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Temperatures are going up, and so is the humidity. The
winds are getting stronger as well, from both the north and
the south. Our ‘cyclone’ line, according to our insurance
company is near Hervey Bay (at least this year, insurance
companies seemed to reset them further south each year)
and we needed to start considering where we wanted to be
for the pointy bit of the Festive Season. Putting in bluntly,
time in this year was running out! Despite intentions of fully
exploring the Keppel’s this year, by the end of November
we’d only visited one new island in this group- we will have
to wait until next time to explore the area further.
Gratefully, at least, on our way south, we finally got three
short visits to the Great Barrier Reef, and a couple of its cays.
It was so nice to be in clear water on fine days.
Because my good camera needs professional help, and the
waterproof camera died at Monkey Beach at the end of
October, for a great part of November I was only able to take
photos with my phone. Whilst there are some settings on the
phone, most of which I don’t know how to use, the only extra
setting used to take photographs occasionally was the
panoramic, or wide-angle, option from the button on the
front screen, the result of which is that images are a little out
of perspective; and some masts on yachts are showing at
decidedly obscure angles!.
From a social point of view we met new boats, reacquainted
ourselves with others we’d met previously, and spent time
with Final Fling, Kool Sid II and Skellum (to whom we are
grateful to come to our rescue - on several occasions!)
We started the month at Great Keppel Island. We finished
the month around 90 nautical miles to the southeast - at
Lady Musgrave Lagoon.
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Great Keppel Island - North Keppel Island
From 4 meters to 4 feet! Or 40 centimetres!
Contrasting Reefs
1st November 2020. You know you have been at an
anchorage too long when the bivalves start making
your anchor chain their home substrate! I had to
remove 10 of them before I could put the chain into
its locker.
There was no wind – or very little of it – and we
pulled all 50 plus meters of our chain up whilst we
were facing east, so there was a good chance that
our anchor wasn’t going to be under another boat.
The closest boat was 75 meters away but we were
going to have to get closer to it to release the anchor
from the bottom. The owner of the adjacent boat
wasn’t awake. He was also the ‘gentleman’ who
came to the rescue of the ‘ijeet!’ from Fisherman’s
Beach in October. Fortunately we were far enough
away for no verbal transaction to be necessary. The
anchor was up at around 0650 and we motored east
to round Great Keppel Island on the eastern side to
head for Pumpkin Passage back at North Keppel
Island. We could have had the genoa out for a short
while if we’d wanted to, but it would only have been
a very short while, for as soon as we turned the
corner to head north we had the wind on our nose.
The swell was obvious once we’d left the shelter of
Long Beach, but not enough to become a problem.
The anchor was down in Pumpkin Passage before
0900. There was only one other boat in this
anchorage but he looked beached. It would have to
have been deliberate because we were close to high
tide and he was near the base of the dunes of Mazies
Beach – to access there he had to get over a
substantial section of reef. By 0930 a power cat had
joined us in the anchorage. The wind was still
relatively calm and a swallow came to say hello.
We’d seen three dolphins on the way over but they
hadn’t approached us for a ride – perhaps we
weren’t traveling fast enough for them!
The original idea today had been to anchor Sengo in
Pumpkin Passage and then take the tinnie over to
the mooring at Sloping Island, if it was free, and
snorkel from there. But with the wind strength
picking up mid morning when we were finally ready
© Trish Ebert www.purringalong.com.au

to do this, we thought sticking closer to North
Keppel Island would be prudent.
So when we headed off boat near low tide we
took a short tinnie journey north instead and
threw the anchor over in over 4 meters of water
adjacent the beach near the south-west
extremity of the island. We had looked for an
access spot to the beach here but it wasn’t
obvious. The coral here was as tired as that at
Monkey Beach although I did see more fan
corals, but perhaps that was because we swam
across the top of the reef rather than just around
the edges. There was more colour here as well,
although not a lot, but there were distinct
edgings of some corals of fluorescent mauves,
and the odd full cover of pastel greens. Most of
the rest of the ‘garden’ was the rustic, degraded
hard coral, although we did swim over a garden
of softer species on the way back to the tinnie.
There were fish here, of various kinds, the most
prolific species being a school of light
fluorescent blue.
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We moved on. Our second snorkel was to our
south, in much shallower water; shallow enough
in fact for me to be able to stand up where I put
the anchor, and indeed where the tinnie was
floating just enough for me to swim over the
bottom of broken coral and sand, and the
ubiquitous black sea slugs that live in that area,
without dragging my stomach. The coral just past
here was a contrast to the earlier swim. More fish,
more species, more colours! Yellows, greens,
pinks; and a colourful clam of splotchy purple,
light blue and rustic orange. It was just a pity that
the waterproof camera had given up a few days
before because with the clarity of the water, and
the proximity of the fish, I would have had taken
some good shots. The clam was fabulous! This is a
must come back to location – even if it is only in
40 centimetres of water.
After a little while enjoying this however our skin
was crinkling so, after fare-welling Kool Sid II we
headed back to boat.
By around 1700 the power cat had gone but five
other boats were now in the anchorage
Weather for most of the day: blue skies, distant
cumulous clouds, and no chance of rain.
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We came we saw and… we were refused
2nd November 2020. It was a magnificently calm
morning. Kool Sid II left before 0530 toward the
morning sun. And we had to leave too. It is a pity
the wind was predicted to get up as much as it was,
otherwise we would have stayed here. …
It was coming up to high tide and we moved back
around to Considine Bay on the western side of
North Keppel Island. Fortunately the tides over the
next couple of days weren’t as extreme as they’d
been last time we were here, and we could put our
anchor down closer to land. As we ventured closer
we noticed a Marine Park’s barge… and a 4wd that
was in a curious position on the beach. And wasn’t
moving. Our guess was that it was bogged, so as
soon as our anchor was down we headed to shore
in the tinnie to see if we could help. It was situated
just above the water line – and the tide, although
high, was still coming in. When we got to shore, the
barge had left, and the two people in fluorescent
tops that we’d seen from Sengo’s decks, weren’t
obvious. The only obvious person who was there,
in t-shirt and shorts, refused Andrew’s help when
offered. ‘Look at it,’ he said after he’d retrieved his
tools from the back of the ute. ‘I don’t care if it goes
into the drink’ (or something to that effect). He
headed past us and up the walkway. I assumed he
didn’t know about the rules about driving on
beaches, but he indicated that the time they’d
arrived was the time the barge was available. You
would think that the barge, if it transports vehicles
to beaches, would know that dropping the vehicle
off now, at this point in the tide, would be an issue.
Andrew wanted his morning coffee so we headed
straight back to boat, and just as we arrived the
two men in fluorescent tops reappeared around
the vehicle. They appeared to be pulling a winch
into the bushes. I missed the initial rescue but by
the time I looked again the ute was further up the
beach, side on and still getting bogged in soft sand.
Really – there are rules for sand driving. And you
need to be competent. 4wd’s (any vehicles) are not
infallible, and they are a death trap if not handled
properly – just in this case, if not rescued, it
probably would have been the death of the vehicle.
(Although admittedly the vehicle had nowhere to
go – it had to go into the soft sand otherwise it was
going to be in the ocean)
© Trish Ebert www.purringalong.com.au

