had in his 
possession charts based on 
previous seafaring 
explorations of the Dutch, 
and on which Swift based 
the locations of his satirical 
tales of politics and people 
in these unknown fairy 
lands; two of the four tales 
indicating their proximity 
to upper west coast islands 
of what is now South 
Australia. 
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Recent versions of Gulliver’s Travels 
have the location of Lilliput  (his 
first travels) based on one of the 
large islands in this area. However, 
this has been done for ease of 
interpretation in modern times. 
Interpretation signs around Ceduna 
actually state that one of Gulliver’s 
islands is one of those offshore but I 
have just read what I believe is an 
older version of the tales and whilst 
Gulliver’s descriptions of a series of 
islands north west of Van Diemen’s 
Land may be true, his original 
estimation of latitude is around ‘30 
degrees’ – which would put it on 
today’s map in the middle of the 
desert. To honour the story however, 
two small islands in the Franklins 
Group have been named Lilliput 
and Blufescu after the islands in the 
first of his tales. The fictional island 
of Houyhnhnm however, which 
would lie further south-west in the 
Great Australian Bight, has yet to be 
‘discovered’! 

The islands and reefs that lie up to 
78 nautical miles west from Ceduna 
(as the crow flies (the sailing 
distance would be greater than this)) 
and south around Smoky Bay belong 
mainly to three main groups; Nuyts 
Archipelago, St Francis Isles and the 
Franklin Islands. (We did not 
attempt visits to the other island 
groups). All lie within the boundary 
of Nuyts Archipelago Marine Park, 
which extends west past Adieu Point 
west of Fowlers Bay and whose 
waters also extend to several bays 
and inlets on the mainland. Most of 

4

the islands consist of an underlying volcanic rock and most are 
useless from a modern utilitarian point of view; rocky outcrops, 
beaches behind surf conditions, and inhospitable surfaces with 
nowhere to easily land a vessel - although all are important bird 
habitat and some provide rookeries for seals.  Underwater 
vegetation is also important for other aquatic visitors; (the 
rare?) leatherback turtles having previously been seen in some 
areas (leatherbacks are a bucket list item for me and I wasn’t 
expecting to see them listed as visitors this far south). 

Aboriginal occupation of this area is little known but some sites 
are said to exist (and the locations are protected by Aboriginal 
Corporations). Whalers also spent some time in the area and a 
couple of speculative pioneering families tried at one time to 
farm St Francis Island and St Peters Island. There are some 
fascinating stories of their struggles in the local National Trust 
Museum in Ceduna. Remnants of their occupation exist in the 
form of ruins and relicts. There are also remnants of previous 
occupation on the large western island in the Franklin Islands 
but access to this island is prohibited for conservation reasons. 

Travellers are requested to contact the Department of Heritage 
and Natural Resources in Ceduna before visiting the islands. 
We found the staff wonderfully accommodating and depending 
on your interests they will tell you about the islands; places to 
visit, specific locations to see wildlife and importantly, inform 
you of some of the hazards that exist; the two main ones being 
tiger snakes (and the necessity to wear long trousers – we wore 
spats as well), and the location of mutton bird holes! 

Anchoring: Not all islands have practical anchorages and the 
shallower waters around those islands that do are full of weed 
so it is wise to consider where you might be anchoring before 
you arrive. We looked for anchoring guides but found 
references to only two spots, neither of which had been visited 
by the authors of the guides. Our anchorages at St Francis 
Island were almost on the shore, in small but obvious sand 
patches (we noted others who anchored much further out in 
depths where you couldn’t see the bottom). Our anchorage at 
St Peter’s Island was 0.6 nautical miles off shore; depth and 
weed a hindrance at low tide. We couldn’t see the bottom at 
Goat Island and took potluck (and held on our second 
attempt); likewise with our anchorage at the Franklin Islands. 
ON the other hand, our anchorages along the mainland (still 
within the official Nuyts Archipelago Marine Park boundary) 
were a little more reliable; sand patches easily seen (in clear 
weather) adjacent the jetty at Ceduna, Denial Bay township, 
inside Laura Bay, Smoky Bay and Bosanquet Bay. The bottom 
was not easily seen up Davenport Creek but, despite assuming 
there was some weed, there was good holding first go. 
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Goat Island 
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4th May 2018.We had expected the day to start with a social visit by 
planning to pop over to the adjacent catamaran to say hello this 
morning, (having missed our planned catch up a couple of weeks ago), 
but the owner had left his boat by the time we had breakfast. So, with 
nothing else planned, and a wind speed that was reasonable for the first 
time in a few days, we packed up the boat and prepared to leave. After a 
lazy cuppa and a bit of a read (I was distracted with Take it Easy’s 
journal of their recent trip around Tassie), we lifted the anchor at around 
1145 and sailed away. I was still reluctant to admit we were leaving 
Ceduna– after all, we have tried this once before! 

The sail to Goat Island was purely pleasurable, ranging from 3 to 8 knots 
SOG and was comparatively smooth, tacking a few times to avoid 
fishing boats and sand banks. Tiger however seemed to need to get his 
sea legs back, and managed to lose his breakfast three quarters of the 
way into the journey. This was predominantly due to the swell, which at 
one stage we were tackling face on; something we haven’t done for quite 
some time. 

The bay at Goat Island is small but relatively easy to get into; you just 
have to avoid the north cardinal mark (north cardinal and isolated 
danger mark on our chart plotter) due to the shipwreck of the Eleni K 
which ‘buckled amidships shortly after departing Thevenard’ on 29 
September 1966. It was refloated but the vessel was apparently ‘beyond 
repair‘ and moved to its current position.‘* Apparently it provides a 
great diving experience.  

*There is some information on this ship in the National Trust Museum at Ceduna 
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Goat Island Bird list: 4 & 5th May 2018 
• sooty oyster catchers, 
• pied cormorants,  
• hooded plovers  
• masked lapwings,  
• welcome swallows,  
• silver gulls, 
• singing honeyeaters, 
• little painted quails, 
• pacific gulls (adult and juvenile),  
• white faced herons, 
• a white bellied sea eagle,  and 
• cape barren geese. 

