Tasmanian Trip February 11 – February 26 2012
Submitted by Richard Sharpe
The Tassie trip was to encompass 3 of the best kayaking areas in Tasmania, namely Bruny Island,
Port Arthur and Freycinet Peninsular. Each of these areas provided outstanding scenery and paddling
conditions for the group of 18 members of the SSRKC.
Saturday 11 February Brisbane Airport.
The majority of the group came down on the airport shuttle from the Sunshine Coast meeting up
with the rest of the team from Brisbane for the 9am flight to Hobart. A small hiccup occurred on
check in when a novice check in clerk checked me in as Jim in spite of looking at my drivers licence.
As we were waiting we compared seats and realised that only the first person to go through the gate
would have got on board. Luckily we discovered the error before boarding. On arriving at Hobart
we picked up our transport of one 12 seater minibus and a station wagon. Some of our group had
arranged their own transport and others took their own vehicle and kayak across. Charlie a
professional driver volunteered to be our bus driver for the trip and drove us to Barilla Holiday Park
at Cambridge where we stayed for two nights before heading off to Bruny Island on Monday.
Sunday 12 February Hobart and Mt Wellington.

Harbour tour paddle

We drove through the city and picked up 7 doubles for a harbour paddle tour. The company sat us
all in the boats lined up on the beach with the spray skirts on followed by the obligatory photo and
then pushed us out without even getting our feet wet. Three guides led us around Constitution Dock
and then we rafted up to be served with fish and chips which was bought out to us. On the way back
of the 5.2km tour we had a bit of a headwind with the front person of the doubles getting wet. We
then loaded up the bus and took a headcount for who wanted to climb Mt Wellington. Only 6
takers, Evan, Dave, Graham, Richard, Anita and Umi with Jim being the driver. He punched in Mt
Wellington into his Navman and we headed off following “Helga’s” instructions. At one stage I said
to Jim we appeared to be heading away from the mountain, but we persevered nevertheless, all the
time heading further and further away from our destination. The road by now was getting narrower
until the Navman suddenly told us to do a U turn. For the second time we drove back saluting the
owner of a servo recently under new management. A short distance on “Helga” told us to take a
right turn into a dirt road with a locked gate which said Private Property. So once again we turned
back, this time asking directions from the friendly service owner. When we told him we wanted Mt
Wellington his first comment was “do you have a Navman”? Apparently he gets at least 3-4 persons
a week who have been given a bum steer with the Navman. By now we’d been driving for close to
an hour and had to retrace our steps back to Hobart and finally got onto the right road up the
mountain. Had a bit of a scare when a small sedan came at us head on overtaking on the mountain,
fortunately we had a bit of distance between us and the overtaking car and it was only Jim’s quick
reaction that got us out of trouble.
Driving up the mountain we stopped at the Springs car park and the 6 of us headed up the zig zag
pinnacle track leaving Jim to drive up later to pick us up. In spite of Umi’s reservations she went
really well up what was quite a steep track.

Mount Wellington walkers

We stopped regularly to take pictures and then ¾ of the way up met Jim who got tired of waiting
and drove up to the summit and then walked down to meet us. The views of Hobart were amazing

and then suddenly the track flattened out for the last few hundred metres to the summit. Climbed
up from the car park to a viewing platform just as the clouds were rolling in. A really invigorating
climb capping off a perfect day. Had late BBQ and drinks at the camp BBQ area.

Monday 13 February Hobart Barilla Park to Bruny Island.
We left for Adventure Bay on Bruny Island. Stocked up with food on the way with Umi and Chris
doing the shopping, and then drove to Kettering to pick up the kayaks. We were provided with 6
doubles of differing types and 2 singles including a kayak trailer.

Picking up the kayaks at Kettering

With the trailer now attached to the minibus and the wagon fully laden the group headed off to
Kettering for the 20min ferry ride to Bruny Island. Driving down to the isthmus between north and
south Bruny we stopped at the lookout and the entire group climbed the many steps leading up to
the viewing platform to take in the magnificent view of the causeway between north and south of
the island.

