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With the contract finished and the grant application out of the way, I've been getting out a bit.  
Enjoying the beauty of this part of the planet...  
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FORTESCUE BAY 

Fortescue Bay, on the Tasman Peninsula, is one of my favourite places. A sheltered bay 
opening to the east; about 2km wide and 4km long.  About one and a half hours drive from 
Hobart. 
 
At the back of the bay, near the camping area, lies a beautiful beach of white sand, a few 
hundred metres long. It’s bright and clean, such a wonderful contrast with the blue sea. It’s 
empty of humans most of the time; with gulls feeding casually on the tiny crustaceans which live 
in the beach sand. At the back of the beach there is often a group of three native hens, alert and 
confident, picking up seeds from the plants which grow just before the main dune; I love their 
business-like attitude and their thick strong legs, built for running.   These birds are extinct on 
the Australian mainland, although they were common prior to the European invasion 2 centuries 
ago. 
 
I like to walk along the beach in the early morning, feeling the warmth of the rising sun signalling 
another beautiful day. Small waves, all that's left of the great ocean swell, break rhythmically 
along the beach, maybe 7 seconds apart. As they rise to break, for a second you get to look 
sideways, into the water instead of on top of it. You can see how clear it is, sparkling green over 
the white sand.   
 
If you keep walking, a track which leaves the far end of the beach takes you past small rocky 
cliffs to Canoe Bay, a little cove within the greater Fortescue Bay. Here there's the wreck of an 
old steel barge, placed in shallow water many years ago to protect a logging jetty which has 
long since disappeared. Cormorants sit on the wreck, drying their wings in the sun. I've 
snorkelled around the wreck. Lots of colourful little fish amongst the browns and greens of the 
weed.   I haven’t seen much in the way of large fish in Fortescue Bay.  Reef dwelling fish are  
generally easy targets for spearguns, and (in my observation) they don’t re-colonise anywhere 
near as fast as you might expect. 
 
The walk to Canoe Bay takes about 2 hours return. Bivouac Bay, another small cove farther 
north, is about the same length of time away again. Both Canoe Bay and Bivouac Bay have 
small freshwater streams. Siting quietly, I watched dragonflies hunting amongst the boulders of 
the forest stream in Bivouac Bay. The dragonflies were feeding on damsel flies. The damsel 
flies were idling about in the sunlight just above the stream; they seemed totally oblivious of the 
danger. A dragonfly would sit on a rock, watching the stream. Then suddenly.. zap! in a split 
second the insect was airborne, had the damsel fly in its jaws, then was back on the rock, 
munching.  
 
A small eel swam slowly upstream, threading its way among the rocks, un-aware of my 
presence.  
 
Here and there along the track are patches just covered with feathers from Fairy Penguins, 
dropped during the moult.  One day I was standing on the beach, right by the water’s edge.  
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That day an off-shore wind had been blowing, and the water had flattened out.  Only ripples 
were breaking on the sand.  A penguin appeared on the surface about 20m away.  They are 
surprisingly buoyant, and bob around like corks when they’re on the surface.  This little 
character didn’t seem to be in a hurry, and every now and then it would scratch its neck with its 
flipper.  Anyhow, it swam right up to the edge of the water, swimming below the surface in only 
a few inches of water.  Underwater, its flippers where going at a great rate, while it had its wings 
outstretched, as rudders, I suppose.  I’ve had a long-standing dream to see both penguins and 
cormorants underwater, so having this penguin come so close was pretty exciting.  
 
The rocks just above high water mark are covered with lichen, spectacular in its whiteness. 
There's so much of it in a band between 2 and 4 m above high tide that it really looks as though 
someone has done an enormous spray-paint job! Such a contrast with the dark grey rocks. I 
love their smooth, water-worn forms, and the way the power of the waves has sorted rocks into 
different sizes in different places...    
 
From the north side of the Bay you can see Cape Hauy, which marks the southern entrance to 
the bay.  Cape Hauy consists of the cliffs of Cape itself,  the Lanterns (little islands or sea 
stacks), the Candlestick and the Totem Pole. The Pole is a single crystal of dolerite, rising sharp 
and clean 90m out of the ocean at the foot of the Cape. As impressive a piece of rock as you 
might find anywhere. First climbed, I understand, in the late 1960s. Even with modern climbing 
equipment, a challenge which I can admire rather than seek to obtain. Although I own a bit of 
climbing equipment, I don't think I'll ever have the skill or physical ability for serious climbing.  
 
Looking down at the ocean from the top of the Cape (the walk to the Cape is 4 hours return 
from the camping area) I watched huge schools of fish, so close to the surface you could see 
the mass of their bodies rippling the surface against the deep blue water. Gannets where 
feeding, with their spectacular dives. I watched them and marvelled at their speed, their 
accuracy, their beauty. And then, just once, something very large broke the surface of the 
water, exposing for a second a huge white underbelly. What was it? I stared intently at the 
water, but in vain.  
 
At that stage I was heading for the waters edge with a pair of lap-swimming goggles, but now I 
was nervous. I did get in, but the water dropped off the rocky edge into an invisible depth. The 
kelp around me moved in huge slow movements with the swell, which was much stronger here 
that at the beach. I was alone, and the goggles where giving me double vision – very 
disconcerting!  I stayed long enough to glimpse the energy and the beauty of the kelp and the 
blue deep water, then, with both a sense of awe and relief, I made a quick exit.  
 
I took a sea kayak down to the Bay a while back, hoping to paddle to the Cape (only about 5km 
from the beach). But again I was alone, and I didn't have the confidence to take the risk.   If I got 
into trouble, there would be no-one around to help, or even to see what was happening.   
 