2

We have read of other yachts that have anchored 
here but you need to pick a good spot. Like other 
bays around the area, this one is full of weed and 
Andrew found that Google Earth wasn’t 
necessarily of any help defining where the useful 
sand patches were. And we definitely didn’t want 
to be anchoring near the rocks or the wreck! The 
swell seemed to stir up the sediment making the 
bottom impossible to see – but we were successful 
on our second try. 

It was around 1600 when we got the anchor down, 
and we headed ashore immediately, leaving the 
tidying up of the boat until we got back. We had 
an hour’s stroll on the island and despite our 
diligence we weren’t entirely successful at 
avoiding the mutton-bird nests; Andrew suddenly 
disappearing in front of me (a nest collapsed – he 
didn’t actually stand in a hole). Mutton-bird 
season officially ended in March so there should 
be no occupants underground and the only sign of 
life (death) that we saw were cleaned and dried 
bones outside some burrows (we did however see 
what was suspiciously like a dead mutton bird 
floating in the water on the sail over). 

Because of the predominant south-west swell 
wrapping around the corner of the island, there 
was a slight side rock overnight but as the wind 
had dropped significantly, the conditions were 
gentle and we hardy noticed it (though a monohull 
might have a different experience). 

. 
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St Peters Island 
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Some days just don’t turn out as you expect them! 

5th May 2018. When morning arrived we discovered a light northerly wind 
had arrived and we were technically on a lee shore. There was however not 
much point in moving too early as the sky was overcast and with the sun 
low in the sky it would be difficult to see sand patches at our next 
anchorage. Instead we greeted the sunrise with the birds; a white bellied sea 
eagle, a pair of pacific gulls, a pair of sooty oyster catchers, some pied 
cormorants and around half a dozen cape barren geese, including a couple 
who were courting and the dances, fights and shenanigans that went with 
that. 

When we did move it was to motor all the way; the wind was directly on 
our nose for most of the trip and the only sailable stint was that short 
anyway it wasn’t worth putting the sails up. Because the northern bay of St 
Peter’s Island is so shallow we thought we would hug the island as close as 
possible on a rising tide giving us plenty of leeway for what we assumed 
would be a couple of hours walk. However, finding a patch of sand proved 
to be a bit of a challenge (even though the clouds had now gone and it was 
bright blue sky) and we ended up anchoring someway from the beach in the 
still northerly wind. Coupled with an awkward south-westerly swell this 
made getting off Sengo a bit of a challenge. 

We had used Google Earth to locate the track, even taking a GPS point for 
checking but on the ground we just couldn’t find what we were looking for. 
Clearly our navigational skills were non-existent this day. So after several 
hours of wandering around the back of the dunes and wading knee high 
through the swamp (we could actually see our intended destination – we 
were looking for the access track to it) we found ourselves at an old shed, 
had some nuts and a drink to replenish our energy, and headed back to 
boat, having not fulfilled our aim of visiting the Homestead. It was after 
midday and we still had around 18 nautical miles to get to Laura Bay, in 
which we were expecting to spend the next few days hiding from the wind. 
(Of course when we checked Google Earth after getting back to Boat we 
could see exactly where we went wrong and exactly where we had needed 

2

to be. Hindsight and a 
clear mind are wonderful 
things!). 

St Peter’s Island 

Rock Parrots 

3

St Peter’s Island 
bird list: 

• rock parrots, 
• black faced cuckoo 

shrike, 
• singing honeyeater, 
• willy wagtail,  
• welcome swallow, 
• Australian pelican 
• pied oyster catcher, 
• sooty oyster 

catcher,  
• pacific gull,  
• silver gulls, 
• pied cormorant, 
• rock/feral pigeon, 
• Unknown tern 
• Unknown shore 

birds 
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6th May 2018. Laura Bay lies about 23 kilometres south of 
Ceduna by road and is open to the south but well protected 
from north, west and east winds. It is fairy shallow and sand 
flats are extensive at low tide. Sand patches however are good 
and we‘d put the anchor down where we would have around 
fifty centimetres under the keels at low tide.  

Laura Bay is surrounded by low hills and the area contained in 
the Laura Bay Conservation Park  (along the eastern edge of the 
bay) is covered in low heathy scrub (with some Mallee 
apparently - we didn’t see that much of the park), mangroves  
(including encroaching into Fox Creek), and sparsely covered 
low scrub on the more elevated sandstone headlands at its 
entrance. Official information claims that the vegetation in the 
park represents the original vegetation communities of the area 
before European arrival. A private residence obviously pre dates 
the park’s declaration in 1973 and has a lovely spot on the 
water’s edge. Beyond the Conservation Park boundary and 
along the western side of the bay lies farmland. 

Historically Laura Bay once had a landing area for ships taking 
wheat away from the district but this was demolished in 1937, 
and other infrastructure included a giant stone water tank with 
races. Completed in 1914, it was built to collect water for the 
local farmers in times of drought  (this is still standing– but 
there is no access to this building).   Bush camping is available 
in the park (permit required), but caravans are not allowed. 
Fishing, swimming and rock pool exploration is encouraged. As 
is bird watching 

We had started the morning’s excursion by heading across 
toward the exit of Fox Creek near the causeway but the low tide 
sand flats were too extensive to contemplate a landing. So, in 
order to get to shore, we actually headed around to Sandy 
Cove, outside Laura Bay itself but the beach is designated as the 
Laura Bay Conservation Park swimming spot. The cove is 
lovely; a band of clear sand extending nicely from the shore and 
then a lovely forest of various seaweed beyond that; it would be 

Laura Bay 

2

a great spot to take a dip or snorkel - 
if only it was a bit warmer.  

Sandy Cove 

Sandy Cove 
Laura Bay 

Laura Bay 

Looking South along the coast: Sandy 
Cove to the south: Laura Bay behind the 
photographer 
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On the interps board at one car park there is a schematic of 
the area that is slightly different from the schematic 
available on the web. The web-based schematic has a 
walking track along the cliff top from one car park to the 
other around the eastern entrance point to the bay and 
whilst there was no official looking track (I suspect the 
authorities are trying to discourage this from both a 
revegetation and safety point of view) we followed 
another’s footsteps along the coast. We were on shore 
around 90 minutes and we only saw a small part of the 
park, having done a loop around between the car parks and 
a quick wander along Fox Creek.  Whilst the predictions for 
slightly stronger winds had come true by the time we were 
heading back to Sengo, we timed it well and managed to get 
back on board without getting too wet from the oncoming 
waves. 