The check in at the Captain Cook Caravan Park went smoothly and we were all allocated our cabins
for the four day stay. Each cabin had a room with a double bed and “bunkhouse” with 4 bunks
which led to some competition for the single room. However the double bed was allocated on a
rotational basis with most people getting a turn.
In the afternoon we provided much amusement to some kids, watching this group of oldies
squabbling over pfd’s many of which were too small with the larger ones in high demand.
We were going to have an afternoon paddle when Dave E. and Brian arrived back to say the wind
was too strong and the paddle was called off. Most people were pretty despondent as we had all
been looking forward to going out. We had a meeting and discussed where we would paddle and
Jim came up with a list of paddlers and boats. The rest of the afternoon was spent walking along the
beach to the headland, followed by happy hour at 5 and a chicken couscous meal with garlic and
herbs prepared by our resident chefs, Chris and Umi.

The meal was a great success but a lot of work. Everyone filed past like in a cafeteria helping
themselves from a large industrial pot supplied to us by the management.
Tuesday 14 February Bruny Island Captain Cook Caravan Park Adventure Bay
The day started off with a wholesome breakfast as Evan had volunteered to cook bacon, mushroom
and eggs for the entire group. A lot of work for Evan but it was only going to be a once off and
wouldn’t be repeated. We had to all make lunches and all assembled at 7.30 with the trailer hooked
up ready to go for the half hour drive to Cloud Bay. As we pulled into the beach there was a stunned
silence and then almost simultaneously everyone shouted “shit” as they looked over to see the surf
rolling in. It was quite obviously out of the question as we all got out of the bus and said “no way”.
Then Dave reassured the group that there was no chance that we would be paddling there. We then
drove another 20mins to a beach opposite Satellite Island. It took us a while to unload the boats and
sort out the gear. We paddled around the island and had morning tea on the western side. It was
pretty rocky right down to the water’s edge but we found a place to land.

Entire Tassie group minus photographer (Richard)

Then paddled another 5km to a beach across the bay and had lunch. Tide was coming in during
lunch and we had to wade through quite deep water to get to our boats. Now had 7km of headwind
which was really invigorating with the sun sparkling on the broken water. Got back around 3pm
after paddling 20km. It didn’t take too long to pack the boats onto the trailer and we headed home.
We had a great BBQ of steak, chicken, sausages and bratwurst.

Wednesday 15 February Bruny Island Captain Cook Caravan Park Adventure Bay
The party now split into two groups, those who were camping and heading north towards Partridge
Island and the remainder that were going to do a day paddle.
The day started off at 5am with the campers making final preparations. The camp team were Dave,
Anita, Graham, Evan and Dave Edwards. The campers left at 6.30 with Charlie driving the bus down
to Jetty Beach in Great Taylor Bay. It was a 55min drive from one side of the island to the other.
Charlie dropped the campers off down a steep dirt track right on the beach. With the campers
having already left Charlie had to negotiate the bus back up the steep track. Half way up the bus hit
a washout and with the wheels spinning and sliding and getting nowhere, he reversed back down to
the beach to have another go at it. This time with a lot of luck and the engine screaming madly he
just made it up to the road. Another 55km later Charlie was back for a quick coffee before starting
the same trip with the day paddlers. In the meantime the 5 women in the Adventure cabin had to
vacate to allow for a previous one day booking. Sue and Jan went into Dave E. campervan, while
Umi and Chris moved into the guys cabin. The girls meanwhile had grabbed their washing off the
line and when Umi slipped the pants on her first reaction was “I’ve lost all this weight”. Turns out
Chris and Umi had mixed up each others pants!!
The bus left at 10am for another 55min drive down to the same drop off point as the campers had
left from. This time Charlie didn’t venture too far down the rutted track and with 6 persons to a
boat we lugged them down the 200m to the beach. By now it was past 11am and the wind was
picking up as the group headed out into Great Taylors Bay. With the wind on the nose we headed
towards Curlew Island and the shelter of sinking beach. We had lunch there and then paddled north
to Micky Bay headland. The wind was picking up all the time and 2 boats with girls decided they’d
had enough and we had a mutiny on our hands. The mutineers prevailed to Jim’s better instincts
and we headed home. On the way back to the caravan park we stopped at the Cape Bruny
lighthouse and were fortunate enough to have a volunteer guide open up the lighthouse and gave us
a look inside, however access up the stairs to the light platform was denied. The guide then opened
the museum to view several pieces of equipment, including generators, the gearing that turned the
light and radio equipment from an earlier era. We got home and had happy hour with a much
smaller contingent than normal. Chris and Umi cooked up a pasta dish using the leftover Bratwurst
with Italian sausages and veges, which was delicious and much appreciated.

