Tassie Tour by Sea & Land – Jan/Feb 2007
Prologue
Following a trip to the west with my brother Gordon in my Landcruiser in June/July 2007 he
returned the favour by inviting me on a cruise he had planned to Tasmania on a Bavaria 44
yacht ‘Eternity’ that was owned by a syndicate he was in.
The voyage was to take place late January after the
Sydney to Hobart yacht race was done and dusted. We
planned to call in to Eden, Flinders Island, Bicheno and
Wineglass Bay before berthing in Hobart. I took the
opportunity to extend the journey with a trip by land
around Tasmania in a campervan that I arranged to hire
prior to the voyage.

I also purchased a month long
Tasmania National Parks Pass as I
intended to visit as many parks as I could.
The yacht crew consisted of four of us. The skipper and a part owner who had completed a
couple of Sydney to Hobart races, my brother and myself who had some offshore racing
experience and another crew member who also had some offshore experience. In
anticipation of the voyage I read two books beforehand, Kay Cottee’s ‘First Lady’ about her
solo circumnavigation of the world in 1987/88 and Rob Muddle’s ‘Fatal Storm’ about the
tragic 1998 Sydney to Hobart yacht race. As an aside I had personally known most of the
crew on ‘Winston Churchill’ through work and sailing so it was fitting to follow in their
footsteps although under much different circumstances.
Just prior to the voyage I completed a tour of the Forests of South East NSW starting at Eden
and working north. Whilst in Eden I stopped in town for some breakfast at a café. Whilst
there, noticed a guy in wet weather gear. The fellow had his arm in plaster and was wearing
a sling. Having a chat with him, he turned out to be the skipper of ‘Illusion’ in the Sydney to
Hobart yacht race. Graham had been picked up by the police launch out of Pambula
following an accident on his yacht. He recounted that whilst on the helm in conditions
where the wave intervals were short and the seas steep the boat had dropped off a wave
with no back. He had slipped and landed on his backside cracking his sternum and also
breaking his arm in the process. A police launch picked up him and also the crew from the
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‘Koomooloo’ which had sunk, and dropped them off at Eden. Graham had been put up for
the night by the locals but only had his sailing gear to wear. The rest of the crew of ‘Illusion’
with Graham’s blessing had continued the race to Hobart.
These two books and the skippers story were probably not the best introduction to a voyage
of this magnitude however were an excellent reminder as to what can happen at sea and
that there is no room for complacency.
18th to 20th Jan – Sydney Harbour
‘Eternity’ was berthed at a marina in Drummoyne within cooee of the old Gladesville Bridge
rampart. There was two day’s work to prepare her for the Sydney to Hobart voyage as she
had been mostly used for estuary cruising and some short coastal voyages.
I had packed my gear, which included a Musto sailing jacket, bib and brace in two
waterproof sailing bags and also packed a sleeping bag, pillow, heavy duty fishing rod and
camping chair. I also packed my Compaq PDA with its GPS sleeve and map of Tasmania for
use in navigation on land. I slept on the boat for the duration of the work to fit the boat out
for the 10 day voyage to Hobart.
The major jobs were to fit a Ray Marine auto pilot linked to the Navman navigation system
and jack-lines from the bow to the stern. There were a myriad of other smaller jobs as well
as to purchase provisions and load them and other equipment on board for the journey. Our
tender was an inflatable dinghy with a 9hp outboard motor which we secured just forward
of the mast when not in use.
On the Saturday we took the yacht
for a shakedown sail to make sure
everything was working to our
liking, which it was. There was a
multitude of small sailing boats
racing on the upper harbour in the
stiff nor’easter. Late afternoon we
sailed the yacht back to Woodford
Bay on the Lane Cove River where
the boat was moored, rolled the jib
and lowered the mainsail. The
others went ashore in the tender
whilst I remained on board for the
night. There is nothing like the gentle rocking of the boat and the sound of lapping waves
against the hull to lull you off to sleep.
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The Trip

21st to 22nd Jan – Sydney to Ulladulla
I awoke with excited anticipation on a still cloudless
morning. The bay was mirror still reflecting the
images of other nearby craft on the water with a
backdrop of leafy trees on the shoreline and
suburban houses overlooking the bay. The others
returned on the tender around 7.30am as we had
decided to get away around 8am.
