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August represented a change of pace for us and 
we actually started cruising. Although we’d 
technically left the Gold Coast (very) late in July, 
the journey north this month almost felt surreal – 
we were back to ‘normal’ after a long and 
sustained, inactive (as far as sailing goes) period; 
whatever ‘normal’ means, or ‘meant’ sometime in 
the past. We were of course now down to only 
two crew and that changed the dynamic of our 
days, but rather than looking backward we 
directed ourselves forward, focusing on the 
aspirational destination of the Great Barrier Reef. 
We summised we had left it a bit late to get back 
to the ‘Whitsunday’s’ in the short period left in this 
year’s cruising season (we haven’t been there 
since 2016), but there were other destinations on 
the journey north that we could visit, some of 
which we have enjoyed before, and some which 
would be completely new. New anchorages 
visited in August 2020 included Rooney Point on 
Platypus Bay, Fraser Island, and Turkey Beach in 
Rodd Harbour on the Curtis Coast. Mostly the 
weather was fine, if not a bit windy in places, but 
the daytime temperatures, on the whole, were 
increasing; and we feel we’ve finally reached an 
area of Andrew’s average temperature 
requirement of 24 degrees Celsius! From a social 
point of view we caught up with boats that we 
hadn’t seen for some time – catching up with 
Vanagi early on, and spending most of the month 
travelling in company with Anapa. 
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A couple of ‘not so happy’ boats! 

Burnett Heads Rooney Point 

Kingfisher Bay, Fraser Island 

Looking toward Platypus Bay, Fraser Island 

Looking toward Platypus Bay, Fraser Island 

Looking toward Hervey Bay. 
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1st August 2020. First August. 
First long trip this year, and first 
trip without Tiger (and this 
reflection made for a sombre 
journey). The anchor was up at 
0700, the wind was blowing 
somewhere between 0.3 and 
2.5 knots, and we wondered 
whether we’d be motoring all 
the way! None-the-less we put a 
full main up and motored away 
from the anchorage. When we 
reached the first marks where 
we turn north, the wind had 
picked up to around 10 knots 
True but the angle wasn’t useful 
and we only put the genoa out 
when we got to the top of 
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Macleay Island - as we turned north-west toward Banana Bank. At 
0950 we turned north-east and one engine went off but the 
doldrums seemed to be following us, and as we travelled north 
the overall predicted wind for the area seemed to be at every 
monitoring station that we weren’t. The second engine went off at 
1230 just north of Tangalooma… for all of five minutes! The wind 
did pick up as we cleared Morton Island, but we couldn’t yet take 
advantage of it, as the channel out of here, whilst of reasonable 
width to start with, does get thinner and the wind angle meant we 
had to suffer the conditions until we hit the 25 meter mark before 
we could turn the engines off and turn at an angle where we could 
comfortably sail. 
By this time it was 1510 and we’d been motor sailing for 8 hours! 
It was much longer than we’d hoped, but necessary to maintain a 
speed to get us to our desired anchorage to allow for a brief 
respite before heading into the Great Sandy Straits. Fortunately 
the engines didn’t come back on until we dropped the sails behind 
Double Island Point, just before anchoring at around 0130. There 
were eleven lights ‘anchored’ when we arrived. 
Wildlife travellers that we passed, or that passed us, on the 
journey; two dolphins, at least three whales – one of which had 
the biggest splash I’d seen (Andrew saw the whale!), a small flock 
of mutton-bird like birds (too far away to identify), cormorants on 
poles, and an osprey on its nest near on the cardinal mark north 
of Russell Island (one had flown off or there would have been two 
in situ). 
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2nd August 2020. To Kingfisher Bay. We might have fallen into 
bed at 0145 and gone immediately to sleep but there was to be 
no ‘sleep in’. The alarm was on for 0500, the anchor up shortly 
after and we were motoring towards the first waypoint for the 
Wide Bay Bar approximately 11 nautical miles away. The wind 
as such was in the 10-15 knot mark, as predicted, but not at an 
angle we could use it, and indeed in the end we wouldn’t have 
wanted the hassle of a bouncing sail. 
We only saw one yacht enter the bar before us – and didn’t note 
any behind us following at the time we entered the passage. 
Andrew later heard a power boat refuse to cross and turned back 
to Mooloolaba (why wouldn’t you just wait at DIP for tomorrow?). 
The conditions crossing the Wide Bay Bar and along the ‘mad 
mile’ were definitely not smooth, or certainly not as smooth as I’d 
hoped. The issue was the ‘easterly’ swell, which towered up 
behind us to send us surfing at awkward angles, front and back, 
and side to side, through the first narrow section of the course. 

Great Sandy Straits 
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High tide at the outside of the bar was predicted 
to be 0725. We were inside the mad mile by 
0720 and although not the smoothest ride, it did 
pass without incident. 
Grey clouds to the east had blocked the rising 
sun but as the orb popped its head out above 
them suddenly it felt hot – inside the 
‘conservatory’ of the helm station anyway. A 
change into shorts was effected – I had been in 
fleecy tracksuit pants for the better part of 24 
hours. 
The anchor was down around 1230. By 1315 
we’d both crashed into bed and didn’t get up for 
three hours. I didn’t expect to sleep so much 
this afternoon. But after this, for some strange 
reason, I got enthusiastic for a bit of cleaning, 
wiping down some bbq dregs on the fibreglass, 
removing the starboard internal cockpit mesh 
storage area and wiping that down, wiping 
down the inside of the end of the sail bag (both 
of these will need a good soak in water for a 
good clean) and undertaking a bit of a plumbing 
job on the kitchen sink – there has been some 
rotting ‘something’ in there for a while and I 
keep getting distracted. I did remove some gunk 
and it smells better – I hope it is enough. 
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3rd August 2020. The Full 
Day Whale Watch – starts 
in 13 minutes! That was the 
calendar notification on my 
phone when I got up this 
morning at 0547. Lovely, 
except that that notification 
was for 
oceanadventures.com out 
of Cowichan Bay, 
Vancouver Island, British 
Columbia, Canada, not for 
Platypus Bay, Queensland; 
the whale-watching mecca 
just north of here. Of course 
the possibility of seeing 
whales where we were 
currently anchored existed 
but was slim; but a boat we 
had spoken to yesterday, 
who ironically was anchored 
off Kingfisher Bay Resort 
about 2 nm to the north of 
us (and had we known we 
would have joined him 
because we hadn’t caught 
up for some time), told us 
there had been a whale off 
the resort just as he 
anchored early yesterday 
afternoon.  Perhaps we will 
get our whale viewing today 
after all. (I note however the 
particular whales we were 
looking for at Vancouver 
Island were Orca’s and not 
likely to be seen here!) 