There are apparently grey kangaroos in the area but we saw 
none. We did spot a seal frolicking below the cliffs outside 
the bay and a school of fish making their way around the 
seaweed. 

The bird list for the morning’s exercise: welcome swallow, 
feral pigeons, pacific gulls, white faced herons, pied 
cormorants. Australian Pelicans, pied butcherbird, a flock 
of duck (wrong angle to the sun  - wasn’t identified), sooty 
oyster catchers, black swan, willy wagtail, singing 
honeyeater, grey shrike thrush. 100 bird species have been 
listed here but that would include migratory shore birds. 

1

Timing is everything!  

7th May 2018. The morning sky was blue and there wasn’t a cloud in the sky. It was chilly but 
warming up. It was also windy. The morning was still blowing northerlies (up to 30 knots) but we 
noticed the forecast had changed somewhat from the previous night. There was now a transition 
period between the north west winds and the predicted south west winds. A period of westerly winds 
was scheduled for about the same time as it would take us to get to the protection of Smoky Bay. We 
couldn’t go too early, Smoky Bay is open to the north west. We couldn’t leave it too late, or the wind 
would be just off our nose; too close to sail in and too close for comfort. We unfurled the genoa just 
after 1200 and started briskly. The main we left packed away. Blowing 20 odd knots true wind speed 
had us setting a respectable pace - mid 6 knots speed over ground - but the wind soon dropped off and 
we were ranging between 3.3 and 4.5 knots for the last third of the trip. What I had completely failed 
to notice (I was distracted with a side swell and looking for the small oyster farm in amongst the large 
lease area) was that there were clouds gathering on the horizon.  

As we got closer to Smoky Bay we assessed our anchoring options. There was a reasonably large 
looking patch of lighter (sandy) sand (according to Google Earth) to the west of the bay opposite the 
boat ramp. That might be an option to anchor, in slightly deeper water than our last anchorage, and 
closer to ‘town’ (such that it is). Now we noticed the clouds. We could still see blue sky above them 

Fox Creek 

Fox Creek 
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few nautical miles; a good thing when coasting on one engine 
to save fuel has your speed over ground averaging just below 5 
knots.  All went well for the most part, a slight swell apparent 
as we turned southwest on our final trajectory. As the swell got 
a bit bigger I wondered how Tiger was coping. There was little 
distance between the tops of the swell peaks and whilst I had 
seen the predictions of 2-3 meters I was not worried until….. 

By the time I noticed the swell with the breaking wave on top 
of it, it was only three crests away from us. By the time I 
roused Andrew, it was two crests away from us, and by the 
time we were struggling to put the second engine on it was 
upon us – over four meters high straight on with a breaking 
wave and a not so smooth back (we were looking up to the top 
of it as we headed into this wall of water). A pro surfer would 
have appreciated this apparition – he would have just turned 
around and surfed it home. We, on the other hand, braced for 
the jarring of the bottom of the descent. And then braced for 
the next one, for it, whilst not having the white water on the 
top, seemed to give us a further fall and a heavier landing than 
the one before it. Andrew wondered whether this isolated 
phenomenon was part of Goalen Rocks (listed as heavily 
breaking on the chart) but we were over one nautical mile 

Sitting in 
the only 

warm and 
sunny spot 
in the boat. 

2

but the white fluffy tops of large cumulous loomed over grey 
drab stratus. It wasn’t particularly dark and I asked Andrew if 
he thought it was ominous. He didn’t think so. I tended to 
agree with him. It wasn’t until a few minutes later when I 
went out onto the deck in a now 18 plus knot south westerly 
that I realised it wasn’t what was in front of our boat that was 
going to be an issue; it was what was behind it! Low cumulous 
was coming in fast with cold rain, the blue of the sky as well as 
the sun had been blocked out to various extents and a band of 
dark grey rain was making its way south. Great. The wind is 
blowing one way, the rain is coming from the opposite 
direction. We can’t see the substrate in an area full of weed 
and we have an impending storm racing at us at an unknown 
speed. As the cold wind and occasional raindrop reminded me 
I only had a t-shirt and shorts on, we looked for this new 
sandy patch. It wasn’t going to work. Under the 
circumstances, I suggested to Andrew, that we might just be 
better off going back to our original anchor mark. I wasn’t 
going to be able to see the bottom there either but at least we 
had a guide as to where good holding might be. It did take us 
two tries in an unforgiving wind (Andrew tells me the wind 
was then blowing 25 knots) but we were relieved when the 
anchor held. Of course, just as we could relax the stratus 
cleared and the sun came out! 

 The main part of the rain band had so far missed us to the 
north and east – but not by much and around 30 minutes later 
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the wind, having dropped somewhat 
when the sun came out, picked up 
again and the rain came down. Briefly 
at least. The air was now positively 
cold and the sun was trying desperately 
to poke out between the higher clouds. 
We were glad we were stationery 
(technically -we were actually swinging 
quite a bit on anchor). The outlook for 
the rest of the afternoon was bleak but 
the weather eventually cleared. As it 
was Monday we had missed dinner at 
the Community Club and there would 
be no further exploring of the ‘town’ 
(no oyster tasting (we didn’t get to it 
last time)); we were only scheduled to 
be here for one night. 