Kool Sid II leaving

We were back on shore
around 0950 – for a beach
walk. If we didn’t get a stroll
in this morning it might be a
couple of days before we got
the next opportunity. The
tinnie was re-secured on
Sengo at 1030.
The rest of the day was
mostly relaxing – I read a lot
and started to clean out the
anchor well. Andrew changed
a line to secure the anchor whilst we are on
passage to one of a much more suitable length.
We managed two small yoga sessions.
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3rd November 2020
We had a morning visitor – two actually, but only
one came aboard Sengo. A member of Marine
Parks came to say hello and have a chat relating
to yesterday’s beach incident. Apparently the
owners of the 4wd (a contractor employed to
construct a shed) had reported the ‘incident’ and
that they’d had interaction with the public. I
wonder if our interaction got them on the front
foot……
We didn’t do much today. Andrew investigated a
possible rudder stock issue. I conducted a tiny
amount of polishing on the back starboard step.
Apart from that we read - it was too windy for
most of the day to get off boat. We got one small
yoga session in in the evening.
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Back to Great Keppel Island
4th November 2020. The sun was up by
the time we got out of bed and there
were some clouds in the sky but the
weather wasn’t threatening. I made
blueberry muffins for breakfast, as we
had no muesli left. Sometime around
0700 the ‘Parks barge turned up again.
When I looked over to shore around
0810 the barge was moored off shore
and there were quite a few tyre tracks
on the beach – this time heading
through the walkway. I hadn’t noticed
what was on the barge on its way over
so I didn’t yet know if they’d brought
another vehicle over or whether they
had reloaded the previously offending
vehicle.
At around 0900 the barge left, along
with the bogged vehicle of two days
ago. At around 0905 we had our anchor
up and a few minutes after that we had
the sails up as well. The engines went
off. Turning south our speed varied
between less than three knots to a
respectable 6.1. The wind predictions
changed and we discovered the
southerly, although light, was going to
stick in a few hours longer than
expected. So instead of heading straight
to Long Beach and a lee shore, we
headed across to Humpy Island. We had
been meaning to check this island out –
it is popular with small boats, and we
often see lights just off its shore at
night. It is part of the National Park, has
camping under casuarina trees, a toilet
block, showers and both a walking
track and a reef to explore. I didn’t
expect the walking track and whilst we
had adventure sandals on our feet,
which were okay for the gravely path,
we had trouble where the vegetation
was over the pathway; proper walking
shoes wouldn’t have proved so
slippery. We’d come somewhat
© Trish Ebert www.purringalong.com.au
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prepared for a swim, as I
thought the beach looked
inviting… but I’d forgotten the
snorkels so a snorkel of the
reef was not going to be
possible. None –the-less we
got a short swim in after we’d
completed the walk but didn’t
linger – the wind had started
to turn so we headed back to
boat and moved across to
Great Keppel Island and the
Long
Beach
anchorage.
Anchor was down around
1600.

November 2020

View from Ridge Walk; Humpy Island

View from Ridge Walk; Humpy Island

View from Ridge Walk; Humpy Island
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Buying groceries is supposed to be
easy!
5th November 2020. The sun was well
and truly up by the time we got out of
bed. I couldn’t find the mixed puffs (but
was sure I hadn’t used them all) so the
idea of making muesli went out the
door. I made muffins for breakfast
instead. I then set about organising
some groceries, checking the details and
process with Keppel Konnections first.
But I had left the run too late for
tomorrow for a delivery from Woolies –
the next option for delivery would be
Monday, but it was still looking a bit
nasty on the weather front. Wednesday
looked better but delivery options for
Wednesday were only available in the
afternoon or evening, which means that
we wouldn’t get our groceries until
Thursday
anyway,
and
from
bom.gov.au, I couldn’t check the
predicted weather for Thursday
because MetEye predictions only extend
out a week (and of course the accuracy
of any predictions after three days is
open to question anyway). Adding
complication to this process was that
bom.gov.au, windy.com and Predict
Wind all had wildly different weather
predications! As the Woolies spot was
closed to us for tomorrow I thought I
would check, on the off chance, if I could
put an order in for Coles. We’ve had a
Coles order delivered before - but it was
5 years ago (to Magnetic Island off
Townsville) and I found I couldn’t find
the details on my email system and
therefore I couldn’t log in. There
followed five phone calls to the
assistance team (in lockdown working
from home in Victoria) to try and sort
the situation. Password changes weren’t
working so we decided to create a new
account. All well and good but the

© Trish Ebert www.purringalong.com.au

system wouldn’t take a post office box as our main
address, and then it wouldn’t take the land address I
plugged in. In the end I got the assistant on the other
end of the phone to put the address in for me, and
waited for the system account to be set up… In the mean
time it was now close to 1000. I needed a break. So after
sitting down for a brief time with some recreational
reading….I checked my email account. No notifications
had come through for the new account so I rang Coles
again. This time I had a different assistant who told me
their computer system was down and no matter how
many new accounts I put in the system, they weren’t
going to register. You think they could have told me that
in the first place! So it was back to organising a food
delivery with Woolies for next week.
The morning was calm enough to get off boat. But we
didn’t. Instead we moved the paddleboards, and the
kayak, and I polished the top of the front port gunwale
and the inside of the entire length of it. I also buffed off
the polish at the base of the davits that I’d applied last
night. The day was hot and spells in between this were
gladly taken in the cooler shade in the back cockpit
recreational reading. I found the puffs and made muesli
for tomorrow’s breakfast.
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Back to Fisherman’s Beach
6th November 2020. We had moved anchorages by
0700, hoping to beat the hordes that were likely to
race to Fisherman’s Beach for the coming weather.
Whilst the anchorage wasn’t totally empty when
we got there (there was technically plenty of room)
the aspiration of heading close to shore was not
fulfilled. We expected to be here about a week –
and that included tides (near the week’s end) that
were going to be the same low level they were on
our first foray into this anchorage this season. So
we put the anchor down at approximately the same
spot. The morning’s calmer forecast flitted away
from us. But this time we were distracted by
pleasant things, not boat work, and we did go to
shore in the afternoon. Because of the late start our
only exercise was a double traverse of the Flat
Circuit – no goats were seen, and only one friarbird.
Several different bird calls were heard and the friar
bird nest near the Eco Resort is no longer in the
tree – perhaps blown out like the second one we
saw in October. The bird spot of the day was an
eastern spinebill, flitting around the bush track at
the back of the Eco Resort. Jobs of the day included
a bit of polishing, a bit of a rust run and
recreational reading.
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Morning long Beach