Andrew had commented 
yesterday afternoon that it 
was strange being in a nice 
anchorage with no one else 
around you. After the Gold 
Coast full of people here is 
a stark contrast. There was 
no traffic noise overnight, 
no tinnies going to work to 
create a bow wave early 
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morning, and even the 
barge/ferry to the resort is far 
enough away so we don’t feel 
any bow waves – well, not 
many. The current here is quite 
strong which negates the effect 
on the boat of any slight wind, 
although we need to be careful 
of the westerly coming in in a 
couple of days time as we are 
quite close to the low tide 
shore. 

Vanagi moved this morning 
down to our anchorage and 
joined us for morning tea and a 
good catch up. We hadn’t 
noticed but whilst he was on 
board we had three more boats 
turn up and anchor south of us; 
so much for being an isolated 
anchorage – at least they were 
quiet.  

Late morning I started 
scrubbing the starboard mesh 
storage area in the back cockpit 
and cleaning its contents. Early 
after lunch we joined Vanagi for 
the circular walk to Kingfisher 
Bay Resort via the Z Force 
historic site. We had light 
backpacks on; this wasn’t a 
training session, this was a 
social outing. I was pleased 
there were no issues in my right 
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foot. Before heading back to 
the tinnie we enjoyed some 
time relaxing at the Sunset 
Bar at the resort jetty. Back on 
boat I discovered that I am not 
as proficient as managing my 
photos on my computer as I 
thought I was  
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4th August 2020. This morning I continued on July’s newsletter, 
continued cleaning the cockpit storage material and wiped down 
the spare lifejackets. I also took some time out to do a bit of 
recreational reading. After lunch we went for a walk. This time we 
had heavier packs on and followed the same route as yesterday 
but added the Beerilbee Trail as well, making it about a 9 
kilometre circuit. I experienced no foot pain and as I was using 
hiking poles for the first time in a while, no arm pain either! I did 
have a slight niggle in the lower back but I had started with that. 
We had a short wait for the tide to come back to the tinnie after 
the circuit and my legs were a bit tired in the evening. 

(Pick up hire 4WD Vehicle, Victoria, Vancouver Island) 

5th August 2020. Vanagi had told us there was a 
whale in the area yesterday but I hadn’t seen it. 
Andrew had. This morning however there was a 
whale casually making its way north not too far to 
our west. There was a monohull anchored to the 
south of us that would have got a fantastic view 
of this animal. We’d got up late and as I hadn’t 
made muesli for the past couple of days and 
there was none left, I decided the easiest thing to 
do for breakfast was to make a quick batch of 
muffins. As it was we were invited to morning tea 
on Vangai about thirty minutes after I put the 
muffins in the oven, so along with the goodies 
our host had provided, the muffins became 
morning tea as well as breakfast. The afternoon 
was spent doing a bit of washing, dishes, 
reading, a short yoga session and I put the now 
cleaned mesh starboard storage area back in 
place.  
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6th August 2020. Pea Soup. When Anapa had explained over the 
phone that they’d travelled through Pea Soup at Sheridan Flats 
yesterday morning, it wasn’t as though I didn’t believe them, I just 
didn’t realise how blanketing that could be up here.  This morning the 
fog was further north and enveloping us; it was a case of waking up in 
the morning and not knowing which way you were facing. We finally 

caught up with Anapa mid morning- we 
haven’t seen this boat for around nine 
months. A casual stroll around 
Beerilbee Trail circuit followed – there 
was no weight in my daypack and 
lunch was had mid afternoon back on 
Sengo. The day was delightful (after 
the fog) – calm winds and blue skies. 

Changing plans   
7th August 2020. The plan had been for an early (0730) start for a direct (as opposed to circular 
through the Resort) walk to Lake Mackenzie today. However the forecast was for 95% chance of rain 
and there was already rain falling over Platypus Bay. Walking in the rain shouldn’t bother us, we are 
after all, training for New Zealand, but tomorrow’s chance of rain was less and Sunday’s practically 
zero. So we changed our plans and decided to delay our walk. Today we would stay on boat instead. 
There was a small brief patch of blue sky above Sengo during mid morning but as at 1100 we’d had 
no rain. Up until this point I’d continued to toothbrush scrub the mould and dirt of the port mesh 
storage area at the back of the boat, and put some of the storage contents in a bucket of soapy 
water to clean and soak. I’d made a batch of pear muffins to utilise some of the pears that Anapa 
had donated yesterday (these would become morning tea and lunch) and I’d rung Kingfisher Barges 
to work out if we could get picked up from Urangan when we booked the barge to do the k’gari Great 
Walk later in the year. (although that was a bit of a confusing situation as I got a lass that was new to 
the job who didn’t know where we were because she was in South Australia (!) picking up the 
phones for a ferry owned by the Kingfisher Bay Resort three kilometres from our current anchorage! I 
will give her credit though, she found the information out and rang me back). Mid afternoon we had 
slightly stronger, but manageable and expected, north winds, and it was bit jiggly. The rain had also 
come in. Andrew was busy researching a foot problem he now has; I went to bed for the rest of the 
afternoon. And got up on dark. It was still raining slightly at 1930.  

(Plane trip – Torfino) 

8th August 2020. I got up at 0740 which is a bit later than normal but we did go to bed at 2300 last 
night after a bit of research, reading blogs from Te Araroa, and a short yoga session. The morning 
was well and truly grey. The mainland was non-existent, the ‘Straits to the south were ensconced in 
fog, and there was cloud over the Resort. At 0810 the cloud was descending on us. Andrew took the 
bung out of the tinnie and quite a bit of water came out – whilst yesterday’s rain hadn’t seemed 
heavy, it had clearly been constant for a long time. 

(Sea kayak tour – Torfino). 