1

8th May 2018. The sun didn’t rise this 
morning. It wasn’t quite Armageddon 
but all that was visible was a thin line 
of soft yellow between the horizon 
above Smoky Bay township and a 
thick stratus grey. As was predicted 
there was little wind, and we raised the 
anchor around 0720. It was almost a 
straight motor to the Franklin Islands 
–the short stint of light breeze (less 
than 10 knots) gave us about half a 
knot boost with the genoa up for 
around an hour coming out of Smoky 
Bay, but after that the wind dropped 
off and was from entirely the wrong 
direction to be useful. We cut a few 
corners on the way, skirting over very 
shallow water but deep enough for me 
to be confident we would get through. 
By doing this we reduced our trip by a 

Franklin Islands 
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but Andrew got it 
going again. We 
headed north east 
and were half way 
up along the eastern 
most of the two large 
islands of the group when it started to make funny noises 
again and we thought we had better turn around again. 
Pity. I was looking forward to seeing Lilliput – the small 
island off the eastern end of this group. Lilliput’s enemies 
in Gulliver’s Travels on were on Blefuscu and I note that 
an island of this name lies south of the westernmost large 
island in this group. Of course the question of scale and 
distance and estimated location is a bit out from the 
original story (‘travelogue’) (but is there any point in 
arguing a piece of fiction?). When the tinnie stalled again 
we were closer to Sengo (a good thing if we had to row 
as it was an outgoing tide) but Andrew managed to get it 
going. A few fiddles with the motor cap off and we tried 
again. ‘To no avail. The only entities that got any 
pleasure out of this foray where the two dolphins that 
decided to ride the tinnie’s bow wave before we finally 
got back to Sengo (perhaps if we needed to we could 
have grabbed a tow!!).  
Eventually Andrew decided 
he needed a clear head to deal 
with this so we tied the tinnie 
back up to the davits and went 

inside for a cup of tea……As 
the tinnie was deemed 
unreliable for long forays, it 
seems I was not destined to 
explore around Lilliput, 
Blefuscu or the other three 
islands in this group.  Not this 
time anyway 
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away and we hadn’t got these conditions on 
our way north in the same area several weeks 
earlier. Shortly after this uncomfortable ride 
the sea was back to a gentle rocking swell.   

An unfortunate consequence of this little 
experience was the temporary jam of the 
anchor. This morning I had forgotten to 
follow the new practice of finalising the raised 
anchor (put in place so our bolts are less likely 
to sheer off again) and as a result the anchor, 
upon impact with the jarring of the boat, 
jammed itself in the anchor well. A hammer 
was useless but eventually Andrew worked 
out how to free it – it was just as well, we had 
twenty minutes until we needed to use it. 

We were escorted into the anchorage on the 
northern side of the large western island of 
the Franklin Islands by a friendly group of 
common dolphins, (large adults and young 
calves amongst the ranks), and they provided 
some distraction from trying to find the sand 
patches that you can clearly see on Google 
Earth. Unfortunately these sand patches are 
at depth my eyes could not easily determine 
and so we ended up jagging an anchorage 
spot that I was not so certain about. 
Immediately the engines were off the swell 
and current turned us around – which wasn’t 
such a bad thing as our back cockpit now had 
a view of the western island. And I had a 
view of how close the rocks of the point were! 

The cloud cover that had blotted out 
everything in the morning was breaking up 
when we anchored, and after lunch, when we 
looked at going for a bit of an explore, most 
of it had gone. The day was looking up. The 
sun was shining and it was actually feeling a 
bit warm. However, all good news must come 
at a price and before we had left Sengo the 
tinnie motor indicated it was not happy. It 
stalled within a few feet of the mother ship 
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Toward the Isles of St Francis 

9th May 2018. It was a genoa assisted 
motor sail to St Francis Island; another 
grey morning - although there were 
some patches of blue. I was hoping 
they would burn off by the time we got 
to our destination so we could go for 
an explore after lunch but after a brief 
period of rain and a short burst of sun 
by the time we got to anchor, there 
was more cloud coverage than when 
we had got out of bed; the patches of 
blue between the grey as elusive as the 
sand patches along this beach!  

We tried anchoring in a different sand 
patch than we had on the 1st April – 
tucked in a bit closer to the rocks. It 
still took us three goes to line up the 
anchor with the sand– the wind was 
definitely not helping even though at 
around 10 knots it wasn’t all that 
strong.  

Eventually I got what I’d hoped for 
with the sky, there was more blue than 
grey and the drab mats of cloud had 
formed into a slightly more friendly 
gathering of cumulous. But there was 
no time for exploring; Andrew was 
busy trying to work out what was 
wrong with our tinnie. He drained the 

Isles of St Francis 

1

At least it was a good sail! 

11th May 2018. Having spent the previous two nights rocking 
from side to side and swinging further around toward the 
beach and rocks in reasonably consistent winds around the 20 
odd knot mark, we decided this morning that perhaps we 
would try to get to shore to explore the ruins and the 
lighthouse (the reason we were here), so we could be on our 
way to the next destination. Tomorrow was actually supposed 
to be a calmer day but the wind direction was changing again 
and if we weren’t going to be on the shore with Sengo we were 
going to be mighty close; so our excursion was shifted to this 
morning, along with the drenching that would entail as the 
surf beach looked particularly active.  

On the plus side, the morning had arrived with a bright sun 
and some significant patches of blue around the usual grey (It 
had rained several times over the previous 24 hours). A fishing 
boat that had arrived in the dark overnight and anchored a bit 
further off shore was still around until mid morning but they 
left before we attempted to get off boat. In Andrew’s 
dismantling of the tinnie engine he’d found a large blockage of 
‘gumf’ and we hoped that had been the problem all along – so 
not expecting any issues we loaded up our backpacks full of 
cameras, binoculars and light weight raincoats and prepared 
for our day’s explore. But… the tinnie wouldn’t start. Or rather 
it would start and then would die within 5 seconds. Something 
was still not right. We were clearly not going to get off onto St 
Francis’ Island on this trip (our second visit) and Andrew 
needed somewhere not affected by swell for further 
investigation. After a cuppa we headed for Davenport Creek. 

I got a bit wet lifting the anchor as a short light shower decided 
to grace us just at that time, and the wind was decidedly cold. 

2

petrol and put new fuel in, and repositioned the tank in its 
locker. This seemed to have some effect so when we took it for 
a short test run he commented it was sounding much better. 
‘Are you sure it’s fixed,’ I asked as we zoomed further and 
further away from Sengo on a dropping tide. Prudently we 
returned turned around; toward the troop of frolicking 
bottlenose dolphins - but they didn’t want to play. We 
wouldn’t have been much fun anyway – because the engine 
died again. So Andrew spent the rest of the afternoon pulling it 
apart! 