We pulled the tender aboard lashed it down and
secured all the gear before motoring out to the
upper reaches of Sydney Harbour heading
downstream for the Heads. We hoisted the sails as a
light nor’easter had already started to kick in noting
that there were not many other vessels about at this
time of the morning.
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We cleared the Heads around 10am
and pulled away off the breeze with
a strengthening wind behind us. Our
course was to veer out to sea to find
the southerly set which is a warm
current flowing south along the east
coast usually at around 3 knots and
then steer the rum line to Tasman
Island before heading up the
Derwent to Hobart. The autopilot
made our life very easy and worked
to perfection.
Just off Bondi we took the opportunity of hoisting a gennaker for a bit of extra downwind
speed however this was a mistake. In hoisting it the sail wrapped itself around the forestay
and formed a wineglass which took some time to untangle from the rigging. We decided to
stow it away and continue on under main and genoa.
At sunset there was a
magnificent display as the
sun reflecting off the clouds
disappeared in a crown of
golden light behind land on
the far horizon. On board
we had a UHF radio for
short distance and VHF
radio for long distance with
the skipper was licensed to
use the VHF the UHF not
needing a license. Each
morning and evening we contacted the Coastal Patrol or Coast Guard depending on the
jurisdiction advising them of our position all the way to Hobart. As there were 4 crew on
board we all stood watch for 2 hrs through the night whilst the others slept and the number
one rule was to wear a harness and remain attached to the jackline at all times through the
night. The evening was uneventful and we all managed some shut eye with a light wind
behind us so the boat was remained level and sleeping was not too difficult.
22nd to 23rd Jan – Ulladulla to Eden
Those of us who had watches through
the night and were asleep woke early
to a clear but brisk day with what little
wind there was still behind us. After
breakfast we lazed about the boat
taking things easy in the light
conditions.
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We continued south and had now worked out a routine to stop boredom setting in. The day
was uneventful and we were averaging just around 7.5 knots so progress was slow. From
time to time we ran the diesel motor to charge the batteries and push us along a bit quicker
in the continuing light conditions. It was late evening when we approached Eden for the
night. The navigation system worked well helping to guide us under motor to an anchorage
point in Snug Cove. We dropped anchor at around 10pm with Haley’s Comet clearly visible
with its arched tail high in the night sky.
23th to 24th Jan - Eden to Bass Straight
Away just after daybreak we
hoisted the anchor and motored
out past Ben Boyd Tower on the
southern headland of Twofold
Bay. There was a major whaling
station in the bay in the 19th
century and the tower was used
to spot whales out at sea.
After clearing the headland we
set the sails on a heading for
Green Cape, Cape Howe and
then and continued on south
west for Gabo Island and Bass
Straight.
Leaving the mainland behind us
we passed by Gabo Island in the
distance and were now in the
home waters of the Southern
Bluefin Tuna so I rigged up the
fishing rod I had packed. The
rod was fastened to the stern
rail with an occy strap and a lure
was set and cast overboard.
Unfortunately I had no luck but
left my rod on
board. On the return journey with a
different crew a decent tuna was
hauled aboard and tuna steaks
were enjoyed for dinner.
With no luck fishing we enjoyed a
delicious dinner of lamb shanks
prepared before we left Sydney and
again watched the golden orb of
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the sun set over the mainland
in the distance with a
magnificent display of shining
light on the lumpy sea.
Overnight the wind swung
around to the south west and
we hauled in the sails for the
tack into the headwind across
Bass Straight. It was a fairly
easy crossing with the wind at
a comfortable velocity. During the evening we came very close to a pod of Pilot Whales and
were lucky to spot them and avoid running into them as I’m sure they could have done
some damage.
We had planned to pull into Flinders Island however we passed in the night and as there
were quite a few shoals around the harbour entrance we decided not to risk it and
continued on. Sleeping whilst the yacht was hard on a wind and heeling it was difficult as
you kept rolling around in your berth. My watch started at 4am and it is very difficult getting
into your wet weather gear in the small head with the boat rocking around.
25th to 26th Jan - Bass Straight to Wineglass Bay
Dawn broke with us off the northern
tip of Tasmania and we spotted the
first of many lobster pot buoys off
Eddystone Point and the Bay of Fires.
The wind had swung east and we were
able to reach continuing south with
plenty of sea life to keep us amused
including seabirds, seals and dolphins
frolicking around the bow. We had
planned to moor in the bay at Bicheno
for the night where Gordon had a
friend who owned a restaurant.