Fog starting to lift 
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1

Lake Mackenzie 
9th August 2020. A couple of years ago a casual 20-kilometre walk 
would have seemed impossible; or at least impossible to get Andrew 
to attempt it. Now however 20 kilometres is what we are working up 
to for a daily walk distance for a ‘thru hike’. Lake Mackenzie from the 
Mackenzie’s Jetty is a fairly straightforward walk. Last year I couldn’t 
convince Andrew to do it. This year it was he who suggested this 
journey. 
Ideally I wanted to start walking at 0830 but after some confusion of 
where to anchor the tinnie, and my practice run for the ‘Ratea Forest 
in New Zealand’ (I sunk to my knees in Sandy mud...Andrew took a 
different, less treacherous, way to the top of the beach to put on our 
walking boots) it was 0850 before we headed inland. The first part of 
the track to Lake Mackenzie from here is part of the loop highlighting 
the old timber town (Not that there is a lot of debris left.). From a 
junction half way around this loop you turn right onto a vehicle track 
that is either no longer, or seldom, used. Overnight had been cold, 
(we’d had condensation inside the boat), and despite the sun having 
been up and bright for a couple of hours there was still steam 
coming off logs on the ground. Vegetation varied but where there 
were stands of banksia trees, yellow robins twitted about the side of 
the track (or it was the same bird following us)! It was a beautiful 
day, bright blue skies; no clouds. The previous two days had been 
wet and this was probably to our advantage as it had compacted and 
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settled any soft dirt and sand, the latter an advantage as soft sand is harder 
on the body to walk through (and most of the track is sand – we are on a sand 
island!). We followed the signs to the lake, or the general walking signs; which 
didn’t actually follow the suggested track in the Kingfisher Bay Resort 
brochure. We later found out, looking at the brochure and chatting to the 
ranger, that the suggested alternate route back to the Resort uses 4wd roads 
as the route; tracks not designed for walkers and apparently with not much 
leeway for a walker to get off to avoid the traffic. We were actually going to 
come back this alternate way but after the iteration by the ranger that ‘that way 
is not designed for walkers’ and Andrew’s statement that ‘this is dangerous’ 
(because it was a nice day after rain there was a lot of traffic on this road), we 
retraced our steps the way we had come. 

Would you like to get any closer?!! This is the 
sunset tour from the Resort. You would think 
instead they had come for sundowners. Given 
that we were the only boat here and there was 
a lot of space, they were way too close to be 
polite 

© Trish Ebert. The area is not empty. Just around the comer I estimated up to 
200 people enjoying the day and picnic facilities 
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Turning around 
10th August 2020. The theory was...  we were going to take the 
good winds today to Burnett Heads, do a shop at the Burnett 
Heads IGA (closes at 2000), stop overnight, and then take the 
tail end of the winds to Lady Musgrave Island tomorrow, before 
enjoying three calm days on the Great Barrier Reef. 
Those plans didn’t quite come to fruition. Admittedly we started 
a little later than I’d hoped but we’d got the main up by 0740. 
The genoa followed suit and we made our way out of the Sandy 
Straits, mostly on one engine. The second engine went on and 
off, firstly to counteract the sloppy sea state and secondly to 
manage the turn past the fairway marker almost directly into the 
wind. Escaping the sloppy straits was supposed to be an 
enjoyable experience, the engine was supposed to go off and 
we were supposed to take an easy, hopefully well-paced trip 
north. 
However, the wind speed, at an awkward angle, kept going up, 
and despite the fact we had one reef in, in the end the apparent 
wind speed was consistently over what was comfortable for the 
limits of the sail (Andrew saw 31 knots!). Initially we thought 
about putting a second reef in, but to be honest, the sea state 
just wasn’t comfortable. Perhaps if we dropped both sails and 
motored towards the mainland where the wind was supposed to 
be slightly lighter, we might have had a chance of re-
establishing the sail north. This made sense, but looking at the 
time, even if there were lighter winds toward shore, by the time 
we turned north, it was going to be very late by the time we got 
to Burnett Heads, with no possible time for a food shop tonight. 
If however we turned south, we had the opportunity to anchor in 
the light. We’d lose this opportunity to get to Lady Musgrave 
Island but there would be others. It took us four hours to battle 
ourselves out of the Sandy Straits before we turned around; it 
took us two hours (with the help of the tide) to get back! 
Ironically, as we approached the anchorage off Big Woody 
Island the wind dropped and came from an angle we could have 
actually put the genoa out to assist the journey, but, with our 
mental state at the time, we couldn’t be bothered. Today is one 
where we will ‘just let it go through to the keeper.’ Life is never 
perfect, or predictable, 100 per cent of the time. 
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Full main and full genoa 
11th August 2020. What an absolutely 
magnificent sail. Pity it wasn’t like this 
yesterday. After yesterdays’ tiring debacle we 
managed to get a good night’s sleep. 
Thankfully. We hauled ourselves out of bed 
around 0700, organised breakfast, constructed 
a shopping list and headed off to anchor off 
Scarness (Pialba) to undertake some victualing. 
We had not anchored at Scarness before, 
partially because we were concerned with the 
swell and surf coming into the beach, but I had 
been assured by another yacht in a text 
conversation last night that with the predicted 
south-west winds the anchorage should be 
calm. It was also technically closer than River 
Heads, provided a less stressful walking 
journey and a greater variety of options for our 
food stock; River Heads has a small IGA at the 
top of a steep hill, Pialba on the other hand has 
a couple of shopping complexes that offer 
Coles, Woolworths, a Big W, a couple of 
pharmacies and, fortuitously, a massage place; 
my left shoulder was getting just a bit too tight.  
The trip was going to be about a two-hour 
motor, although we did have the genoa up for 
some of this time to assist propulsion. Had we 
known we were going to do our shopping here 
today we would have either not travelled so far 
down Big Woody Island yesterday or, indeed, 
anchored off Scarness/ Pialba in the first place. 
But sometimes decisions are made on the run. 
We landed on shore around 1100; high tide was 
at 1400. Whilst we didn’t dawdle, we didn’t rush 
either, and checked out Coles, had a ten minute 
massage, found lunch in a café and did a 
Woolies shop before getting back to the tinnie 
around 1400, which happened to coincide with 
high tide (ish). Because it is winter and the sun 
sets at around 1730 it was a case of decant all 
the food onto the floor to make it safe, put what 
needed to be in the fridge, in the fridge, and 
deal with the rest later. We had three hours to 
travel a quite a few nautical miles. 
Where we were headed was not set – the first 
task was to get out of the bay. The anchorage 
at Scarness/Pialba is near the top of the Great 
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Sandy Straights but you still have to 
negotiate the delta of the sand into Hervey 
Bay to get anywhere. We had several 
options, and chose probably the easiest route 
out of the sandy mess, which had we thought 
about it more, was in hindsight, not the most 
convenient. Our route led us over sand banks 
and across channels but as it was high tide 
we were not too worried about running 
aground. Where we did find ourselves 
however once we’d cleared the delta was 
around 10 nautical miles from the shore of 
Platypus Bay on Fraser Island. Had we taken 
the slightly more complicated route we would 
have come out of the sandy delta much 
closer to shore and would have probably 
anchored a lot earlier.  
As it was we were having a great sail - but to 
be efficient with the wind we were to some 
extent paralleling the southern shore of the 
bay. Because we were so far out, and the 
fact we didn’t want to give up the gorgeous 
sail (we’d used enough diesel in the past 
week) if we tacked to head to anchor we 
would have been a) heading south and b) 
would have been anchoring in the dark 
anyway; ten nautical miles on a five mile 
average is two hours. 
If we kept going we were going to end up 
near Wathumba, the anchorage we’d been at 
when we were called upon to rescue the 
beached whale last year. So we decided to 
continue on. To this end the wind played ball 
for most of the trip and having set the wind 
gauge on the autopilot to around 45 – 50 
degrees off the wind, the journey was 
heading directly for our old anchorage. As we 
got closer however the wind speed was 
dropping off, the journey therefore getting 
longer, and at 1845 we dropped the sails and 
turned the motor on, the true wind speed 
having dropped to below 4 knots. Our last 
anchoring spot was around 4 nautical miles 
away but there seemed to be a light right 
where were headed. In fact the shoreline 
north of the entrance to the Wathumba 
lagoon was dotted with lights; a nice 
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Near Whatumba to Rooney Pont 
12th August 2020. I saw the first whale of the day at 
0630, although admittedly it was a long way away. 
When I awoke I discovered were anchored a fair way 
off shore but that doesn’t matter if you are here to 
watch whales; and whilst they have been known to 
come right to the beach (ignoring the ones that 
actually beach themselves) they could be anywhere 
We sailed two thirds of the distance toward Rooney 
Point with the genoa only – a lovely smooth, if not 
slow sail that had us relaxing on the bean bags on 
the tramp for some of the way. We motored the last 
3 nautical miles because I thought one knot was a bit 
too slow and about half of that was current. Whales 
seen were distant although closer wildlife included 
dolphins, turtles, and gannets. 
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reflection of the stars above. To the south of the Wathumba lagoon 
however there were only a couple of lights showing, at a fair 
distance from each other, and there was a big black gap around 2 
nautical miles away (or 20 minutes under engine). We changed 
direction and anchored around 1915. By this time we were hungry 
and it was lucky we had leftovers from last night. After consuming 
some energy we then set about putting away and sorting all the food 
we’d bought (two trolleys, two back packs and a freezer bag full). 
Bird count: two gannets (diving for food in Hervey Bay), two mud 
larks and a fig bird (begging for food at the Kebab King in Pialba). 
Dolphin count: two as we were anchoring off Scarness. Turtle count; 
zero. Whale count: zero (we noted the chatter on the whale watch 
operator channel in the late afternoon indicated that there had been 
very few obvious whales today; a complete contrast from yesterday. 
But so was the weather!). 