Morning: Franklin Islands 

Morning: Franklin Islands Morning: Franklin 
Islands 

Morning St Francis 

Leaving St 
Francis 
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We were also heading across toward 
drab grey skies and ironically as we 
passed the Lacy Islands I looked 
back to see St Francis Island bathed 
in sunshine. The wind was blowing 
in the 20’s and we were scooting 
along at 7 plus knots for most of the 
trip. We even managed to sail up 
Tourville Bay and into Davenport 
Creek with the genoa but we 
dropped the sail and put both 
motors on when the wind dropped 
below 10 knots. The anchor was 
down at around 1530 in 
approximately the same spot as our 
last visit in April 2018. 

1

12th May 2018.  ‘Another nice day. 
Sunshine, light cumulous clouds, 
blue sky. Why is it that when we 
finally get really nice days when we 
could comfortably go exploring we 
are impeded with urgent 
maintenance and cleaning? Whilst 
Andrew pondered and stripped the 
motor of the tinnie (including 
dismantling and reconstructing the 
fuel pump) I set about cleaning up 
some of the Helm station; small 
smatterings of mould were cleared 
from the ceiling, the top deck under 
our storage bag was wiped down of 
the remnants of dust storm Denial 
Bay (it is amazing just how much 
dust gets into spots when you are 
supposedly fully covered) and I 
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finally polished the clears, both 
outside and in (this job has had 
several false starts recently as it 
requires washing them before 
polishing them and for one 
reason or another the washing 
has been all I’ve been up to 
before moving again, harsh 
winds and salt sprays, or… 
Denial Bay dust storms!). 

We had come back to 
Davenport Creek for its shelter 
and we were very surprised to 
get a low but annoying swell 
making its way all the way to 
the end of the navigable creek 
late in the afternoon. By this 
time though, Andrew had come 
to the conclusion we possibly 
needed professional help and 
bar one suggestion from the 
internet* which he will try in 
the morning, it is quite possible 
we will be heading back to 
Ceduna (again!) on the morrow.  

*There is sporadic internet 
reception at the top end of the 
creek (depends which way the 
boat is facing!!)– and no 
reception near its confluence 
with Tourville Bay. 

1

13 May 2018. The morning was 
a complete success! The 
suggestion from the net worked. 
The tinnie didn’t die as it was 
running tied up to the back of 
Sengo and we breathed a sigh 
of relief. Tick. We could start 
planning the next steps. 
Looking at our food availability 

2

(and more importantly 
Tiger’s food availability vs 
what he was currently eating) 
we thought we’d make a 
quick stop into Ceduna for a 
stock up before heading 
south – ish. Andrew at this 
stage was prepared to revisit 
some of the missed (and 
misinterpreted) islands again 
– those that we didn’t explore 
properly – and for that I was 
grateful. Anchor was up late 
morning and down near the 
Ceduna Jetty in the early 
afternoon. After a quick 
lunch we piled ourselves and 
our shopping trolleys into the 
tinnie to head to shore. The 
engine started beautifully and 
we let go. And then it 
stopped! Arrrghh. What to 
do – if we went back to boat 
we were without supplies 
(although we would survive 
until tomorrow). If we went 
to shore to get our shopping 
would we get back again? 
We took the chance.  

After our shopping foray and 
with trolleys loaded to the 
hilt we pulled the tinnie off 
the sand (dropping tide) and 
jumped in. Andrew got it 
started, briefly. I had the 
paddles out and kept the 
motion going. Andrew got 
the tinnie started again and it 
died around two feet from 
the back of our tie off point 
on Sengo. We were going to 
need professional help. 
Clearly - we weren’t leaving 
just yet. 



 

© Trish Ebert www.purringalong.com.au 14 

Aboard Sengo May 2018 

1

14th & 15th May 2018. We used our only local contact 
to get a recommendation for a mechanic for our tinnie 
issue, and organised to get the carburetor cleaned on 
Tuesday afternoon. Monday was spent on boat with a 
little tidying and cleaning, the usual reading, and, as is 
becoming more prevalent, keeping warm. The sun is 
rising later in the morning and going down earlier in 
the evening; it is still pitch black at 0630 and it wasn’t 
all that long ago when I was wide-awake at a bright 
0500. Overnight temperatures are below ten degrees 
and Andrew is complaining we are not far enough 
north! Both Monday and Tuesday mornings were 
foggy. Tuesday we had to get the carby ashore for 
cleaning mid afternoon but as the conditions were so 
ideal Andrew rowed ashore around lunch time. We 
walked up to the Oyster Barn for lunch (advertised 
locally as the Oyster Bar but as that now seems to be a 
franchise around the country, I suspect they have had 
to change their name) and indulged in some local 
oysters this time. Options included recipes for natural, 
grilled and steamed oysters; we stuck to the traditional 
Kilpatrick – but with a cheese twist. The walk back 
included coffee at the bakery – where we chatted with 
two lots of caravanners, and nosing around a couple 
of electronic stores. The cleaning of the carby was 
only to take an hour so whilst Andrew sat on the 
foreshore and admired the scenery I totted off to the 
railway line hoping to get some photographs of the big 
orange caterpillar (the train). Of course I didn’t see it. 
The local constabulary doing their rounds also said 
hello (they remembered us from Anzac Day – we 
can’t hide anywhere!). Finally, with the cleaned carby 
back in our hands Andrew rowed back to Sengo. Now 

Ceduna Jetty – 14th May 2018 

Ceduna Jetty – 14th May 2018 

Ceduna Jetty – 15th May 2018 

Ceduna – Again! 
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all Andrew had to do was to refit it. 
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17th -20th May 2018. Neither of us remember much 
of the 17th – we were probably overwhelmed at the 
thought we would be around at least for another 
week. And the contemplation then, that when all 
was fixed, it was probably too late to revisit our 
missed archipelago opportunities without risking 
hypothermia. It was getting cold. And Skipper was 
getting grumpy! 