Fisherman’s Beach
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7th November 2020. I woke up this morning to rain
clouds to the north and the radar indicated that the
rain band, such that it was, was heading west
between Great Keppel and North Keppel Island. A
powerboat came in at this time – and had its radio
on that loud it made me jump (really – loud noises
should be banned before 0700)! At least one boat
headed south (a Leopard 44 with its sails up).
The morning squawk of bats was heard again this
morning. We’ve heard them several times from this
anchorage, but never seen them.
We contemplated going ashore. Actually I wanted to
try a longer walk today but I needed an early start.
Andrew, however, didn’t get up in time for us to
complete that aspiration so the thought was we’d
just go to shore, do a Flat Circuit and maybe have
lunch. In the end we stayed on boat, had chocolate
and walnut muffins for lunch and read a lot. I also
managed a small run of washing late in the day
We conducted half a yoga session in the evening – It
was too rocky to do the balancing poses.

8th November 2020. The first time I woke up this
morning it was raining (lightly) and I got up to
move the cushions in, away from the edges of the
mesh. The second time I got up it was 0555, the
sun was up, and trying to shine through the grey
clouds to the east. The wind was blowing. The
third time I got up it was around 0800. Being that
windy I decided it was a good day to stay in bed,
and subsequently I got up much later than
Andrew, which is not normal. Wind got to 24
knots today. We stayed on boat.

9th November 2020
You know you are getting old when you can’t
remember an entire day. I guess we stayed on
boat and conducted menial maintenance and
enjoyed some recreational reading. Maybe?

© Trish Ebert www.purringalong.com.au
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10th November 2020.. Today we socialised a bit, catching up with both
Skellum and Final Fling over burgers at Tropical Vibe. Lunch turned into
three hours and the owners of the cafe were waiting for us to leave before
they could fully pack the place away. I still wanted to get a walk in but
didn’t think the proposed beach walk would be enough, so we completed a
Flat Circuit - joined by Skellum. Before we left on the stroll, which usually
takes around 30 to 40 minutes, but was extended due to a stop and chat at
the Tavern, the boys had moved the tenders further up the beach to avoid
the tide.
In our case however it wasn’t enough! Lets just say that whilst I
sympathised with another boat’s swamped tender one night a couple of
months ago on this beach, I could now empathise. Our tinnie, whilst on an
angle, was as full as it could be, the bailing bucket and sponge had washed
away (although I managed to retrieve the bailing bucket from the tide line
a short time later) and the tinnie weighed a tonne. I was a bit miffed about
losing the sponge – it was a great sponge!
Thank goodness for Skellum, who just happened to have in their tender
(to collect beach rubbish) half a bucket they’d picked up on a remote
beach further north. The rubbish was temporarily discarded (pun
intended) and the large half-bucket was our savior, along with, of course,
any water that could be slapped out by vacant hands. Of course, once we’d
got most of the water out, we asked for a lift home – there was a guarantee
that we’d have water in the fuel. By this time it was 1700.
The rest of the afternoon/evening was spent decanting the fuel and
removing the water. Thanks, again, to Skellum who happened to have a
funnel which does this job for us. Great piece of kit, and one we will get as
soon as we get to an appropriate retailer. We took everything out of the
tinnie; its anchor, spare ropes, and the ‘dry bag’ with the flares and torch
in it. Unfortunately the dry bag was no longer dry. In fact when I picked it
up it was retaining water. So everything in there had to be dried out as
well. The torch was dead –there was little chance of resurrecting that. The
flares – well, we won’t technically know how affected they are until we
have to use them… except we did discover they were all a couple of
months out of date. So they are another item to purchase (as a priority)
when we get to an appropriate retailer.
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In the middle of cleaning the tinnie!

11th November 2020. We spent the morning cleaning up the rest of the
tinnie after yesterday’s swamping – what sand we could get was
removed from the base, the anchor chain, rode and anchor – were
washed; we recanted the fuel into the tank after letting it sit overnight,
and rinsed the tinnie with salt water. I am not sure if we will get every
grain of the sand out – or if we do it will probably be replaced with
more soon enough.
After lunch (because we didn’t get a walk in morning), we went
snorkeling in Shelving Bay. The condition of the coral, minus a couple of
individual spots, was similarly damaged or uncoloured as per Monkey
Beach next door, where we’d visited last month. We were greeted to
this reef but a pair of Sargent fish
Without the camera to take records I could not remember many fish –
there are so many possibilities – the fish spots that stood out were a
baby barramundi cod (beautiful fish of white with black spots, that was
just asking me to take a photograph except I had no camera), and the
moon wrasse.

© Trish Ebert www.purringalong.com.au

13

Aboard Sengo

November 2020

When the shopping comes to you…or most of it!
12th November 2020. Andrew started today by cleaning
the bottom of the port hull– after I’d spotted a shark
swimming underneath! To put that into perspective,
though, the shark was small, (at a guess looking at it
from above it would have been less than a meter) and it
was chasing the school of fish that has been hanging
around under us for a while. The shark would have kept
going (hopefully). The fish however came back and were
exceedingly interested in the vegetation that Andrew
was dislodging from the bottom of the boat. This activity
essentially started because Andrew wanted to clean the
sail drives, and check the sum log, before our planned
journey south, but thought whilst he was in the water
he’d do a bit more – he was down close to an hour before
he came back, exhausted, but after a break, and seeing a
large splash off the back of the boat we thought he
should perhaps call it quits and stay on board for the
rest of the day. After lunch it was time to wait for our
shopping.
The service Keppel Konnections offer (for a price, of
course) where you can get your online groceries
delivered to them at the Keppel Bay Marina and they will
deliver it to you at Fisherman’s Beach at Great Keppel
Island, is terrific. Our food order (along with two other
food orders) came across on a non scheduled ferry just
after 1330, and staff initially delivered the bags of
goodies off the deck down to the trailer on the back of a
Eco Resort tractor, before the trailer was taken out of
the tidal zone on to dry land so goods could be
distributed. Our order was obvious –we were the only
order in paper bags. All went smoothly, or so we
thought, and we happily loaded our tinnie and took the
order back to boat. We got most of it put away before
heading to shore for a quick wander around the Flat
Circuit – this was to be our last walk on Great Keppel
Island this season. The plan then was to do a quick tie
down of the boat for our journey south tomorrow before
going out to dinner with Final Fling. Unfortunately that
didn’t quite go to plan. We knew the timing would be
tight, but finding our kayak coming to pieces and its
bilges full of water we knew we had to sort that out
before leaving. The casualty was dinner – there just
wasn’t going to be enough time.
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Toward Curtis Island