Morning near Wathumba 

Morning near Wathumba 

Evening Rooney Point 

Hoping for a processed meal 
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Frolicking with whales 
13th August 2020. Rooney Point. The day was 
delightful; blue sky and mild winds Having not 
been here before I really wanted explore the 
area and a walk to the actual Rooney Point 
would be a good start, but it wasn’t the first priority of the day; 
the ‘chores’ however ended up taking longer than we expected.  
Trying for some inspiration I pulled the ‘karcher’ out from the 
bilge and we proceeded to hook it up to our water supply; we 
were still covered in salt from our aborted northerly journey two 
day’s earlier and although Sengo might have been sparkling in 
the sun, the salt had to come off. Of course, to enact this, we 
needed to make some water to cover our consumption, and the 
water quality at this location is magnificent. After we’d made 
enough water, washed the salt off, and in the process charged 
our batteries, we finally got time to go to shore. 
We landed the tinnie on the sandbank above the rising tide 
around 1145. I noted another tender heading to shore and we 
were joined by its occupant for our wander along the beach. In 
fact we were that focused on socialising we probably ended up 
walking further than we would have normally and turned around 
at ‘the burnt’ tree an hour after starting our stroll. Wildlife seen 
during our two-hour wander; two sooty oystercatchers on the 
beach, terns (spp??), silver gulls, dotterel/plover (spp?) (we 
didn’t have our binoculars and I hadn’t taken the big camera to 
zoom in), a whale frolicking just off the beach, several dolphins 
playing in the surf, and one (only, surprisingly given the location) 
small stingray. 
When we got back to our start point we didn’t immediately head 
back to base; the tinnie was just adjacent to Sengo but we 
headed south to catch up with Anapa who was on their own; ajj 
other boats (10 other boats) were now anchored up closer to the 
Point. On the way back to Sengo we, along with kayakers and 
paddle boarders, were delighted to be on the water as a pod of 
whales went through, closer to some boats than others. When 
we got on board we watched one individual go past and then I 
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put the camera away to help 
Andrew pull the tinnie up. Timing 
is everything – just at this time 
one of the whales stuck his head 
up next to an adjacent boat – 
that would have been the money 
shot! But there was more to 
come. Just before Anapa joined 
the rest of the boats in this 
anchorage in the evening, 
another pod swam through and 
this time buzzed past the front of 
our boat. The boats nearer the 
point got a longer show. 

Turn around point 
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14th August 2020.  The original plan was to sit out today at 
Rooney Point and perhaps take Sunday morning’s (overnight 
Saturday) winds up to Lady Musgrave – they were due to 
change from northerly through west and south west. But…. two 
things had swayed us away from this plan overnight. Firstly, the 
stronger ‘northerlies were more ‘nor-westers’ and whilst we 
were tucked in a bit, away out of most of the wind, we would 
have got the swell, and the anchorage would have been too 
uncomfortable to get off boat. And of course once the westerly 
and south-westerly came in we would have found ourselves on 
a very uncomfortable lee shore. Having got to Lady Musgrave 
we would have then only had, according to the forecast, one to 
two days of calm weather before finding ourselves stuck on 
boat again, sitting out stronger winds ‘in the middle of the 
ocean. If we got to Burnett Heads the coming northerlies would 
also have put a stop to further progression, and at the moment I 
don’t want to be stuck in the Burnett River (perhaps later in the 
season when we catch up with friends in the area). 
So we took a big step and decided to head back south. Hervey 
Bay and Platypus Bay make up a big open space with not a lot 
of shelter so the most obvious spot to us was to hide behind Big 
Woody Island at the top of the Sandy Straits for the northerly in 
the first instance, and then head into River Heads for the 
coming south westerly.  
The morning had started with a lovely red sky. Red sky in 
morning, - sailors warning. Amazingly we got some internet 
reception, for a very short time, and it was during this time we 
confirmed our decision of late last night not to head west to 
Burnett Heads. We did know at least one boat was heading in 
that direction but we were worried that the wind was going to be 
just a bit too much on the nose, and having been forced back 
south a few days ago because of wind ‘a bit too much on the 
nose’, we didn’t really relish the thought of bouncing into the 
wind again quite so soon. 

2

The paddle boarders and 
kayakers were out again 
enjoying the anchorage this 
morning but instead of joining 
them we decided to take the 
tinnie over to Anapa to discuss 
our plans. From the back of their 
boat we were delighted to see 
the whales arrive again, just like 
yesterday afternoon, 
meandering through the 
anchorage. A couple swam past 
the back of our boat and I rued 
the fact we weren’t on it – or 
didn’t have a camera to prove it. 
Once back on board however as 
we were preparing to leave, a 
large expiration made us jump. 
We did indeed have whales just 
a few meters off our stern hull.  