The stratocumulus of the 18th, (where the cold of 
the day kept us inside and not inspired to do much 
until I got some unexplained inspiration upon dark 
and did two loads of hand washing (and hung 
them out overnight when the drizzle came down)), 
turned into a precipitous homogenous blanket on 
the morning of the 19th before actually giving some 
variety in the cloud department over the day. We 
were now hauling ourselves out of bed late; around 
the 0930-1030 mark as there is not much point 
getting out of bed into the cold if you don’t have 
to. The forecast for the 18th was 18 degrees.  

The forecast for the 19th was 20 degrees. And when 
the sun came out it was actually warm (there was 
no or very little wind). Of all the days to have 
visitors it was today – two lots – one turning up 
just after I’d had a hissy fit about the state of the 
boat. Fortunately for my sense of pride, they did 
not take the offer up of rafting up and coming 
inside as they had to beat the tide for razor fish 
fishing. The second visitor just came by with his 
son to have a quick chat– these guys we knew 
better and I would have invited them on-board 
except that we were covered in suds from feet to 
knees – we were busy scrubbing the decks. By mid 
afternoon a basic scrub had been done, and the 
walkways down Sengo’s sides were within 
tolerance white. Why don’t visitors turn up when 
the boat is clean?  

2

As the afternoon was getting cold we retreated 
inside to watch the Essendon vs Geelong AFL 
match – an Essendon win surprising Andrew; a 
Geelong loss surprising me. In the scheme of things 
it didn’t really matter, it is only football after all.  

The 20th brought blue skies in the cold early 
morning and no cloud. However eventually soft 
fluffy cumulous filled the sky, and in between the 
shadows it was quite warm. So warm in fact that I 
was startled to see the temperature gauge that I had 
brought outside to convince Andrew it wasn’t that 
bad, was reading over 30 degrees! As pleasant as 
that sounds we are now casting doubt on its 
complete accuracy… A bit more tidying up ensued 
and the boat was beginning to look respectable. Of 
course we didn’t get any visitors today but at least 
we were ready if someone did turn up. The 
washing that had been out came in and finished 
drying off in the warmest spot in the house – the 
helm station; a position that Tiger also took full 
advantage of 

 

16th May 2018. It was a delicate and fiddly job – 
and it didn’t quite go to plan. Without going into 
detail – the cleaning job from the professional was 
a success – the reinstallation was not. In a nut shell 
we have ended up having to order some new parts 
for the tinnie outboard. And of course they have to 
come through the distributor from Sydney. We 
expect to be waiting around a week. This will be a 
week of being house bound unless something 
inspirational comes along; Andrew isn’t all that 
keen about rowing the tinnie to and from the shore. 
And neither am I! 



 

© Trish Ebert www.purringalong.com.au 16 

Aboard Sengo May 2018 

Studies from 
above a bucket 

Well, I wasn’t going 
to use the waterproof 
camera and put my 
hand in with it!  

1

21st May 2018. 2 degrees! I knew it was cold when I got up at 0600 to feed 
Tiger. It is a long cry from Andrew’s ‘not wanting to be anywhere where the 
average temperature is less than 24’ (admittedly the 2 degrees was the worst 
overnight temperature and the day was expected to bring 20 degrees but it was 
not exactly where we wanted to be). It was a good day to defrost the fridge  
(which was desperate and was running out of food) although drying the fridge 
and freezer drawers in the sun meant the metal got quite hot. I placed the 
thermometer back outside and it read 37 degrees at one point. Seals cleaned and 
massaged, the draws went back and the food followed (the frozen meat only 
there for convenience as we’ve had electrical issues and we know it is cuspish). 

In the late afternoon we sat in the sun and did some fishing off the back. The 
squid jig producing nothing and the bait fishing for both of us only resulted in 
us feeding the fish. 

23rd May 2018. We’ve been here six months! Or at least that’s what some 
fisherman on the jetty apparently thinks (and what Andrew feels). And we have 
become the talk of at least some of the town. Some staff at the Ceduna Sailing 
Club have noticed us come and go (even asking the local police who we were?). 
Other town residents have discussed us over drinks at 50th birthday parties and 
tourists have enquired of the locals about the yacht anchored just off the south 
side of the jetty.  

We were looking forward to today. Our parts for the tinnie engine were 
expected from Sydney and the call came around 1000 (a big thanks to Anthony 
and Jenny at Ceduna Metal Solutions for being our delivery address). Andrew 
rowed to shore for what was hoped to be the last use of the oars for a while, and 
we rowed back hopeful that what was in the bubble wrap jiffy bag would solve 
our issues.  Unfortunately it was not to be. The replacement parts were for 
upgrades from our model engine and looked ‘almost’ the same. The bolt that 
was ordered was no longer necessary on the new top plate to the carby but that 
didn’t look the same. The old bolt was stuck inside a barrel that Andrew had 
asked for and the only piece he really needed – which wasn’t actually sent! We 
had been waiting a week in deteriorating temperatures for a part that was not 
sent! It was not looking good. However, a bit of head scratching, improvisation 
and bastardisation between old and new parts got the engine going….but not on 
low throttle. The choke would only work fully on. Something was still not right. 
So, going back to the local mechanic we looked at our options. He thankfully 
agreed to meet us at 1700 – Andrew had to row back to shore  - to have a look 
at boat in water. In the end the engine got taken away and we were going to 
have to row back to Sengo again. The hope had been that we’d get to the 
Ceduna Sailing Club for a celebratory dinner tonight and maybe leave 
tomorrow or Friday. There wouldn’t be a celebratory dinner – but we would be 
on shore anyway – a normal dinner would be good enough.  

It had taken until a conversation with a local last week to work out if the 
Ceduna Sailing Club was actually open for dinner. The website/Facebook page 
states dinner is available on Wed and Friday nights but from where Sengo was 
anchored the place looked dead. Tinted windows don’t help and the main car 
park used is to the south of the buildings – we can only see the north. The 
schnitzels are the rage here – chicken, beef, pork, or squid – with a range of 
sauces. I had squid Kilpatrick – just to be different – a bit like the oysters we’d 
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through the back of the salt marsh country 
and over land that I couldn’t work out if it 
had been used for industrial enterprises in 
the distant past or was just the local 
dumping ground; scattered everywhere was 
old rusty metal, old tyres, palings and lots 
and lots of broken glass. We emerged back 
into civilised roads, crossed the railway line 
and thought we would have a quick look at 
the boat ramp – not that we were going to 
use it – it was way too far away from town 
to be useful to us.  