Sunset at Mount larcom

Waiting for the rising
tide

Heading south
Great Keppel Island to
Curtis Island area.
13th November 2020
Our anchor was up at
0550. The sails were
up at 0559. The first
engine was off at
0610. And then the
wind dropped! The
second engine went
off at 0620, and
despite the wind drop
I was happy to
average 5 knots early
in the journey. We
weren’t the only ones
heading south - there
was a flotilla off boats
in front of us. One I
hadn't realised was in
the area and we would
have made an effort to
catch up had we
known – we had
missed them in the
Gold Coast as well
earlier in the year.
We weren’t exactly
starting our ‘migration
south’
yet,
even
though it was getting
late in the season. For
several reasons we

wanted to visit the reef this year and we’d been, so far due to mainly weather, unable
to do so. So we changed tack – perhaps if we headed a bit south, we could access the
reef from further down the coast – perhaps the wind angles and strengths from there
would be more comfortable. So given the forecast (and coming strong northerly
winds) our plan was to sail around Curtis Island to the east and head in the general
direction of Gladstone through the Northern Channel above Facing Island. There is
only one issue with this route; there are some low patches that may require a tide to
traverse.
The sail was generally mostly enjoyable; the engines going on for 40 minutes only in
the middle of the trip, starting just north of Cape Capricorn. It wasn’t however the
lack of wind speed, and therefore boat speed, that made us burn some diesel – it was
the very uncomfortable side on swell that was making the boom crunch at every jolt.
Once conditions improved and the engine had gone back off, we sailed most of the
way to just above the delta outside the Northern Channel – although with the wind
angle that involved a bit of gybing and goose-winging to get us close. Ironically during
this section of the journey, unfortunately, we sped up – and got to the entrance of the
North Channel at around low tide.
Having not been here before we waited just outside the delta to follow Skellum in –
we were under motor at this stage and going very slowly. We both anchored
approximately south east of The Oaks camping ground (at a guess looking at a
cruising guide) but immediately adjacent the channel leads, not the shore (very
adjacent because I could still see the purple line on the Navionics screen to the north
of us). Another boat was coming in. A monohull. He motored to our south – we
wondered why – it was very shallow behind us. And then Andrew exclaimed and I
turned around to see the mono side on and dipping away from us. Fortunately the
boat righted and extracted itself from the rocks behind us but it took a while, and it
took a while for them to anchor, trying three spots to settle in front of Skellum to our
east. It was around 1500. Time for a cup of tea and to wait for the tide to come in – at
a roaring 2.7 knots!
At around 1600 we upped anchor again and headed up the North Channel, over the
shallow bit towards Enfield Creek (1m LAT) and up to the northern arm above
Compigne Island. Deeming this area too narrow we came back into the main inlet
area. The first attempt at putting the anchor down with the wind didn’t work and I
had to pick up 60 meters of chain. Anchoring to the tide seemed to work. Anchor was
down and set near sunset around 1700. Dinner was salad and snags. It was here I
discovered a missing shopping item from our delivery yesterday – we hadn’t got our 3
litre tin of oil!
When it got dark I noticed what I thought was lightening across the sky to the west.
But that didn’t make sense – there was 0 (zero) pc chance of rain predicted, according
to the weather bureau. It just shows you predictions can be wrong. Rain came down
around 2200.
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potentially
taken
some
coordination of transport
(there doesn’t seem to be
buses on Saturdays), or involve
a longish walk.

Sunrise at the anchorage

Gladstone
14th October 2020. I was up before 0400– partly due to going to bed
very early, and partly due to my back - which hadn’t had the best
day yesterday and was sore. So the first thing I did this morning
was a neck/upper back yoga session after which I felt a lot better. I
was even enthused enough to do the dishes after this, being
thankful there was enough hot water left in the system. Andrew got
up around 0500 – it was getting light and the sun rose not long
after this. We braved the midgies and had an outside shower – and I
suffered for it, several red dots and pin-prick red spots showing
down my right side. There were grey clouds to the east of us – at
least today the forecast was for 10pc chance of rain. We were a fair
way away from land and the morning chorus was the soft calls of
bush birds.
We were heading across to Gladstone marina around 0620 this
morning - in the tinnie. The predictions for the afternoon winds
were northerly and our current anchorage was calm enough. So to
stay here and get to Gladstone the tinnie was the go. If we had
wanted to temporarily move Sengo we would have had to wait a
couple more hours to have the tide big enough to get across the
shallow bit to this inlet entrance. And no anchorage listed or
otherwise observed on the chart/ guide was likely to give us as
much protection. The other anchorages were potentially all tide
effected as well.
The incentive to get across to Gladstone harbour wasn’t that we
particularly wanted to see the town again – although we had
enjoyed our time here in August. It was to get new safety
equipment. I wasn’t going out to the reef without in-date flares. And
– we were technically illegal without them! It was to be a quick
visit; almost a ‘grab and run’ because the wind was due to pick up
late morning. If we had planned a longer visit we could have
perhaps purchased a new underwater camera but that would have
© Trish Ebert www.purringalong.com.au

The incentive for Andrew to
get up and out so early was
breakfast. There is a café near
the Info Centre near the
marina that opened apparently
not long before we first headed
into the Gladstone marina a
couple of months ago. It opens
at 0600, so after a smooth 3
kilometre tinnie ride across to
the marina and tying the tinnie
up to one of the marina docks
(and confirming permission to
be there) we headed off to
breakfast. We both had the big
breakfast, which looked nice
but wasn’t particularly hot
when it got to us. Andrew’s
coffee was also on its way to
tepid once that had been
delivered. We didn’t send the
food back -we were hungry –it
tasted all right despite its
temperature
(although
probably not up to food safety
standards). After breakfast we
tried the Complete Angler, in
the same building, because I’d
seen flare kits for sale there
last time we’d walked in. The
kits there were dated with a
manufacture date of June 2020
so we left these and walked to
the chandlery to see what they
had. Their flair kits were dated