We motored into the bay
however found a strong
onshore wind and nasty chop.
There was no protection from
the wind with limited mooring
space so we decided to push on
to Wineglass Bay arriving early
evening.
In the southern most corner of
the bay we found a suitable
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mooring spot and dropped the anchor laying out about 30 metres of chain to try and hold
the sandy bottom. We were now in the roaring forties where southwest squalls roll through
one after another and we weren’t disappointed when one came through during the night.
Even though we were well protected the anchor dragged in the middle of the night laying us
up close to another moored cruiser. We had to pull up and reset the anchor laying out more
chain and this did the job and we had no further trouble.
26th to 28th Jan - Wineglass Bay
Dawn broke with a clear sunny
sky in this iconic and
picturesque location well
protected on all sides from
everything but an easterly wind.
We spent the day tidying up the
boat and getting everything
shipshape.
With a strong southerly blowing
outside we decided to stay in
the bay until the gale it blew
itself out which was three days.
We spent the time lazing about and completing some bushwalks on shore. This included a
hike we all completed across to Coles Bay where we had a delicious lunch at the Lodge. On
the way we stopped to take in the
spectacular view of the bay spread
out below us from the lookout. It was
a big mistake having three glasses of
wine at the restaurant as the 5 km
return walk through the national park
with limited water was tough.
That evening I set a heavy handline
hoping to catch a fish overnight
however the boat swung around on
the anchor line during the night and
the line wrapped itself around the rudder post three times. This meant an early morning dip
in the icy cold water to unwrap the line. All I found on the end was a puffer fish which
objected when taken out of the water by inflating itself and exposing its sharp spines. We
decided against the Japanese delicacy of Fugu and threw it back.
The following day I completed a bushwalk by myself up the back of Hazards Lagoon which
gave a magnificent view of a section of the bay from the south end. Afterword’s with the
others I spent the rest of the time relaxing on the beach and from time to time day trippers
strolled past on the beach and returned to the national park for the walk back to the car
park.
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The next day we all completed another
walk across to Promise Bay via Hazards
Lagoon finding the lagoon pretty much
dried out. With an onshore wind the bay
was quite rough and unpleasant so we
headed back to Wineglass Bay. Whilst we
were away a group of yachts had sailed
around from Triabunna and anchored in
Wineglass Bay. One of the skippers
rowed over and introduced himself as a
member of the Triabunna Yacht Club.
The group were on a weekend sail and had come through the Schouten Passage and
planned to stay overnight and return the next day. During the afternoon we noticed them
setting lobster pots near a rocky headland jutting out into the bay. I’m sure they had these
delicacies for dinner while we cooked up ships rations but did enjoy a few glasses of wine.
28th to 29th Jan – Wineglass Bay to Hobart
We were up at a reasonable hour the
next day fully refreshed after being
holed up in the bay for three relaxing
days. The weather outside had
improved considerably however there
was still a decent sea running and the
weather overcast. We were able to run
south with a good tail wind and passed
Maria Island, reaching Tasman Island
late evening. Passing the imposing
cliffs with rock formations looking like
organ pipes and an imposing cloud
cover overhead we crossed Storm Bay with its fickle winds heading for the Derwent River.
We didn’t reach Constitution Dock till late at night and tied up at the dock in a temporary
spot to sort out a more permanent spot the next day.
29th to 30th Jan – Hobart
I was up early the next morning in
time for the lovely sunrise over the
moored boats in the marina and to
arrange the hire of a campervan. I
had completed some homework
prior to the trip and found the
campervan/camping alternative the
best option with Britz the best value.
I contacted them and found one was
available from the airport that day
so I booked it and caught a taxi to
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the airport to pick it up. I also booked my return flight to Sydney at the same time.
As I had the rest of the day to
myself and while the others
arranged a more permanent berth
and attended to things they had
to do in Hobart I left the airport
headed down the Arthur Highway
to Dunalley. I stopped to view the
Denison Canal which is a man
made channel between Dunalley
Bay and Blackmans Bay and allows
a shortcut for small boats from
Storm Bay to the East Coast. I
picked up some supplies at a
supermarket and then headed back to Hobart and parked the campervan in the car park
adjacent to the marina where the yacht was berthed. The boat had been moved to a more
permanent berth and we all got together late afternoon for a stroll around town with a few
drinks at an adjacent pub and dinner at a local restaurant. I slept in the campervan that
night as the boat was pretty crowded.