View from the Lighthouse

Thursday 16 February Bruny Island Captain Cook Caravan Park Adventure Bay
The group met at 8am for the 500m drive down to the beach ramp in Adventure Bay. Compared to
yesterday’s launch we only had to carry the boats a few metres down to the beach. The day was
bleak and overcast as we set off in dead calm waters with just a slight swell. We paddled out
towards Penguin Island and then turned to paddle across the bay with a following sea. The 55kg
doubles were in their element in these conditions with the singles being tossed around a lot more.
We planned to land on the beach just a few km down from our caravan park. By now there was a
decent sized beach break which we had to negotiate to make land. A few boats made it successfully
and then it was Richard’s and Umi’s turn to come in. We waited for the right wave to take us in and
then paddled flat out, but to no avail, the boat broached and that was it… 2 bedraggled kayakers
with a boat full of water emerged from the surf. Our performance provided much amusement for
the ones that had come ashore in one piece. We had our morning tea all the time dreading the
moment when we would have to exit the beach. Don and Jim gave us a bit of a briefing on how to
get out, the crux of it being when we let go, you paddle flat out to get through the breakers. Sue
and Chris were first and with their skirts on and rudder down, Don and Jim dragged them into
deeper water. However the timing wasn’t quite right and they got swept back in. By now the sets
had got bigger as they got going a second time. Chris copped the full force of the breaking waves
which ripped her skirt off and instantly filled the front cockpit. They went through 3 more breaking
waves paddling what was by now a nose heavy boat before finally getting into smooth water. Chris
then had to pump for 10mins to empty her cockpit. Richard and Umi were next and with the teams
assistance managed a perfect exit. All the rest managed to get out OK until it was Don’s turn who
turned back half way out when he noticed his front hatch cover was missing. He came back in but it
wasn’t to be found. In spite of the open hatch he made it out OK. 11.30am saw us back at the
launch site after a paddle which had most of us out of our comfort zone. We had lunch and then
Charlie got the phone call from Dave to pick the campers up at 3pm. We had dinner out that night
at the Penguin Café.

Friday 17 February Captain Cook Park to Port Arthur Holiday Park
The end of our stay at Captain Cook Park. We had to be ready to leave by 9.30 and there was
feverish activity in all the cabins packing up. The biggest issue was gathering up all the food from the
different cabins and working out the new menu. It had been decided that each cabin would
organise its own breakfast and lunch and the girls would buy the communal food for dinner. It was
drizzling when we left which turned into rain as we headed towards Hobart. We waited for around
20mins to load onto the ferry for the short ride to Kettering.
Stopped as Rosy’s in Kettering for coffee and then
back to the Roaring 40’s to exchange some pfd’s for
larger ones. The major stop was in Sorrell where
we stocked up on food and grog and where by now
the rain had really set in. We arrived at Port Arthur
Holiday Park around 2.30 and moved into our
Water View cabins. The girls cooked stir fry and
noodles. In the evening we walked up to a caravan
where a guy was practising his country and western
act to a few of the campers.
Boarding ferry leaving Bruny Island