A different perspective: Seeing
these ships from the tinnie
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October 2020 – therefore ‘fresher’, and so we purchased what we needed here. Before
heading back to boat we helped Skellum tie up to dock at the marina (not that they
needed it – it was just that we were there). And Andrew tentatively asked them for a
stereotypical request - could they possibly spare us a cup of ….. olive oil - they very
generously gave us a small bottle!
We were back on board Sengo before 1000. The temperature in Gladstone was due to get
to 32 – hot – and there wasn’t a lot of wind when we got back to boat. It did pick up
gradually over the afternoon and we had put a shade out over the front so we could sit in
the front cockpit - with hopefully minimal intrusion of midgies – the wind should be
enough to blow them away. For a while there was a flotilla of midgies sheltering out the
back and you were guaranteed to get bitten in several places even if you exposed yourself
outside the back door for mere seconds. By mid afternoon however most of these had
moved on and there was instead a small army of scary looking native wasps. Clearly they
were sheltering from the wind but no amount of discouragement to move on (with a
sweeping flipper) was discouraging them for long. We were worried about their long
term intentions so stuck a sponge in the gap to block off the access to the davit winch to
save them thinking about moving in.
At low tide the banks of the inlet were obvious – and one was not that far away. The
afternoon wind-against –tide situation, even with a side on swell, was not that
uncomfortable.

© Trish Ebert www.purringalong.com.au
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A first, very brief, visit to the reef.
15th November 2020. Grey skies – still water. Our anchorage was
midge heaven at 0500. The anchor was up at 0750 and we cleared the
sandbank to our south, turned east and motored out the North
Channel. At one stage the Curtis Endeavour was coming up fast
behind us, but it stopped at the top of Facing Island. A turtle seemed
to farewell us by swimming by and we were passed by several small
tinnies travelling both ways. The sails were up at 0910 outside the
channel delta and the engines off at 0920. We were heading to Mast
Head Island but the trip was not as straightforward as we’d hoped –
and we undertook several tacks to keep to a rum-line and avoid
running into the cardinal mark at Rock Cod Shoals. Two turtles were our greeting party at the
southern edge of the channel between Polmaise Reef and Mast Head Island. We tried anchoring once
but decided on picking up the mooring buoy. Nowhere around here was ideal – the winds were wrong
according to the predictions, but the swell was also in the wrong direction for a comfortable overnight
stop – admittedly I had checked the wind forecasts but not the swell forecasts before we left. There
were several rays that frolicked about us into the evening, as well as two more turtles. A few Noddy’s
flew past. Andrew had tried fishing on the way over – we didn’t catch anything.
The morning of the 16th November was an allocated time for reflection, but our aim was to find
somewhere to start enjoying ourselves in the afternoon – a bit of snorkeling around Mast Head Island
would have been the obvious choice. However according to the weather predictions, the wind strength
in this area was going to be 10-15 knots, on the 17th there was going to be practically no wind. Having
no wind is perfect for playing around the reef, however the day after (18th), the wind was picking up
and turning southerly and we wanted to be in the shelter of the mainland. So we had the choice – play
around on the afternoon of the 16th and then motor back to the mainland for shelter on the 17th, or
use the wind on the 16th to get back. We headed back on the 16th after an all too brief reef visit. We
should have stayed. We ended up motoring anyway.
The forecast change was for a strong-ish southerly. Our choices for
sheltering spots were to head to the ever popular Pancake Creek, or
we could head to somewhere a bit more isolated. We chose the
isolated option, past Rodds Harbour and down the inlet to 7 Mile
Creek, putting our anchor down, where it is joined by Thornton Creek.

© Trish Ebert www.purringalong.com.au
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Mangroves

&

more

Exploring Thornton Creek in the tinnie
17th November 2020. It was sunny and it was hot
– and there was no breeze in morning when we
got up. Wind predictions were due to be ‘light’ for
the morning before the southerly came roaring in,
so it was a good opportunity to explore the
surrounding area. High tide was due at 1030 so I
suggested we leave at 0900 and head up
Thornton Creek for a bit of a look. I amended that
suggestion to an earlier start but by the time we
fiddled around it was around 0900 anyway.
Mangroves. Mangroves and more mangroves.
That was most of what we saw on our journey,
and they were mostly impenetrable. There was
one spot where we could have almost got close to
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land but we turned around when we realised
that to do so we’d be travelling over the top of
a barbed wire fence! We would have been
really stuck if we’d been on the other side of
that with the soon to be dropping tide. For a
landscape contrast we could occasionally see
the surrounding mountains in the background.
To counteract the midges (and the sun) we
were wearing long sleeve tops and long
trousers and each of us had wide brimmed
hats on, and a towel to cover our feet.
We were back on boat at 1120 - just as the
wind picked up. The afternoon was spent
washing clothes, reading, and we managed one
yoga session in in the evening.
Birds seen; mangrove honeyeaters, a flock of
pied oystercatchers, and a single Brahminy
kite.
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18th November 2020. We thought about using
the morning to explore the inlet of 7 Mile Creek
and the surrounding area to the south but the
wind picked up earlier than we hoped, so we
stayed on board. I washed yesterday’s clothes
and read a lot. Andrew put the runners up for
the hanging fruit basket, and I completed one
pocket. We saw 21.4 knots on the gauges but we
know the wind speed got higher than that.

© Trish Ebert www.purringalong.com.au
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On the way to Gladstone

Morning in Thornton’s Creek
On the way to Gladstone

Back to Gladstone
19th November 2020. We woke to overcast grey skies and rain on the
adjacent hills. There was also a rain band heading our way according
to the rain radar at bom.gov.au. We had made the decision to go into
the marina on Saturday morning as that was supposedly a calm
period in the weather forecast. To get an early dock - we decided it
would be prudent to move a bit closer to the marina. We weren’t
necessarily thinking of doing that today but because we had
discovered that we were actually dragging (a result of, when we
arrived, allowing the anchor to settle into the substrate before we set
it – except we forgot about it), we thought if we had to pick the
anchor up this morning anyway, why not move today. There are a
couple of anchorages closer to the marina but as we had seen the
moorings were back in action in the harbour, Andrew suggested we
ask if one of those was available. We could possibly pick up one of
those in winds over 10 knots if necessary (we don’t like coming onto
dock in winds more than 10 knots). As it was one mooring was
available for a few days, and we picked it up in 13 knots of wind.
But 13 knots was, metaphorically speaking, a mere wisp of a breeze,
in comparison to what we’d endured on the way over – the journey
had been a little more exciting than expected. Whilst I did get a tad
wet picking up the anchor, from the previously mentioned rain band,
it was the squall up the Gatscombe Channel that really got Sengo wet.
We had motor-sailed north on genoa only until we got to the delta of
7 Mile Creek/Rodds Harbour, and turned toward Gladstone. The
wind strength had started out below 10 knots and I was keen to put
up the main sail. Thankfully we didn’t. Once we’d turned the wind
strength picked up, and in the midst of the storm that overtook us, we
read 29 knots on our gauges - more than enough to push us along
under headsail. Not expecting such a weather event I hadn’t moved
the back cushions quite quickly enough - and they got very wet and
dirty. We had a late lunch on board, once we were tied onto the
moorning, before getting a few chores done; a gas bottle drop off at
the chandlery (and then a later pickup), and a Gerry can diesel run
© Trish Ebert www.purringalong.com.au

On the way to Gladstone

At 1223. What storm?