30th to 31st Jan – Hobart to Hobart via D’enrecasteaux Channel
I was up early again and had decided on a day trip south to
the Huon Valley. As my brother was at a loose end with
the skipper organising the boat for a trip around the south
east point of Tasmania to Part Davey and the other crew
member flying home I asked him to come along. As an
aside the trip to Port Davey had to be aborted when a
south westerly gale blew up at 50knots and the crew had
to head back to Hobart but that is another story.
We were away at a reasonable hour and headed for the
shot tower at Taroona and viewed the tower but didn’t
climb to the top. Continuing on down the Chanel Highway
we headed to Kettering where the Bruny Island Ferry
leaves for the island where we had some morning tea in
the marina café adjacent to the ferry wharf.

Leaving Kettering we continued south through
magnificent
farmland
overlooking
the
D’enrecasteaux Channel with oyster leases in
the bays. We stopped for lunch at the
Peppermint Bay Restaurant for a delicious early
lunch then continued down around Ninepin
Point and up the Huon River through Huonville
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and back to Hobart arriving early
afternoon. As we still had some
daylight left we drove up to the
summit of Mount Wellington finding
it bitterly cold and sleeting. Even so
the views over Hobart we
magnificent and we watched a
cruise ship head up the Derwent to
berth near the dock. On the way
back we stopped at the Cascade
Brewery before returning to the
marina. The group of us had dinner
at a seafood restaurant on the dock and a few drinks on the yacht celebrating the parting of
the ways and watching the sun go down before I retired to campervan for the night.
31st Jan to 1st Feb – Hobart to Lake St Clair
Waking up early I left Hobart and followed the Lyell Highway through the Derwent Valley
heading for Lake St Clair and arrived late morning. I booked into a campsite in the national
park and set up camp. Whilst booking in I was interested to learn that the iconic 65km walk
between Lake St Clair and Cradle Mountain had been closed for three days because of snow.
This explained the cold weather when we were up the top of Mount Wellington.
I made some lunch before heading off on a
10km bush walk adjacent to the lake arriving
back at camp mid-afternoon. For the rest of
the afternoon I relaxed around camp. From the
shore adjacent to the campsite you could see
the top of Cradle Mountain peeking between
two points in the lake. After dinner and just
after sunset a full moon rose over the lake
casting a beautiful reflection in the lake. I
joined all the other photographers taking in
this magnificent vista. After dark I noticed a
camp fire nearby and strolled over to
investigate and was invited by a couple a
bit older than me touring Tassie in a
caravan to join them. We had a bit of a yarn
with refreshments around the fire before
retiring.
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1st to 2nd Feb – Lake St Clair to Strahan
Leaving Lake St Clair I
continued on the Lyell
highway stopping off to
view Nelson Falls which had
a good flow of water
cascading down the rock
steps. I continued on and
stopped off to view Lake
Burbury which had been
dammed
to
produce
hydroelectricity for the
state. Although the lake
seemed fairly full Tasmania
was taking electricity from
the Victorian grid by submarine cable across Bass Straight as the island and particularly the
east coast was in the grip of a drought.
Coming down the escarpment
from the high lakes into
Queenstown was like entering
a moonscape with the mining
industry taking its toll on the
landscape. I turned off for
Strahan which was my
destination for the night and
booked into the Strahan
Holiday Park late afternoon. I
drove out to Hells Gates for a
look and noted 4WD’s on the
beach however I didn’t
attempt this risky venture in
two wheel drive.
Returning to town I stopped and strolled around town noting the buildings were all old but
very well maintained before I headed to the campsite and set up for the night.
2nd to 3rd Feb - Strahan to Cradle Mountain
Away at a reasonable hour on the Zeehan-Strahan Road I stopped off at a small lake with a
rocky crag as the back drop before driving into Zeehan for a gander. I left the town and
turned off onto the Murchison Highway for Tullah and finally turning onto Cradle Mountain
Road for my destination for the night at Cradle Mountain. I arrived late morning and booked
a camping site at the caravan park before heading to the visitor centre for a walk around the
area. I came upon an Echidna on the side of the road that scurried into the bushes on my
approach. Leaving the visitors centre I the 2km down to the Dove Lake parking area for a
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walk around the lake. My first view of the
craggy twin spires of the mountain from the
carpark was of Dove Lake with a number of
canoes on it and the mountain as a backdrop.