Laden trailer

Saturday 18 February Port Arthur Holiday Park
We left the park at 7.30 for an 8am start on the water. Only a few mins drive to the first boat ramp
which was pretty crowded with power boats launching. Went to an alternative site only a few mins
away and launched off a beach in overcast but calm conditions. As we were getting the boats down
Jim announced a change of paddling partners. Jim announced it with “no discussion would be
entered into regarding the changes”. We ended up with different paddling partners and a change of
boats so that the people paddling singles were able to get a break in the doubles.
We paddled all around the Port Arthur historic site and visited the Isle of the Dead, where we

Port Arthur Historical Site

wandered around viewing the grave sites of both convicts and free men. We then paddled out to
Carnarvon Bay and had morning tea. Afterwards we split up into 2 groups, one staying inside and
the other headed outside with some mild ocean swells. Paddled past some interesting rock

Visiting Isle of the Dead Port Arthur

formations. Graham and Umi went ashore and Umi was tipped out just as she was stepping onto
the beach. Graham did a brace as he was coming in and rode the wave side on right to shore. We
planned to meet at 12.30 and met the other group right on time. Had some lunch and then some of
the group did a Port Arthur tour while the rest of us walked the 8km return along the beach to Port
Arthur. The meal that night was a curry with Graham, Chris and Umi doing all the cooking while I cut
up the chicken. Turned out really delicious and afterwards we listened to the country and western
singer and had an early night.

Isle of the Dead

Brian hoping it wasn’t about to leave

Rock formations Port Arthur

Sunday 19 February Port Arthur Holiday Park
We all had an early rise and were ready by 7am. Today’s paddle was to Eagle Hawk Neck. We
launched from a concrete boat ramp not far from the camp, lining up the boats 3 rows deep on the
ramp and left in windy cold conditions with bleak overcast skies. Early morning tea was at a rocky
outcrop and had a bit of drama with the cameras, with Brian dropping his out of his pfd and cracking
the screen and myself getting a scare when I couldn’t find mine. I thought I had dropped it while
getting out of the boat but it turned out to be inside the spray skirt. We then paddled around to the
dog monument which in convict times had been a line of dogs preventing the convicts from
escaping. Our visit to the dogs was near the bottom of the tide and we walked the 200m across to
the ocean side. As we left the
tide had gone out even further
and we had to carry the boats
back to deep water. It was quite
a long paddle of 22km and we
arrived back at 1.30.
We booked the Fox and Hounds
for dinner which had a great
atmosphere, good food and good
wine. I bought a bottle of Fox
and Hounds Pinot Noir which was
so good that Chris bought one
too.

The Line of Dogs

Monday 20 February Port Arthur Holiday Park
What was to be the best paddle of our Port Arthur trip appeared promising while still at the camp,
but by the time we arrived at Fortescue Bay the rain and wind had set in and the distant cliffs were
shrouded by a sea of mist. We drove 12km down a dirt track to get to Fortescue Bay, unloading the
boats onto a beach with a very slight shore break. It was already drizzling as we were getting ready
and by the time we set off the wind and rain had started in earnest. We paddled out to the first
headland and with weather conditions deteriorating Dave decided to turn the group back. By now a
few of the ladies had had enough and went back to the beach while a few of the more hardy of us
decided to brave the wind and rain and paddled around the bay. At this stage more pulled out
leaving only Evan and Dave E, Anita and Dave, Richard and Umi and Graham and Chris.
At the final check of who wanted to go back, I said I wanted to continue and Umi wanted to go back.
She stopped paddling to make her point, but then Chris paddled past and this gave Umi the incentive
to continue. She and Chris shed a few tears momentarily, then both of them burst out laughing and
all was well. We stopped at a sheltered rocky beach in appalling conditions for morning tea in what
was clearly a campsite as it had a proper toilet. Chris didn’t join us and stayed having her coffee in
the boat and was later found in a foetal position attempting to stay warm. By now we had all had
enough of the cold and headed home. Umi and I mistook the landing and after a flat out sprint for
the shore and a successful landing we watched the others paddle past us towards the far left of the
beach. Umi wanted to drag the boat along the shore, but it was too far so I paddled it single handed
while Umi walked. We should have seen the highest sea cliffs in the Southern hemisphere with
waterfalls, sea caves and magnificent rock formations but with the conditions so bad it wasn’t to be.
The rain finally eased as we packed up and drove home feeling very cold.