We were spotted by a local we’d already 
met (for the grand total of ten minutes the 
week before), who promptly offered us the 
use of his car for the three or so hours he’d 
be out fishing; a delightful offer but due to 
the timing of the afternoon we were unable 
to accept (Thanks C). Bless his cotton socks 
though, after we had got back to Sengo 
(with a working tinnie engine) he and A 
delivered a fresh catch of local fish to us on 
their way home! ‘Got to love the generosity 
of the locals around here! 

2

had a few days before. We 
had a quick chat to K of the 
Club – who noted we had 
been noticed going to and 
from town, and to R & B, 
fellow yachties from Lake 
Macquarie. The water was 
a chilly fresh when we 
retrieved our tinnie and rowed back to Sengo around 
2030. 

Hindsight is a wonderful thing! The tinnie engine 
is running again – and it was okay all the time!!?? 

24th May 2018. After a service and some testing the 
mechanic was having as much of an issue getting the 
thing to run in low idle as we were. But he eventually 
solved the problem. And as soon as he reported it this 
morning, Andrew could have kicked himself. The 
problem was in the fuel line.  The rogue wave had 
certainly jiggled the engine around, but it had also upset 
the connection to the fuel and just a small gap was 
enough to let too much air in to make it play up. It was 
the only part of the system Andrew hadn’t checked! We 
have had this problem before (in Tin Can Bay several 
years ago) but it didn’t even rate on Andrew’s radar. So, 
we have spent several hundred dollars on parts we didn’t 
really need and spent days not traveling or exploring 
waiting around in the cold for an issue that could have 
been sorted relatively quickly had we thought back three 
years! Hindsight is a wonderful thing. The upside of this: 
the engine did get a service.  

Having arranged for the return and reinstatement of our 
engine late in the afternoon, we headed to shore around 
hunch time for a quick bite to eat, and a walk. Having 
had no exercise for a week (being boat bound) was 
starting to play on my nerves.  Lunch was at the local 
pizza and pasta shop (‘Bills’ across from the Info Centre 
where one of the Thursday lunch specials was a huge 
plate of roast beef and vegies for $12. Andrew had a small 
pizza). We then headed out of town. 

We didn’t get quite as far as I wanted as Andrew’s knees 
started to play up. I had intended to walk along Shelly 
Beach but as we started the walk after lunch and had to be 
back to the tinnie by 1600 we slightly changed our plans. 
We did follow the Shelly Beach Road to Shelly Beach but 
instead of walking along the beach to the Shelly Beach 
Caravan Park – we turned in the opposite direction, 
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Finally on our way 
south – or are we? 

25th May 2018. We 
pulled ourselves out of 
bed a little later than I 
had originally planned 
but the anchor was up 
by mid morning and we 
had a lovely genoa only 
sail south, around the 
Thevenard Port corner 
into Bosanquet Bay and anchored 800 meters off Shelly Beach. 
This wasn’t exactly an intimate view because of the distance but 
as I hadn’t got to do a rubbish run before we left town and I knew 
there was a rubbish bin at the end of Shelly Beach Road, there 
was perhaps still the chance to walk along this sand. To avoid 
some really low patches we had followed the shipping channel 
out, but diverged as soon as we could, leaving the lateral marks to 
the sea birds. One black-faced cormorant had us in stitches 
coming into our anchorage. Not only did he do one fly by, he did 
five, each time circling and getting closer, and on the last pass 
almost landed on the helm station roof. In the end he gave up and 
landed in the water – had he only been a few minutes later we 
would have been anchored and he would have had a relatively 
stationary landing pad! We put the anchor down in good clear 

sand (Google 
Earth 

indicates there 
is a large area 
along the 
extent of the 
beach that has 
good clear 
large patches 
of sand) and 
the anchor 
held strong 

and fast first 
go. 

26th May 2018. Dust. And more dust. At around 0900 the low 
southern horizon was filled with a line of reddy-brown dust. All 
coming from our north! The predicted winds for this day were 15 
– 20 knots. Andrew had seen 27 on the gauges before mid 
morning. Ceduna had recorded 30 so far but I assume Thevenard 
is possibly a better indication as the silos are closer to us than 
Ceduna town centre (not knowing exactly where each of the 
anemometers are (I suspect the Ceduna one is probably at the 
airport)). Of course all this dust means we are going to be red 

The 28th and 29th May were spent 
hiding near the Denial Bay Jetty 
from winds from the west and 
southwest. (we went to  Denial  
Bay instead of Davenport Creek 
for better internet reception) On 
the 28th we were greeted with blue 
skies but they turned to grey mid 
afternoon. On the 29th, after a 
morning shower, we had blue 
skies again. Temperatures were 
mild and winds generally gusting 
to mid twenties. Tiger was getting 
fussy with his food and we read a 
lot. 

The only photo I got of our circling cormorant – through 
the clears 
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again and I will be up for another 
day (or two) of scrubbing the 
cushions – perhaps it is what we 
should expect in the desert. Our 
initial plans based on the 
bom.gov.au forecast (and we 
know how accurate that is around 
here!) had been to sit out today’s 
northerly, and possibly 
tomorrow’s slightly lighter 
weather, before riding Monday’s 
northerly down to Streaky Bay 
where it would be turning into a 
south-westerly by the evening and 
we would be appropriately 
protected. The swell predictions 
however don’t look good on 
Monday and I wondered whether 
this would delay our departure. 
Already we had seen stronger 
winds than predicted and if we 
didn’t want the 2-3meter swell on 
Monday (I definitely didn’t want 
the 2-3 meter swell on Monday) 
then our short stay before 
departure in Bosanquet Bay will 
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If at first you don’t succeed, then try again. If your second 
attempt isn’t successful, then perhaps a third isn’t prudent.  