(and then the later decanting of
said diesel into our fuel tanks).
Dinner was at the Yacht Club - we
walked rather than take the
tinnie.

20th November 2020. We awoke
to grey skies and it rained before
0600. Winds were calm and
conditions in marina basin flat.
21
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The Mangrove Walk
21st November 2020. At 0800 this
morning we headed over to the office to
book another night on the mooring. We
had originally meant to leave today
(having cancelled the dock booking) and
had dropped the passes in the after
hours box last night. We had been told
we had until the 24th on the mooring
before it was needed by someone else.
In the mean time however someone had
rung and booked the mooring – we
didn’t know this and the marina
attendant had been very diligent and
had already processed us out - oops. We
left it with the marina attendant to work
out and went for a walk. I was looking
for the mangrove walk we had seen in
passing from the car last time we were
staying at Gladstone. The marina
attendant knew where we were talking
about and indicated its’ location on a
map he handed over. He also told us of
an alternative route to get to the walk,
also marking this on the map. He
suggested that the bike paths brochure
at the info centre also showed the route
we were looking for. Having gathered
the doctored map, and the brochure
from the info centre, we headed off.
Sometimes I am stubborn when it
comes to modern technology and I like
to navigate using ‘maps.’ Perhaps this
time I should have ignored this
preference. Neither paper map was
entirely accurate and whilst we did end
up getting to the Mangrove Walk we
missed a couple of turn offs and what
© Trish Ebert www.purringalong.com.au
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looked to be a lovely little bush track. Next
time. In the meantime we found the
Mangrove Walk (the only interps seemed to
be metal plates on the floor which indicated
two different species of mangrove) and
extended the track for several kilometres
around waterways to the back of Stockland
Shopping Centre. Here we had lunch before
heading toward Bunnings for some
chopping board oil and Harvey Norman
where we bought a new underwater camera
– not the one we were originally looking at
purchasing but what we had access to – we
weren’t waiting around for Camera House
to open on Monday. We took a taxi home to
the marina.
The evening job was completing the second
pocket on the hanging basket.
Bird list: purple swamp hen, dusky
moorhen, jacana, mangrove honeyeater
(heard), willy wagtail, crow, fairy martin,
pacific black duck, hard head, sp? warber,
golden headed cisticolla (best guess), black
swan, Australasian darter, clamorous little
grassbird, peaceful dove, kookaburras,
collard kingfisher, swallow, great heron,
black faced cuckoo shrike, blue faced
honeyeater, intermediate heron, double
barred finch, chestnut breasted manniken,
rainbow lorikeet.
© Trish Ebert www.purringalong.com.au
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Passing the Heron Islander in Gladstone marina
basin – she beat us to the destination
Just after dropping the mooring buoy ; Gladstone marina
basin

Settling at Heron Island

Great Barrier Reef: To Heron Island
22nd November 2020. We were up at 0500 this
morning and dropped the mooring at 0540. The main
sail wasn’t put up until an hour later at 0640 because
once out of the marina we had to angle into the
shipping channel to do so, and didn’t want to run into
the exiting Alpha Loyalty. RTM Dias was also coming
the other way so we didn’t want to get caught
between them. The genoa was put out and the motors
turned off when we turned the corner around the
bottom of Facing Island – to a lovely 7.3 knots. We
found the onshore waves however slowed our
progress, and, once we’d got down to around 3.8
knots we put the engines back on again. They finally
went off again when we got past the shallow stuff and
exited the delta of the East Channel. A direct line to
Heron Island wasn’t possible with the wind and we
headed more north than north-east, tacking north of
Mast Head Island, Erskine Island and Wistari Reef
before dropping the sails and motoring the last 2
nautical miles to Heron Island – otherwise, with the
wind angle, we would have been tacking again - it was
1545 and getting later than preferred if we had to
anchor. As it was the mooring buoy at Heron Island,
and the mooring buy at Wistari Reef were both free.
We had a choice – we chose Heron. It was a struggle
to get the line to the buoy at Heron Island on the boat
and with the wind against tide the actual buoy ended
up banging the side of our boat for a while. It was tied
on and secured at 1630. We were welcomed to the
anchor buoy by passing turtles.
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Sunset; from mooring buoy Heron Island
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23rd November 2020. The first time I woke up this morning it was
around 0300, and noticed what I thought was rain on the western
horizon (and a magnificent bright Milky Way above us) but at 0530
when we both got up the only clouds were to the east and blocking
the rising sun. We put the generator on to make water and charge
the batteries.
Both the swell and wind had died down. The first bird seen this
morning was a white reef heron, spotted on deck by Andrew as he
went to put the water maker on. I washed down the bottom of the
stanchions to save any salt rust issues (the stanchions rust run will
be a separate run) wiped down some bird poo, did yesterday’s
dishes and put two shades up – all before 0630.
Our plan A was a walk on the beach followed by a snorkel, but
because we’d started around 0800 and low tide was at 0925 there
didn’t seem to be enough water beneath the tinnie to get to shore.
And we didn’t push it. So we donned our masks and flippers and
started with a snorkel instead. We headed to the north end of the
reef around Heron Island and started to swim south but as Andrew
had the tinnie tethered to him, he found it all a bit difficult to swim
against the current – so we turned around and swam with the flow
instead. Our second snorkel spot was south of our mooring - the
coral was not as good here (and we were getting swamped with a
million small jellyfish) so we headed
back to the original spot. We were
back on boat around 1030. After
lunch we headed for our sojourn on
shore – and landed the tinnie on a
‘remote’ bit of shore. It is a bit hard to
be remote on such a small island. We
wandered around anti-clockwise, past
the research station/national park
border, and turned around and
returned to the tinnie before we hit
the resort beach goers. We continued
our circumnavigation of the island
and reef by boat, heading tentatively
across the breaking waves and
outside the fringing reef. This is the
side open to the ocean and the coral
looks terrific. Perhaps we will snorkel
© Trish Ebert www.purringalong.com.au
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this next time. Before heading back to boat we said a quick hello to a
cat that had come in (who were off to take the public mooring on
Wistari Reef -it was either that or we take the mooring at Wistari
they take the one we were on). We saw two other boats head into
the area in the afternoon so we couldn’t push sitting on the mooring
after tonight (technically they are 24 hours only). Once back on boat
we made plans to organise tomorrow‘s destination.
Inside the fringing reef had been bland, the usual black sea slugs,
prominent as they usually are, in dead and dying reef. I did think I’d
spotted a different type of slug – one three times as big as those
usual dark beasts, but reference to a book older than I am suggested
the big orange ‘slug’ was in fact a type of coral. Looking further into
this, I discover the book was written by a researcher on Heron
Island and most of the photos in it are probably from this area.
There were many white and translucent forms of fish in this section
inshore of the reef, zipping around and hard to see, blending in with
the sandy bottom, or rushing into and out of holes on the ocean
floor. And a few of their colourful cousins had ventured inshore
away from their usual rich colourful reef habitat. By far the most
common animals however were sharks and rays. Several small reef
sharks swam around, and many rays hung around in groups and in
pairs and we wondered whether they were in courtship mode.
Birds seen – silver gulls, noddies, brown boobies, bridle terns and a
bar tailed godwit (?)
Black tip reef shark, stingrays, (a devil or eagle) ray, and a shovel
nosed ray