Just 100m from the Fox and Hounds we saw emergency vehicle lights flashing and saw a campervan
on its side in the ditch and a large truck with its nearside front smashed.

The ambulance was already there and I was told that there were no serious injuries. With the traffic
at a standstill I could see we could be stuck there for hours, so I took the initiative to direct the first
car through the Fox and Hounds car par and then back onto the road past the accident. The first guy
I told to drive through was a bit hesitant, taking instructions from this bedraggled guy in board
shorts didn’t seem to inspire his confidence, but with more urging he did as I instructed and once he
got through the entire line up of cars followed including our bus. We heard later from Brian that the
police stopped them taking the shortcut and he had to do a 1hr detour to get home. First thing on
arrival back at the cabin was to have a hot shower to stop shivering. Dave and Charlie left after lunch
to return the boats to Hobart a 3.5hr return trip and tomorrow we leave for Coles Bay Freycinet.
Tuesday 21 February Port Arthur to Coles Bay Freycinet
Left Port Arthur to drive the 236km to Coles Bay which took around 3.5hrs. Stopped on the way at
Sorell to stock up on food. Arrived at Iluka around 3.30pm and picked up the kayaks from Roaring
40’s, who were based just around from the caravan park. This time they were all the same Econiizh
tandems with a couple of singles. We kitted ourselves with pfd’s and then went to settle into our
cabins.
Wednesday 22 February Coles Bay to Bryants Beach Freycinet
We all left Iluka at 7.30 and drove the short distance down to the boat ramp. Conditions were
perfect, sunny and the water like glass as we left Coles Bay, heading towards the Isthmus track
leading to Wineglass Bay. The 7.4km to Hazards beach took about 1hr 30mins and we then had an
easy walk along a meandering track to Wineglass Bay. Our first reaction on seeing the bay was
“whoa”, it was incredibly beautiful with shimmering white sand and a clear blue sea. A few people
went for a swim including Brian, who emerged from the sea like King Neptune covered in kelp and

looking very much the part. The rest of the group were busy snapping the view for posterity. We
stayed there for around half an hour and then headed back to the beach for morning tea. At this
stage we split up into 2 groups, those camping and those that would head back to Coles Bay. The
campers were Dave P, Anita, Umi, Graham, Evan, Richard, and Dave Edwards. The day paddlers had
an uneventful trip back while the campers paddled the 15.7km to Bryants Beach in glass like
conditions arriving there around 1.30pm. We were hoping to get to our destination and have lunch
there, but the consensus was to stop as hunger prevailed and we had lunch at a small bay close to
where we were heading.

Campers trip from Coles Bay to Schouten Island

Wineglass Bay

The remainder of the paddle didn’t take long and we were soon setting up camp on Bryants Beach.
A magnificent beach around 700m long with only us on it. We carried the fully laden boats up to the
beach right where we were going to pitch tent. The rest of the day was spent swimming and
generally setting ourselves up for the 2 day camp. Happy hour commenced earlier than usual and
with a campfire to heat up our beef stroganoff and also to give us the right atmosphere, we watched
the sunset. All and sundry were feeling very happy and deservedly so considering the beautiful spot
we had all to ourselves.