We had the anchor up at 0915, 
both sails up a few minutes later 
and we headed toward our 
night’s destination – ish. The 
distance wasn’t far in terms of ‘a 
day’s sail’ but we purposefully 
dawdled (and we weren’t too 
fussed about going in a straight 
line), firstly because we were 
‘hhheee hhee heee ‘hunting’ 
whales’ and secondly because 
we got less wind than we 
expected. In the end we turned 
an engine on between 1215 and 
1320 and then on again around 
1430 until we dropped the 
anchor around 1640. The genoa 
was dropped as we headed into 
the Sandy Straits, the main 
dropped on the eastern side of 
Big Woody Island, and we 
entered the anchorage only 
occupied by three boats, one of 
which had come down from 
Rooney Point with us. 
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 The day had provided us with lots of fin slapping, tail slapping 
and turn-overs. We saw no full breaches although one of the tail 
slappers had half his body out of the water! As per yesterday 
when I missed the money shot with the head photo, I missed two 
head shots today – the first because my camera’s battery 
decided to die just at that moment, and the second, having 
replaced the battery, because of the moving boat I couldn’t get 
the animal in focus quite quick enough. But we did see enough 
whales to be inspired at the end of the day. We also had a 
couple of dolphins come for a play and I was enjoying their time 
up the front when Andrew decided he would gybe away from 
them; they didn’t turn with us - I hope they didn’t feel rejected. 

A move to River Heads 
15th August 2020. The anchor up at 0815 
and down in the northern hole at the end of 
the Mary River around 1000. Now all we 
had to do was wait for the blow, or the 
thunderstorms, or both. I saw up to 27 
knots on our gauges but we missed the 
thunderstorms  - two thunderstorm 
warnings issued by the bureau over the 
afternoon and evening had us sort of in the 
middle of one and just on the bottom of the 
other – both systems thankfully missed us; 
one to the north and one to the south – 
which given our brief experience in this 
area is unusual because each time we 
have been in the area with thunderstorms 
River Heads usually gets walloped and our 
other anchorages around here (Big Woody 
or Kingfisher) get less. We weren’t 
complaining. 
In terms of activity, my day was a right-off. 
I kept an eye on the drying washing but 
mostly I read – I had no energy to do 
anything else. In fact I had two ‘nanna’ 
naps during the day (and phooey to those 
who say I cant have a ‘nanna’ nap because 
I’m not a nanna). 

Canoeing down the Big Salmon River! 
16th August 2020. The sun rose around 0615 by which 
time I’d done yesterdays’ dishes and washed my hair 
– an interesting exercise as I was on my knees on the 
back step trying not to get the rest of me (or my 
clothes) wet. The morning bird calls were of distant 
bush birds but the loudest welcome to the morning 
was the ‘whip’ of an eastern whip bird. 
We joined Anapa for a morning walk to River Heads 
to the café. The café was for sale last time we were 
here and we weren’t sure if it would be open. 
However it has new, and very enthusiastic, owners 
who have been open for a total of 7 weeks. The 
afternoon spent reading and 
washing and we had Anapa 
over for ‘sun downers’ - 
except the sun wend down 
on the other side of the boat! 
Oh  - and 'Canoeing down 
the Big Salmon River’ – prior 
to Covid 19 that’s exactly 
what we should have been 
doing today, in the Yukon, 
Canada – hopefully next 
year. (In a known ‘croc’ river, 
we weren’t going to be doing 
any canoeing here!) 

Whale between us and Anapa: who didn’t see it! 

We had snuck up behind 
Anapa. Photo © Tony Flintoff 
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A ‘brief’ change of scenery 
17th August 2020. It was a 
noticeably quiet morning – the 
distant bird song (eastern 
whipbirds plus others) a subtle 
background noise. The third 
catamaran in the anchorage had 
left by the time we got up. The 
sky was blue and there were no 
obvious clouds. The River Heads 
anchorage is nice but there is 
limited opportunity to get off boat, 
and it is not easy to jump to 
anywhere. The weather was 
supposed to be mild for the next 
few days and whilst the winds 
were predicted to be south-west, 
the current outside the Kingfisher 
Bay Resort should be stronger, 
so we headed across to anchor 
off Fraser Island again. We 
picked the anchor up at 0900 and 
as high tide had been at 0755 we 
had no issues getting out over 
the shallow bits; and the only 
other ‘hazard’ of the journey was 
the ferry that needed to be 
avoided on the way across - it 
was loading at River Heads when 
we passed but it soon passed us 

2

on its way back to the Kingfisher 
Bay Resort jetty. 
The anchor was down around 
1010 at about the same spot 
we’d anchored on our first visit 
to this area. The wind had 
dropped to near zero and it was 
a perfect time to check the 
spinnaker, so after getting all the 
junk out that lay on top of it, we 
pulled out the black synthetic 
bag that contained the seldom 
used sail. The outside of the bag 
had obvious ‘grey’ patches over 
its surface – whether they were 
dirt or mildew was not obvious 
but it didn’t matter - the cover 
was destined for a wash. But 
first things first. In truth we didn’t 
check the entire spinnaker  - 
checking the section that had 
been exposed out of the bag 
and a little that was contained 
within in it we saw no obvious 
mildew, nor any other issues. In 
theory the rest of the sail should 
be in the same condition, so we 
lowered the spinnaker onto the 
front deck in readiness for a 
clean bag. 
The bag was soaked and then 
mushed in a water and vinegar 
mix, and as it looked quite clean 
after rinsing I didn’t bother to 
use any other method of 
scrubbing the outside. After 
replacing the sail in the now dry 
and clean bag, we repacked the 
locker– arranging it so we can 
easily grab the sail. Sail 
checked – tick. Now all we need 
to do is use it! 
With the main job done for the 
day it was now time for a walk. 
Anapa joined us for the route 
around the Z Force site and we 
ended up at the Sunset Bar for 