Sengo on the mooring buoy at Heron Island
© Trish Ebert www.purringalong.com.au
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To Lady Musgrave Island
24th November 2020. A heron dropped on our boat
and left again in a hurry this morning. I wonder
why? Perhaps he knew we weren’t staying. We
were up at 0500. The mooring was dropped at
0520. The spinnaker was up at 0540. And we had a
lovely 6 plus knots of boat speed. For a few
minutes! The 10 to 15 knot forecast winds started
with 13’s when we turned the engines off, but soon
after the wind was blowing 10 to 11’s and not long
after that it was 8 to 10’s. My planning average of 5
knots dropped but 4.5 would get us into the lagoon
at Lady Musgrave Island before 1500 – in fact an
average of 4 knots, although a long 10 hour day,
should still get us into the lagoon by 3.30 pm – a
time in the tropics after which it is more difficult to
see the reef below you in which to anchor safely.
As time drew on the wind dropped further still –
until at 2. 6 knots speed over ground we dropped
the spinnaker, put up the genoa and turned both
engines on. There was a short time after this the
wind blipped up a bit and we considered putting
the spinnaker back up.. and then the wind dropped
again. Around half an hour after this the wind
picked up to a strength that would have been
conducive to our spinnaker run for the rest of the
trip… but we couldn’t trust it staying there. We
kept the motors on, getting into the lagoon around
1300 (ish). In theory we had plenty of time for an
off boat excursion, but ironically, and to our
frustration, the wind stayed up, so the conditions
weren’t conducive for an adventure.
We didn’t actually anchor this time, instead picking
up the red mooring buoy – way over-rated for our
boat, but we were only intended staying a night
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Back to the mainland: Pancake
Creek
25th November 2020. By 0530 I had
done the dishes, taken a couple of
sunrise photos and made a pear loaf
for breakfast. The conditions seemed
calm. The sky was completely
overcast, with several layers of grey –
there was no blue to be seen.
By 0800 when we went to shore there
was some blue in the sky and the sun
was shining through in places, the
typical sheen of the island’s shore
shining a creamy yellow. Our original
plan had been to enjoy today
(wherever we were) and then head
back to the mainland to hide from the
south easterly coming up on Friday
night. The hope of course was that
yesterday afternoon had been calm
enough to enjoy the location as well. It
wasn’t. Because we had suspended our
Iridium subscription, our last weather
forecast was four days old. Yes, today’s
forecast was as calm as the forecast we
had, but the forecast we had had the
southerly coming in early (overnight)
tomorrow – possibly uncomfortably.
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To add to the frustration we missed (ie
couldn’t hear) two weather reports from two
different VMR’s. To not risk a rough ride (it
probably would have been perfectly safe to be
in the Lady Musgrave lagoon in slightly
stronger winds, but what is the point - we
wouldn’t have been able to get off boat) we
headed to the mainland today. To get there in
reasonable time we had to leave early. To get a
walk in first we had to start early. We were
back on board Sengo at 0900, the mooring
dropped not long afterward, but as it was, we
didn’t exit the lagoon immediately. Our sum
log wasn’t working so we circled whilst
Andrew pulled it through the hull and cleaned
it before we exited the channel, putting the
sails up and motoring to Pancake Creek. Yes,
we had the sails up – and yes, technically we
were motor sailing, but the wind was that light
they weren’t doing anything. When we finally
got internet reception we worked out we
could have stayed an extra day, and the
coming wind predictions weren’t going to be
as strong as they had been predicted a few
days earlier, but by this point we were already
half way to our overnight anchorage…..
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The Good Oil!

The Handover! © Dick Koslido

When I discovered that we hadn’t got our
delivery of the 3 litre tin of olive oil from
Woolies via Keppel Konnections, I initially
had to work out where it had got mislaid.
Had Keppel Konnections mislaid it or did it
not get on the Woolies truck in the first
place? After contacting Keppel Konnections
via phone and computer they went on the
search. The lass on the end of the phone
remembered seeing it, so it had at least got
to them. The tin was finally found; it had
ended up in the kitchen of the Hideaway
Eco Resort and was now waiting for me at
the reception desk. That was all well and
good, except that we were now a day’s sail
to the south, hanging off the southern end of
Curtis Island! However, we knew Kool Sid II
was still at Great Keppel Island. So I rang
them - would they like some oil? All they
had to do was take a walk and go and collect
it. We didn’t expect to see the oil again –
actually, we didn’t expect to see Kool Sid II
again this season – but upon arriving at
sundowners at the Pancake Creek beach – I
was presented with the missing item…
Thanks for baby sitting!
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A series of small jobs
26th November 2020. There was 50% chance of rain predicted for today – and it came down at 0230! But
it didn’t last long although we awoke to grey clouds around 0630. Sometime during the day the clouds
had burnt off but by sundown they were back. We didn’t take much notice of outside today. Apart from
recreational reading, today was a series of small jobs; Andrew cleaning the head, removing the
spinnaker blocks and putting the cover back on the front of the sail bag. I did some washing, made some
tahini biscuits (first time, not bad), did the dishes, fought some bugs from the plants and did some
research for possible walks over Summer.