Our campsite at Bryants Beach

Thursday 23 February Bryants Beach Freycinet.
The tent was shaking as we awoke and the onshore wind of around 15 knots blowing from the NW
created quite a surf. With the wind blowing right onto the beach we checked out an alternative
campsite sheltered by the dunes, but decided against moving.
Our planned trip to Schouten was put on hold while we waited for the wind to ease. We decided to
do some rock hopping around our headland to the next bay adjoining an inland lagoon which we
explored, and filled in a couple of hours waiting for the wind to abate.
By lunchtime the wind had dropped and the water was like glass, quite amazing the rapid change in
conditions in such a short time. The girls decided to stay behind for a bit of quiet time and the 5
blokes would do the short paddle across to Schouten Island. Headed off in perfect conditions
straight across to Schouten where we landed for a look around. Suddenly around the corner came a
group of escorted bushwalkers who were planning to climb Bear Hill. They were as surprised as us to
find someone else on the island and we all stopped for a chat. Turned out they had been dropped
off on the island by boat, were to do the climb and then head back to Coles Bay.
We now paddled west along the length of Schouten and after a few km decided to head home.

A cruise boat passed close by and warned us to head for shore fast with deteriorating weather and
wind on their way. We didn’t need the warning as by this time the wind had picked up to 15knots
NW with significant waves and chop and we had a 3km paddle to return home in the following seas.
Looking behind us was quite scary with 4ft waves bearing down on us. The Econiizh doubles handled
the waves without much problem, but we were concerned about Dave E. who was paddling solo in
his Marlin and who was most at risk of capsizing. Dave P. and I paddled close to his stern and to
windward to try and shelter him from the breaking seas. It was tough going for all of us, but we
were all still afloat as we approached the beach. Now came the final test to get through the surf and
land without capsizing. This is where Garry Forest’s course came into its own and we followed his
training and caught just the right wave to come safely ashore. We had been determined to visit
Schouten and were very happy to be back in one piece with the conditions making it a memorable
experience.

Crossing Schouten Passage with white rock in background

Friday 24 February Bryant’s Beach back to Coles Bay.
The morning started out calm as we packed up camp, but the forecast was for increasing winds and
we made every effort to get away as soon as we could. Umi had strained her shoulder the previous
day and we had some reservations as to how she would stand up to the 22km paddle home, but we
needn’t have worried as she handled it with no problems. We set off at a cracking pace averaging
7.2km/hr for the first hour and a half to try and beat the weather with Dave in his single struggling to
keep up. There weren’t many suitable morning tea stops but eventually we decided to land in
amongst the rocky foreshore for our much needed break.
As we left after tea the predicted wind came in as forecast and we had a 15knot NE for the final
stretch home right on the nose. Fortunately we had covered the bulk of the distance and we had

only a few km to cover to make it back. The pub a short distance from the beach beckoned and we
all celebrated our safe return from what was a most memorable camp.
That afternoon we returned the kayaks and cleaned all our camping gear, ready for the return to
Hobart the next day.

Morning tea on return to Coles Bay

Saturday 25 February Return Coles Bay to Hobart
The atmosphere in the bus was rather quiet on the drive back to Hobart, with people reflecting on
the trip, and the great time we had socialising and paddling in such magnificent scenery.
We checked back into the Barilla Holiday Park where we had stayed on our first night in Hobart and
then explored the Salamanca Markets in heatwave conditions of 39C. Headed back after lunch and
spent the rest of the afternoon packing, ready for the flight home on Sunday.
Sunday 26 February Flight back to Brisbane.
Umi and Chris had a 6am flight and Dave got up at 4am to drop them off at the airport and then
some of us filled in a couple of hours visiting Richmond with its historic bridge dating back to 1825.
Meanwhile Anita, Pat and Sue were going to extend their holiday in a campervan which they had
picked up from the airport and a few of the others with their own transport set out to explore more
of the sights of Tasmania. The rest of us caught the 1pm flight back to Brisbane.
All credit must be given to Jim Blyth who organised the trip in such detail and who made it run like
clockwork. Also, Charlie our driver for whom nothing was too much trouble and who drove the

minibus safely from venue to venue. Last but not least many thanks go to Umi and Chris who
organised the buying and preparation of food for the entire group, an outstanding achievement for
which we were all grateful.