3

an afternoon drink. Having 
had the other half of Anapa 
drop us off adjacent our 
boats, the trip to pick us up 
was a little further, and a 
little wetter. On the way 
back their small inflatable 
was a difficult beast to 
manoeuvre to get back on 
board Sengo, in the current, 
with all four of us in it. The 
first attempt missed, the 
second attempt was wide, 
on the third attempt Andrew 
managed to lasso the right 
cleat but the tide and the 
timing of putting the dingy 
into neutral meant we had 
Andrew hanging onto the 
line he’d lassoed onto the 
boat, and the top half of his 
body stretched out over the 
water, his legs in the air had 
to be grabbed onto so he 
didn’t fall in! What did fall in 
was his The Boat Works 
cap, so after we’d pulled 
ourselves up to the back of 
the boat, we unhooked the 
line so we could chase the 
cap before it got lost under 
the waves. The fourth 
attempt to unload us was 
made from a different 
direction, immediately 
astern, and eventually the 
two of us got back on board; 
the weight difference in the 
dingy, and its 
manoeuvrability, would have 
been immediately obvious. 
Our wet, salt-coated clothes 
were rinsed in fresh water 
and hung up. 
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Back to River Heads. Resting and Planning 
18th – 19th August 2020. The forecast changed and 
on the 18th August we moved back to River Heads. 
We were hoping for a longer (strong) wind free 
period so we could spend more time anchored off 
Fraser Island but the weather gods were not 
playing ball. After the move into the anchoring 
‘hole, ‘ we caught up on Anapa for morning tea and 
discussed options for our next move. Back on 
board Sengo Andrew started redesigning the 
anchor chocks (as we’d lost one of his previous 
attempts overboard in the wild rucus the other day) 
and I started cleaning the kettle. On the 19th 

1

20th August 2020. The sun was up 
when I pulled myself out of bed 
around 0630. There was not a cloud 
in the sky. Apart from the very distant 
and faint noise of a small boat engine, 
the morning was quiet, only 
punctuated occasionally by the call of 
the bush birds and a pigeon (the 
species of which I should know by 
now). My first job was to check the 
weather. Sunday still looked like a 
possibility to get to Burnett Heads. 
The idea was to move to anchor off 
Scarness on Saturday. 

Our proposed walk up to the IGA at 
1000 was postponed because our 
gauges had wind readings of over 20 
knots (saw 22.5) – the predictions 
were for 15 at most. Instead at 1400 
we went for a cuppa with Anapa and 

21st of August 2020. Officially at Hervey Bay in the early morning the winds were calm. Although 
by 0850 there was a smidge of a ripple on the water. The official wind speed at 0840 at Hervey 
Bay was 3 gusting to 4. We were reasonably prepared for our move out of here so there was little 
to do for the trip north and I didn’t want to start any major projects, so apart from a minor clean up, 
making some biscuits for morning tea and a bit of reading, all I did today was saw a bit of plywood 
into pieces to help keep the helm station bag in shape. Morning tea was on Anapa. 

2

Andrew finished his anchor chocks ‘Mark 
II’. My day consisted of putting absorption 
pellets in the relevant containers around 
the boat (not a big job but I kept forgetting 
to do it!), reading a bit, putting some 
armour-all on a couple of places on the 
deck, making yoghurt, doing the dishes, 
and pulling the washing in. Despite some 
ominous clouds to the east in the morning, 
the day developed into mostly blue skies 
and a mild day - the highest wind speed 
we saw on our gauges was 20.7 knots 
around 2100. A couple of dolphins swam 
by in the afternoon. 

2

then when back at boat conducted a ‘morning’ yoga 
session. Jobs of day; wiped down helm station clears, 
wiped down smooth fibreglass in helm station, tidied up 
internals of helm station bag, and read a bit. 
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Preparations for heading north. 
22nd August 2020. To some extent we headed north today, 
but didn’t leave the Great Sandy Straits. Unfortunately it was 
all under motor! The sun was up when I got up at 0630. It was 
still.  A turtle popped up for a few breaths before 
disappearing. I made muesli early as we had nothing easily 
left for breakfast, and then after eating, we tied the tinnie 
down and waited for tide to rise 
Frankly, I thought that motoring into the strong winds on the 
last part of our journey was going to be the toughest part of 
today’s trip (especially seeing one model had predicted gusts 
over 20 knots for most of the afternoon)! But I was wrong. 
Because we started in our hole at River Heads, the rising tide 
had to be high enough for us to get out. The decision was 
therefore made that we would leave around 0900- 0930. At 
0905 I contacted Anapa to let them know we were about to 
up-anchor. 45 minutes later we were finally ready to go!  
It is not unusual for us to take up to half an hour to get our 
anchor up; depending on where we are, the time is involved in 
retrieving the length of chain, laying it in the anchor locker, 
cleaning it, or removing foreign objects. But we don’t usually 
take 45 minutes! What happened this morning? Like a few 
occasions before, because of our location and the toing and 
froing of the tide, the lock and the bridle was wrapped around 
the anchor chain several times. This will not fit through the 
gap where the roller is, and is not easy to fix. Going around in 
circles was probably only going to cause more issues, and 
using the spinnaker sheet to pull the bridle and chain up was 
going to take time (and last time we did this we scratched the 
front cross beam), so we tried jiggling the bridle arms instead. 
Eventually the line was jiggled straight and I was able to 
disconnect the bridle clip. But it wasn’t easy. And it took a 
long time. 
The wind strength for our journey oscillated between 5 knots 
and 22.9 knots, but we didn’t put the genoa up until after we’d 
passed a slow moving monohull (who was motor-sailing with 
his genoa) after we’d left the river mouth at River Heads. We 
had the genoa up by the time the Kingfisher Bay Resort ferry 
came the other way, and the usefulness of the front sail was 
increased as we turned north and angled a bit further into the 
wind. At around 1100 one engine went off. We had slowed to 
let a very large catamaran into the passage at the southern 
end of Big Woody Island and it joined seven existing boats 
anchored there – 6 catamarans and one monohull. Partway 
up Big Woody Island however, at 1200, we pulled the genoa 
in; the angle was becoming consistently too narrow for the sail 
to be useful and the wind strength consistently too large to be 

2

comfortable. This meant that we 
were gradually turning into the 
wind as we rounded the north of 
Big Woody Island as we headed 
to Point Vernon. Yes, we were 
now motoring directly into the 
wind and directly into the swell, 
for a while partially directly into 
the waves, but we were also 
being pulled out by the tide! 
Both engines still didn’t ensure a 
quick trip despite the outgoing 
tide and we bounced our way to 
the anchorage, feeling empathy 
for the crew-members in the 
boat behind us that usually 
suffer sea sickness. We 
anchored in 2.6 meters (will be 
1m at low tide) at around 1415, 
a little later than hoped for but 
grateful for the silence of turned 
off engines and the subtle 
movement of a slight side-on 
swell rather than front bouncing 
waves! Later in the afternoon a 
monohull headed further in than 
us and probably ended up with 
a smoother late afternoon ride – 
but having not been here 
before, and knowing the low tide 
reveals a very large sand bank, 
we were uncertain as to how 
close we could get to land. Next 
time we might head in closer to 
the beach. 
Dinner was roast vegies and 
tofu. Fresh vegies in the fridge 
consist of three carrots and 
some green beans with a few 
handfuls of lettuce leaves 
thrown in… just as well one of 
our major plans for our stop at 
Burnett Heads is a food shop! 
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Leaving the Great Sandy Straits. 
Point Vernon to Burnett heads 
23rd August 2020. The anchor up at 0650 and engines 
turned off as we turned around the corner of the remaining 
sand bar at the top of Point Vernon by 0725. And we had 
the most magnificent and mostly comfortable sail, dropping 
the sails around three nautical miles from the shipping 
channel to the Burnett River. The only slightly stressful part 
was when Andrew pulled in a tuna whilst we were doing 9 
knots speed over ground – with only three nautical miles to 
go to the channel. With the fish in and processed and the 
sails down, we motored in to anchor outside the small 
harbour with the boat ramp and VMR, along with around 
ten other boats. It had been a long day and despite fresh 