30th May 2018. ‘Do you think we are finally leaving Ceduna?’ 
Andrew asked me as we motored away from Denial Bay Jetty at 
around 0840. ‘Oh I hope so’, I replied. My mind however was 
hopeful but not convinced. There was no wind, or rather none of any 
significance, so we motored all the way across to St Peters Island for 
a second attempt at visiting the Homestead. We anchored in the 
same spot, got a holding immediately and got ready to ride the swell 
into shore. Unfortunately our anchoring location was in line with the 
south westerly swell (as it had been last time) and we had a light 
northerly breeze (as we had last time). I think the swell might have 
been a tad bigger on this occasion but was predicted to drop over the 
next few hours so hopefully it would be less when we returned. 
Getting off in a swell is challenging, difficult and often dangerous. 
We had to time ourselves well. Bags packed, appropriate clothes 
sourced and we lowered the tinnie, struggling to hold it off the lifting 
hull. Almost falling into it Andrew pulled the throttle. And it didn’t 
start. He tried again. Same thing. A sputter but no continuous purr. 
Really! After all we’d been through. There was no point, in these 
conditions doing any more. We needed a quieter corner to examine 
the engine. Our original plan had been (after a walk on St Peters 
Island) to head to Laura Bay as an overnight stop on our way back 
(finally) to Streaky Bay. Last time we’d been to Laura Bay we had 
been surprised with the lack of swell despite it’s southern opening. 
The other option was to go back to Davenport Bay, further away 
from Streaky Bay but closer to Ceduna should we need to go back. 
Andrew was hoping the engine was just cold (we hadn’t started it 
since getting it back from the mechanic). I hoped he was right.  

The move wasn’t that easy though. After getting the tinnie back on 
board (not all that smooth a job in a swell) we tried to lift the anchor. 
Unfortunately the bridle clip and adjoining single rope was entwined 
several times around the anchor chain and it wouldn’t fit through the 
gap. The last time it was this bad we were in the Kimberley and we 
tried going in circles to unwind it. We weren’t trying this now, 
especially in this swell. With the use of the spinnaker rope and some 
spare line we eventually got it free and the anchor up. Now for the 18 
or so nautical miles to Laura Bay. Whilst the trip was an easy motor, 
the anchoring was not. We went back to our old mark (still with 0.5 
meter leeway at low tide) and I found somehow now the chain had 
caught in the windlass. Was 
this day not going to give us 
a break? Ten minutes of 
brute force, a hammer and a 
screwdriver fixed that issue. 
Now for the tinnie. And the 
blasted thing started first go!! 
Although it didn’t seem its 
bull roaring self. Andrew 
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said it sounded ‘lazy’. Some 
more adjustment may be 
needed but at least it goes! 

To salvage some adventure out 
of the day I thought perhaps, 
now that we had confirmed the 
tinnie engine was going, that 
we could just do an afternoon 
motor around the Bay; a bit of 
bird watching perhaps. Even 
that was not easy – we couldn’t 
get near the edge of the Bay 
due to the low and dropping 
tide and the chop from the 
wind (reading 10-12 knots 
southerly instead of the 
predicted 5!) meant we were 
soaked by the time we got back 
to Sengo – all of 20 minutes 
after we had left.  

Friends of St Peters and 
St Francis Islands work 
with ‘Parks staff to re-
vegetate and rejuvenate 
the Islands back into their 
original state. Brush-
tailed Bettongs and 
Greater Stick Nest Rats 
have been successfully 
reintroduced onto St 
Peters Island. If you talk 
to ‘Parks staff members, 
they will give you hints 
on how to see these 
elusive little creatures. 
Our original adventure 
on the island wasn’t what 
we expected and todays 
attempt to get ashore, 
non-existent.  

The Bettongs will have to 
wait. 

A working tinnie - finally 
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31st May 2018. Our trip south from Laura Bay toward Streaky Bay was mixed; a motor start for the first 
hour as the wind was directly behind us, and then a spinnaker run out of Waterwitch Channel with a 
large, three staged jibe, to turn south along the eastern side of the Franklin Islands, (scooting past 
Lilliput Island (well, at least I can say I saw it)) before dropping the spinnaker just north of Point Brown 
when the true wind speed started being steady in the early twenties and we decided that we were just a 
little overpowered (Because of the load on the sail we actually blew out the spinnaker line tweaker as 
we dropped it.) Our spinnaker is rated to 35 knots but we only really bought it for light winds.  As it 
was, the wind angle coming into the Streaky Bay waterway would have been difficult anyway and in 
the end, with just the genoa up, this last section of the journey was quite uncomfortable – we had a 
dropping tide, a westerly tidal movement, a northerly wind (with an 11 nautical mile fetch) and a south-
westerly swell. Some side encountered waves had me apologising to Tiger who was hunkered in the 
corner on the couch with his paw over his nose - and I am sure he was thinking something along the 
lines of ‘I don’t want to know’ as he was 
bounced around. Our departure from Laura 
Bay had been two hours later than I’d wished 
for but dark, (very) cold mornings (0.4 at 
Ceduna, 0.00 on our temperature guage 
inside) don’t inspire one to move quickly. 
Fortunately with a great spinnaker run (which 
started with us doing 4.5 SOG but ended with 
us averaging 8’s) we made good time and 
caught up an hour. The anchor was down on 
the south side of Eba Island (approximately 7 
nautical miles north of Streaky Bay township) 
around 20 minutes before sunset. 

A couple of extra notes on Ceduna. 

Passage Planning Notes: When we first looked at finding cruising information on this area we found 
little of any use. Of course just as we are leaving we found a bit more. There are a couple of write-ups 
on the web done of passages by yachties that note that they contacted Thevenard Port for access to fill 
up with water. I don’t know if this is still an option. 

Swimming Enclosure: We found it curious that there was a swimming enclosure off the Streaky Bay 
Jetty and a swimming enclosure off the Smoky Bay Jetty, but there wasn’t one off the Ceduna Jetty. 
In one report I read that Denial Bay was popular with several species of shark so I can’t imagine them 
deliberately avoiding the jetty. Talking to the locals however, it seems that an upgrade to the Ceduna 
Jetty is imminent. A swimming enclosure is part of the upgrade and the idea is to construct pavilions 
on the end of it like the jetty at Smoky Bay. I wonder however, if this will mean removing the area for 
berthing. 