27th November 2020. We didn’t do much today. I
tried to clean a chopping board– and made it
worse. We don’t actually use it as a chopping
board, but I want it clean so I can seal it so it can
be used as a bench-top trivet. It is now up to
Andrew to re-sand it before I get to oil it. We
managed the ‘Morning’ yoga session. I also
managed to give some time to the newsletter, did
some recreational reading, and conducted bit of a
rust run on anchor winch. Sundowners was on
Tiata
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This is a water police vessel. What were they
doing here? We didn’t engage the occupants in
this vessel and they went around the anchorage
noting registration numbers. However, what
they were really here for apparently, was the
stranded house boat on the shore that had come
in last night – a delivery that went terribly
wrong, or so the skipper told those attending
last night’s sundowners on the beach.
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Back to the reef
Back to Lady Musgrave Island
28th November 2020. Today we had
good winds for a beam reach sail –
for an almost north-east trajectory.
But despite me mentioning, several
times, that we wouldn’t get to Lady
Musgrave Island (east) on these
winds, Andrew decided he didn’t
really want to go to Fitzroy Reef or
back to Heron Island –which is
where these winds would get us.
The following three days were ideal
for being out on the reef, calm
winds, if any at all, and certainly
calmer than the mainland.
So after starting to pick up the
anchor around 0640, putting a reef
in the main sail before we headed
out of Pancake Creek, doing two
circles at the outer anchorage (the
first so Andrew could get the
anchor tied down properly for an
ocean passage, the second so a
small motor boat could get in via
the leads before we left), we finally
got out into the wind and swell
around half an hour later. The
waves weren’t exactly pleasant and
we hoped they would settle down
further away from shore. The winds
were, to start with, as expected.
Bom.gov.au had them predicted at
this time to be 15-20 knots – our
apparent wind was gusting up to 24
knots.
But we still had the issue of
destination. In the end I gave in,
told Andrew I hoped the mooring
outside Lady Musgrave was
available because we were never
going to get there, even if we spent
the whole time tacking, in time
enough to be able to see the reef for
© Trish Ebert www.purringalong.com.au
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anchoring, and we started the process of zig-zagging our way
east into the wind. I tolerated this for a while. In fact, we
sailed for five hours, but we were still some way away, and
when we had only made progress of 2 nm toward our
destination over an hour around the shipping channel, it was
really time to do something drastic. So dropping the genoa we
pointed the boat and with both engines on we progressed,
noisily and slightly uncomfortably, toward the lagoon.
Of course the situation wasn’t helped by the wind. The wind
forecast was due to drop from 15-20 knots in the 0700 to
1000 tranche of the day, to 10-15 knots. Had these winds
come to fruition we could have been able to sail closer to the
wind with more speed, however the wind speed, for most of
the day, dropped to the 5-10 knot range, which didn’t give us
much propulsion at all. We entered the lagoon technically
later than the ideal conditions in which to anchor around reef
waters, and after a false start near the entrance we finally had
the anchor down at around 1615. The one advantage of
todays frustrating journey into the wind is that for the next
three days we can just stay here and enjoy this area. On
Wednesday 2nd December we have to move, based on the
current forecast, – we don’t want to get caught in the
southerly due on Thursday.
We managed half a ‘morning yoga’ session in the evening,
read a bit, and undertook the usual domestics of doing the
dishes and making yoghurt.

Sunset: lady Musgrave Island
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29th November 2020. It was hot.
Winds were calm. Skies were blue.
We started on a paddleboard journey
- that didn’t happen. My legs were
exceptionally wobbly, which wasn’t
surprising since I hadn’t been on the
board for almost two months.
Andrew couldn’t get his mojo and so
cancelled out before he stood up. I at
least got a couple of turns around the
adjacent bommie before getting back
on board Sengo. So, having aborted
that activity, we took our morning
exercise as a walk around the island
instead.
We circled the island in a clockwise
direction half way through the tide,
but still had to walk over a small
patch of ‘rock’ so we kept below tide
line to ensure we didn’t disturb any
nesting terns. We chatted to some
campers spear fishing, the owner of
another cat, and a couple of blokes
who had had a two-hour journey to
get here from Agnes Waters – on a jet
ski!

as full of fish, as one would have
liked, the water was murkier than
we would have liked, Andrew
struggled with the method he was
trying to tag along the tinnie and I
was struggling with my snorkel
which I thought had sprung a leak
– fortunately I have another one.

After lunch we went snorkeling - but
it wasn’t the best experience. The
patch of reef wasn’t as colourful, or

No
major
projects
were
undertaken today – apart from a
bit of recreational reading.

Were collecting B’s! This Marine Park’s vessel came over to have
a friendly chat to us about recreation on the reef – and to tell us
about the EyeOnTheReef App, where after downloaded you can
tell where you are on the reef even without internet connection
(with appropriate toggles switched on your phone of course).
The staff member who chatted to us was B***. The staff member
who chatted to us on 2nd December was named B***. Different
B***. It wasn’t until this boat turned and we saw its name that
we realised it may have been the vessel involved in a rescue on
North West Island yesterday of which we had heard snippets
over the radio. By that time it was too late to ask about it.
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30th November 2020. I woke up at 0230, then at
0330 and finally at 0630.The Sun was well and
truly up by this time. The 10-15 knot northerly
predicted had come in. It was hot. Outside
showed blue skies and a line of clouds to the
east horizon.
A few noddies flew past and a couple of boats
left the anchorage – these winds would possibly
be good winds to sail in, depending on where
you wanted to go.
The morning job was defrosting the freezer
downstairs. Lunch was left overs with quinoa.
And Andrew got back his mojo. With one minor
blimp. After lunch we thought we’d have a
second go at getting back on the paddleboards,
although the endeavour of circumnavigating the
island was thought to be a bit beyond our
current skill level. Well, then, I suggested, ‘to the
island and back’ – we had done it last year. Yes,
well, last year we were anchored slightly closer!
None the less, with a bit of trepidation we both
managed to stand up and paddled our way to
shore – almost. The rest point was sitting on the
boards cooling our feet in the water along the
shore line, in minimal depth over coral. I tried to
get a ‘selfie’ with the timer function of the new
camera but I couldn’t see the screen with my
sunglasses on (I suspect the camera screen is
polarised) and couldn’t read it with them off. So
the in-focus results had the tops of our heads
chopped off, and the one with the right subject
in the frame is out of focus. Andrew had
complained of his lower back starting to play up
on the way over but it didn’t seem to worry him
on the way back – even after he fell in, usually a
guarantee to get a grumpy man back to boat as
quickly as possible. Instead, he stoically
soldiered on, taking a round-a-bout way to get
back to Sengo - so he got in some more exercise.
We’d been off boat for around an hour and had
paddled around 1.5 nautical miles.
The afternoon was spent packing my hike pack,
reading, dishes, newsletter, a small yoga session
and making muesli.
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