1

24thAugust 2020. A north-east 
wind, an eastern swell and an 
outgoing tide (from the west). 
Yes it was rocky, probably a bit 
dangerous to get on board this 
afternoon (but we did), and we 
are very grateful for the rock 
wall of the channel (without it 
there would have been no 
protection). 

The morning had started out 
quite serene, with little wind, 
and although it was 
exceptionally chilly, if you stood 
in a sheltered spot it was quite 
warm. The day consisted of a 
morning walk to the marina, 
(where the hope was to get a 
coffee at the restaurant there 
but it was closed), a walk back 
to Burnett Heads and a cuppa 
at the bakery, an almost full 
shop at the IGA – filled two 
trolleys and got a lift back to the 
boat ramp - and then headed 
across to Anapa with our 10 
gerry cans to await a spot at 
the fuel pump at the marina. 
We called to assess availability 
of the fuel pump – and an hour 
and a half later we finally got to 
fill up. After a cuppa on board 

1

25th August 2020. Last night 
was as rocky, if not more so, 
than our overnight stint at 
Point Vernon. For some 
reason I got up extremely early 
this morning - at 0330 – which 
I actually thought was 0430 
until I checked my watch after 
doing yesterday’s dishes and 
organising a batch of yogurt 
and discovered it was only 
0410! I made a batch of muesli 
and read a bit before heading 
back to bed at 0500, and then 
finally getting up for the day at 
0700. Andrew got up before 
0700. At 0730 I tidied up the 
ropes in front locker and from 
them until 0845 we decanted 
the diesel fuel into our main 
tanks, as it had been too rocky 
to do so yesterday afternoon. 
We met Anapa on shore at 
0915 and walked to the bakery 
for their gigantic vanilla slice 
(probably enough sugar for a 
month) but we were a few 

2

fish, the skipper was in no mood to 
cook. Instead we organised a pickup 
and had dinner at the Lighthouse 
Hotel 

2

Anapa, after anchoring back in 
the same anchorage as 
Sengo, we got our fuel cans 
back on boat…. And then 
suffered through the night. 

2

minutes early; they were 
still constructing them when 
the boys went in to make 
the order! From around 
1030 the boys walked to the 
chandlery and back, and 
the girls went on a casual 
jaunt around the surrounds 
of Burnett Heads. Andrew 
and I did a final shop before 
shifting Sengo to upstream 
of the sugar sheds, a mad 
clean up of back cockpit to 
house sun downers with 6 
of us (social distancing 
rules were being observed 
as we had strangers 
coming on board) and then 
a light salad for dinner and 
final clean up ready for our 
sail tomorrow. 
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Pancake Creek 
26th August 2020. Burnett Heads to 
Pancake Creek. The alarm went off at 
0345. The anchor was up, with a bit of 
fiddling, at 0410, but despite our original 
plan, the main sail didn’t immediately 
follow. The idea had been to raise the main 
sail in the river, in the dark, and that was all 
well and good in theory except that my 
perspective isn’t great anyway, it is worse 
in the dark, and somewhere between us 
anchoring yesterday and getting up this 
morning, two other yachts had come in and 
there were now two anchor lights behind 
us, whose distance from the shore I 
couldn’t fathom, and in the direction we 
needed to be pointed to raise the sail. In 
the end, to lessen my anxiety a tad, we 
motored down stream and turned and 
raised the sail whilst adjacent the marina. 
The river technically isn’t quite as wide 
here but there was no risk of hitting 
anchored boats; we just had to avoid the 
channel markers! The idea was to meet 
Anapa outside the channel at around 
0500. We weren’t the only ones on the way 

2

out however, and two other yachts were in front of us 
- but were heading to Lady Musgrave and were 
heading out on a different trajectory. The first motor 
went off when we left the channel; the second when 
we were past the shallows and could set our rum line 
to Bustard Head. To start with we had good winds, 
which resulted in 5 to 7 plus knots SOG but by mid 
morning the wind petered out, which was expected, 
and we put the spinnaker up for the first time in ages 
to try to gain a bit of speed. However, we kept the 
main sail up, which, we have proven before, blocks 
the wind for the spinnaker if the direction is too close 
to directly behind us. Eventually we put the 
spinnaker down again, gybed, and put the motor on 
for a short while (around an hour) to get back on our 
rum line. Finally we goose-winged, turned the motors 
off and only put the sails down once we got close to 
the Pancake Creek entrance. Originally we had 
hoped to get to the anchorage around high tide as 
you need to traverse a short shallow channel to get 
to the main (back) anchoring area. We missed high 
tide by around 1.5 hours but there was still plenty of 
water. New mooring buoys have added an 
interesting twist to settling here but we headed to 
upstream of the southern most (occupied) mooring 
buoy to anchor. Anchor was down around 1700 and 
the sun set serenely in the west. 
Wildlife seen was minimal; a small flock of brown 
boobies early in the sail (just after sunrise) circled 
around us, and one, lone dolphin (who didn’t stick 
around to play) mid afternoon. Weather conditions 
gave us blue skies all day – with a line of cumulous 
on the horizon to the east. 