Unfortunately as I was only there for the rest of
the day I didn’t have time to do the full walk to
the mountain so only did a short walk on some

of the tracks around the lake. I took in the
iconic view of the double boatshed on the
bank of the lake reflecting in the still clear
water of the lake with the mountain as the
backdrop against a clear blue sky. I returned
to the campsite late afternoon and set up
camp.
3rd to 4th Feb – Cradle Mountain to Stanley
I awoke to an overcast day with the hint of drizzle and
was away early heading back to the Murchison Highway
before turning north for Wynyard on the north coast. I
looked around the town then travelled out to the Table
Cape lighthouse for a look. It was perched high on the
top of the cape overlooking the ocean and the lookout
gave spectacular views of the coast. Heading back to the
Bass Highway I continued on for Stanley and ‘The Nut’
taking a few detours to the coast where I could.
Arriving in Stanley at lunch time I booked into the
Stanley Cabin and Tourist Park which is right on the
beach nestled under ‘The Nut’. I took a tour of the town
having a seafood lunch at a café then walked out onto

the pier where there were quite
a few fishermen trying their luck.
Out on the bay availing
themselves of the stiff breeze a
number of kite surfers were
doing their thing.
I noticed a chairlift car ran up to
the peak of the nut and decided
this was the easy way to get to
the top rather than walk up the
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steep track. I drove to
the carpark and caught
the chairlift to the top
where the 360°view was
absolutely spectacular
with the panoramic vista
of the surrounding
countryside spread out
around and far below. I
walked around the
summit track before
strolling back down the
path to the carpark.
Returning to the caravan park which was right on the beach I set up camp and relaxed for a
while. I decided to have dinner at the Stanley Hotel which was in walking distance from the
caravan park. Whilst having a drink in the lounge met a lovely couple who were touring
around Tasmania on a motor bike and were staying at the hotel. They invited me to join
them for dinner and we had a great conversation before I headed back to camp.
4th to 5th Feb – Stanley to Ulverstone
Breaking camp I headed
back east rather than go
on to the west coast as I
had limited time with the
campervan. I passed an
opium poppy farm and
noticed the heads were
just ready for harvest. I
was surprised that there
was only a low fence
around the paddock with just a sign on the fence saying to ‘keep out’.
Continuing on I arrived in Ulverstone
around lunch time and booked into a
local caravan park. A mate lived in
town and I had arranged to have
dinner with him and his wife. In the
meantime I had some lunch and took
in the local sights. Ulverstone is a
lovely town on the Leven River and
boasts a safe haven for small boats.
Late afternoon I phoned my mate and
confirmed he had arrived home from
work and headed to his place which was situated on higher ground and gave a beautiful
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view of the coast. We had a lovely dinner, a chat and refreshments before I headed back to
camp.
5th to 6th Feb – Ulverstone to Launceston
Leaving Ulverstone at a reasonable hour
I continued west to Devonport and
stopped on the western side of the
Mersey River to look at the dock where
the Spirit of Tasmania ties up. I then
headed southeast for Westbury where I
stopped to view Pearn’s Steam World.
There was an excellent collection of
mechanical devises driven by steam and
I spent some time looking around.
Turning off for Launceston I passed
some beautiful old stone buildings on the way which were in pristine condition.
Just before reaching Launceston I headed for
the Cataract Gorge where I had some lunch
before taking a stroll around the area including
crossing the suspension bridge over the gorge. I
also stopped to look at the iconic Kings Bridge
and the adjacent group of colourfully painted

houses before finding a caravan park just
up the road to stay for the night. My
companions in the camping area were a
couple of young backpackers and we had
a chat before retiring.
6th to 7th Feb – Launceston to St Helen
Breaking camp I completed a circumnavigation of the Tamar River from Launceston up the
western side of the river to the Batman Bridge and down the eastern side of the river before
heading for Scottsdale on the Tasman Highway. On the way I stopped off at the Bridestowe
Lavender Farm where all sorts of concoctions were available for purchase. Unfortunately
the flowers weren’t in season so did not look all that spectacular.