Sunset Pancake Creek 
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27th August 2020.  Up at 0700 ish after a very 
comfortable sleep. There was a smattering of grey 
clouds to the east but the Gladstone forecast had 
gone from a 30pc chance of rain in the morning to a 
10pc chance. But it didn’t rain all day. We stayed 
mostly on board (the only off board excursion a trip to 
Anapa for an afternoon cuppa (rugged up to deal with 
the strong-ish cross wind, the wind getting up to gusts 
of 23 knots at some points but there was no fetch)). 
The anchorage had seven boats in the morning and 
thirteen by the time the sun went down. It was mostly 
a day of research for Andrew (on the computer - there 
is reception here now, although it is not always 
smooth) and domestics for me (a few items of 

1

28th August 2020. We were up 
out of bed at around 0600, and 
outside presented us with calm 
winds, no clouds and blue skies. 
The forecast had changed 
overnight and the 15-20 knot 
winds were now not expected 
until mid afternoon. We had 
originally thought to go to shore 
for a walk up to the lighthouse 
after the turning of the low tide 
at around 1030, so that the 
rising waters would ensure our 
tenders weren’t stranded high 
and dry upon our return, but a 

2

rethink had us going to shore before the bottom of the tide with 
the plan that we’d probably be back at the tenders about the time 
the tide was coming back in to the same level – around 2.5 hours 
later. 
The walk up the hill was pleasant, if not a little exposed in places 
from above, along the old track. Wildlife however was minimal – 
we only saw one rainbow bee eater and one wedge tailed eagle. 
The historic cemetery had what appeared to be freshly painted 
white and bright picket fences around the graves. I remembered 
last time we were here we met another sailing couple (no longer 
sailing) at the cemetery and waited for the Larc tour to leave so 
we could commandeer the caretaker for a look around the place. 
On that occasion we didn’t get our tour. But today the Larc wasn’t 
scheduled and we finally got a guided look around  – thanks to 
the current caretakers (S & D). Anapa headed off to the lookout 
over Jenny Lind Creek whilst we (along with another boat) 
headed into the museum and then up into the lighthouse. The 
views were magnificent; the day was perfect. We finally returned 
to the beach, a bit earlier than the tide, and after waiting on the 
beach so we didn’t have to drag the tenders back into the water 
too far, got back to boat for a late lunch. An afternoon of playing 
cards was taken as a rain check because one of us had 
overdone the walk a bit and rekindled an old injury (all four of us 

seem to have 
niggly issues at the 
moment)– so I had 
an afternoon 
snooze instead.  
Jobs of the day: a 
small rust run this 
morning on the 
stanchions. 

2

washing, wiped the stanchions of salt (didn’t 
get around to a rust run), started a garden. I 
also read a bit.  

Bustard Head Lighthouse 

View over Pancake Creek from the Bustard 
Head lighthouse 
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Strong winds and recalcitrant boats. 

29th August 2020. I was up out of bed in a hurry at 0550. 
And it wasn’t because I was over enthusiastic at the start of 
the morning, it was because when I looked out the cabin 
window the boat next door seemed a little too close! I 
headed outside to get a better perspective, and found that 
we were slowly getting closer. Andrew had commented 
when this boat anchored ‘in front of us’ after moving from 
our north a couple of days ago, that perhaps he was a bit 
too close! It was likely we had more chain out than he did 
and he is a monohull, so we were on alert – monohulls and 
catamarans move differently at anchor. I don’t know how 
close he got but it was closer than 25 meters because that’s 
what I ended up reading on the golf range finder, and that 
was after his closest pass. The occupants hadn’t got out of 
bed yet and there was no movement on board. I got four of 
our fenders out and tied them off the front ready just in case. 

It was however a different boat that ended up potentially 
being more of a problem. By the time I’d noticed the issue 
however, the powerboat on the mooring had also noticed 
the issue and had taken his tender across to the boat in 
front of us (travelling with the issue boat) to see what he 
could do. We were not parry to the discussion but I get the 
feeling that the second boat called the skipper of the moving 
boat and they came back to the anchorage to rescue it, 
having been visiting the lighthouse. I had seen them go 
ashore earlier in their tender – and my thought at the time 
was ‘what idiot goes ashore with expected strong winds!’ No 
boat is immune to dragging given the wrong conditions, but I 
would think a good skipper would stay on board in iffy 
conditions! 
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Turkey Beach. 
30th August 2020. Pancake Creek to Turkey Beach. Todays 
journey was always going to be a motor sail in one form or 
another. Firstly we wanted to not spend all day going around 
the top of Rodd Peninsula, and secondly we had to deal with 
both an outgoing tide, and, eventually, a head-on wind as well. 
The chosen anchorage was shallow – it would have been 
shallower had we kept going to investigate the 35 year old 
soundings in the cruising guide, but being high and dry in a 
mangrove area did not appeal so we backtracked to a ‘doable’ 
depth. We were on the north side of Rodd Harbour, but at low 
tide a large sand bank protected us from the south west wind 
and at high tide, in theory, with the predicted wind angles, we 
were going to have more protection on this side of the harbour 
(less fetch) than if we had anchored just off the Turkey Beach 
township. 
High tide had been at 0655 so we were always going to be 
working into a dropping tide. We started picking up the anchor 
before 0800, and after a quick chat with Alicat 3 – we haven’t 
socialised with this boat for four years – we were on our way. 
The swell coming out of Pancake Creek was noticeable, but 
probably because, as Andrew explained, the drop in depth of 
the sea floor. Apart from that it was a comfortable journey (with 
one engine and the genoa) with the wind at times gusting to 
low 20’s. The anchor was down at just before 1200. 
The afternoon cuppa was on Anapa. Jobs for the day: 5 linen 
items of washing, dishes, read a bit, watched a movie, sorted 
out the dried herbs and spices, started scrubbing the C2 head 
floor with a toothbrush – (and discovered a crack in the 
fiberglass!). Andrew replaced a dodgy inner tube on the tinnie 
wheels 
 
31st August 2020. The sun was well and truly up by the time I 
got up (around 0700) but then again I had gone to bed after 
midnight. There was a smattering of clouds to the east in the 
sun’s direction to give some interest, but the rest of the sky 
was clear. There was very little wind. The midgies were out as 
well as a couple of local fishing tinnies. Bush birds were heard 
in the mangroves and something was coming up for air around 
the boat –I didn’t see if it was a dolphin, turtle or dugong. 
The day was laid back – the only excursion to shore was made 
with an eye on lunch at the general store. Turkey Beach has 
probably the smallest general store I’ve seen outside a 
caravan park or campground, and the only hot lunch option 
was hot pies so I had to make sure I was dosed up on iron 
tablets. Because it is a fishing community there was the usual 
odds and ends required for fishing on the shelves (bait, long 
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sleeve shirts etc) and even marine 
batteries. But we don’t judge the 
place on its size; it provided lunch 
and a very casual two kilometre 
return walk. After lunch and a 
cuppa on Anapa we had thought 
about an afternoon explore further 
up our part of the inlet as the tide 
rose, but come mid afternoon the 
breeze still gave a slight nip and 
we decided on putting that 
excursion back until tomorrow. 
Staying put had its advantages; 
the visit of a large individual off the 
bow of the boat and the chorus of 
birdsong amongst the mangroves 
to our east 
Jobs of the day; clean up the 
kettle, wipe down the outside mesh 
walls, wipe down the vinyl seat, 
plan our move to Gladstone. 

Looking across to Turkey Beach hamlet 

Looking across to Turkey Beach hamlet 

Coming back from Turkey Beach hamlet 