Continuing on I stopped to view the memorial carvings at Ledgerwood which were sculpted
by chainsaw carver Eddie Freeman in tree stumps along the road. They depict scenes from
World War 1 in intricate detail. Leaving Ledgerwood I continued on and turned southwest
for St Helens stopping now and then to view the beautiful forest scenery in this area.
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I stopped at the Pyengana Dairy
Company where they make
delicious and world class cheeses
and had some lunch and
continuing on arrived in St
Helen’s late afternoon. Booking
into the Hillcrest Tourist Park, a
short walk from Georges Bay, I
then drove around the area
taking in the magnificent
seascape before returning to
camp and taking a stroll down to
the beach.
7th to 8th Feb – St Helen to Triabunna
Leaving St Helens I headed south down the east coast noting that the farms were pretty dry
and in the grip of drought. The road skirts the coast giving excellent views of the Tasman
Sea.
I arrived in Bicheno mid-morning and headed for the water and took in the view of the bay
where fishing boats were moored. This was the bay we had tried to find a mooring spot
without success on the way down to Hobart in the yacht.
Heading around the point I booked a tour on the Bicheno Glass Bottom Boat. The boat does
a tour of the surrounding area
which is protected by two small
islands and gives a great view of
the local sea life on the bottom
not far below. Leaving Bicheno I
headed inland around Great
Oyster Bay and stopped to view
Spikey Bridge near Swansea. I
didn’t venture down to the
Freycinet Peninsular in as I had
spent some considerable time
there earlier on the yacht. I
arrived in Triabunna late
afternoon and booked into a
local caravan park.
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8th to 9th Feb – Triabunna to Port Arthur

Leaving Triabunna I continued past Maria Island and
left the coast swinging around through a great arc
back to Dunalley and continued on down to Port
Arthur. On the way I stopped at Eaglehawk Neck to
view the Tessellated Pavement and rugged coastline
near Pirates Bay and then stopped at the Tasman
Arch to view this windblown and wave blasted tunnel
through the sandstone.
Moving on to the Tasmanian Devil Conservation Park I stopped to view the animal exhibits
and bird show before continuing on to Port Arthur. The bird show was quite spectacular
with trained raptors showing their flight prowess. As the park name suggested there were a
number of Tasmanian Devils in residence with a breeding programme to try and breed a
generation free from the contagious facial tumour disease which is fatal to them.
Arriving in Port Arthur I booked a campsite at a
local caravan park before heading to the ruins
arriving early afternoon. I spent the afternoon
walking around the ruins and took the cruise of the
bay past the Isle of the Dead. I declined the option
to land and look around the isle to be picked up
later on the way back. The area looks very scenic in
its current tourist state with its well preserved
ruins, sweeping manicured green lawns
and flower gardens in full bloom. This
however is in stark contrast to what it
would have been like in the days it served
as a penal colony and the reputation it
has from a more recent massacre. Half a
day did not do the site justice and a whole
day would have been better. Returning to
the camp site I set up in a beautiful
location overlooking the bay.
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9th to 10th Feb – Port Arthur to Hobart/Sydney
Leaving Port Arthur I headed
back to Hobart finding the
Salamanca Markets in full
swing and the Wooden Boat
Festival on. Finding a
parking spot in the vicinity of
Constitution Dock I walked
around the market with its
splendidly colourful
marquees and crowds of
tourists and tempted by the
array of products available
for purchase. For a while I
listened to band of pipers playing their bagpipes for the crowd’s entertainment before
heading for the
pier and the fleet
of wooden boats
marvelling at the
different
assortment of craft
with their colourful
bunting aloft and
flying from the
rigging.
Unfortunately all
good things come
to an end and I
reluctantly headed
to the airport midafternoon to
return the campervan and board the flight back to Sydney.
Epilogue
The trip took 10 days by sea over some 1,200 kilometres and 11 days and approximately
2,000 kilometres by land with the return journey home by air of around 1,150 kilometres.
The people I met both locally and tourists were very friendly and there was generally a
friendly face at the end of the day to have a chat and compare different experiences. The
food and refreshments in the eating establishments was first class which meant I didn’t use
the rations I had purchased to often and mainly in the national parks which are spectacular.
Of the many trips I have completed this is at the top of the list although the land based
section was far too short on time however a great reccy. Hopefully I’ll have the opportunity
to get back there later for a longer trip.
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