Much later I returned with a group from the Sea Kayak Club.  It was a perfect day; hardly any 
wind, and a low swell.  Even with the low swell, the Cape itself was…  interesting.  The Cape 
consists of a high sea cliff which drops 200 m pretty well straight into the ocean, with the 
Candlestick and the Totem Pole beside it.  The cliffs alone are impressive, although they aren’t 
as high as the ones at Cape Pillar, a bit further south (these, at over 1000 feet, are the highest 
sheer cliffs in the southern hemisphere, apparently).  The Cape once extended about another 
400m seawards, but these cliffs have been sliced by vertical gaps, and now form two large 
independent stacks, with a much smaller third rock as an outlier – all sticking sharply out of the 
water.   
 
When we arrived at the north (bay) side of the first gap, we saw the swell was amplified by the 
shape of the gap, which is V-shaped, with the large end of the V facing south, towards the 
incoming waves.  We wanted to paddle through, but every now and then an extra large wave 
would enter the gap, and start to break along each edge.  These breaking edges (more than a 
metre high) grew in size at the same time as the gap narrowed.  When they met in the middle, 
there was a sort of water “explosion”.  Quite spectacular, but not actually the sort of thing a sea 
kayak should get caught up in, bearing in mind the sheer rock walls on each side.   The 
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narrowest portion of the gap would, I think, be less than 10 metres, with sheer 200m cliffs each 
side.  The passage through the gap would be less than 200m in length.  Very impressive… 
 
Anyhow, we waited and watched, and we all paddled through without incident.  Half way 
through I lent back and turned my head to the sky above.  What a sight!  The “sky” is largely 
make up of the huge cliffs on each side, which seemed almost to be overhanging, although of 
course they aren’t.  Looking straight up, the sky above forms a bright blue channel between the 
darkness of the cliffs. 
 
Back at the beach, a fish cleaning table has been set up near the boat ramp. One night I took 
my mask and snorkel, and a good torch to the shallow water here. The sand was packed with 
small swimmer crabs. In just a second they can disappear into the sand, with only their two 
stalk-eyes showing above the sand surface. A small fish, maybe 2 or 3 cm long, seemed dazed 
by the torch light, but the crab wasn't! In a fraction of a second its arm emerged from the sand, 
and grabbed the fish. I love these glimpses of nature at work...   although I’m glad that I’m not a 
small fish or a damsel-fly!   I think if I was to come back for a second life, maybe a sea-eagle or 
a seal might be good… 
 
The best snorkel I've had here so far was around a reef which protrudes at right angles to the 
beach. The reef starts on the beach, with bare rocks which change quickly to a bed of short bull 
kelp, varying in colour between dark brown and a wonderful golden yellow. To swim through this 
kelp is to enter a magical world of light and shadow, of colour and movement, the kelp touching 
you on all sides. I dived, took hold of their huge stems, as thick as my arm, and pulled myself 
right down to the rock floor. Now I had a good view underneath the main foliage; a world of 
moving stems, and purple "lichen" covering the rock between the holdfasts.  
 
Moving along the edge of the reef you leave the excitement of the bull kelp, into deeper water: a 
more mysterious environment of giant kelp, with its incredibly thin, long stems, with each leaf 
having its single bubble at its base. These huge plants stretch towards the sunlight in massive 
streamers from the bedrocks of the deeper reef. The sun was out, and the water clear enough 
to allow me to see the bottom as far as the end of the reef. A small, bright yellow seahorse was 
resting on the bottom kelp, not far from the bright sand which marked the edge of the reef. 
Bright yellow! I could scarcely believe my eyes.  
 

SOUTH  BRUNY ISLAND 

Following advice from friends here, I took my car to Bruny Island on the ferry ($18 return), 
heading for Jetty Beach in South Bruny National Park.  The camping ground is quite small, 
maybe a dozen car/tent sites.  The beach faces to the north, so it and the bay (Taylors Bay) are 
protected from the prevailing southerlies. 
 
There’s a track which starts at the camping area, and takes you right around the Labillardiere 
Peninsula, which protrudes towards the northwest at the extreme south of Bruny Island.  It’s a 
wonderful one-day walk, maybe 6 or 7 hours.  Starting along the “ocean” part of the track, you 
follow an old 4WD track which hugs the southwest (the ocean) coast of the peninsula, with 
wonderful views of the Hartz mountains on the Tasmanian mainland.  The southwest coast is 
rugged, wild and rocky.   Where small bays have been formed, there are steep “beaches” of 
round grey rocks, from football-size upwards.  Gulls and oyster-catchers are on patrol. 
 
I came across a young echidna on the track.  On the Australian mainland, I’ve never been able 
to have a really good look at an echidna: they just curl up and stay curled up.  However, here in 
Tasmania they don’t seem so shy, and I was able to watch the echidna feeding: digging with its 
front claws, and pushing its long snout into the ground.  I imagine they don’t get good long-
distance eyesight from those tiny round eyes… 
 
A large snake, about 2 m long. was sunning itself beside the track, its scales, like its eyes, 
glistening in the sunlight.  Shy, it didn’t stay around for long. 
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At the end of the 4WD track there’s a wonderful beach at a little cove called Southerly Bight.  
The white sands of the beach get quite a bit of wave energy, and the beach drops steeply into 
reasonably deep water, clear and blue.  From here a foot-track takes you around the “corner” of 
the peninsula, to a long golden beach called Butlers Beach.  Here the water is calmer and 
shallower, and perhaps just a fraction warmer.  It seems like this beach is a favourite hangout 
for yachties.   I found a knife in the sand, with the name “Ross King” inscribed on the handle.   
 
There were a lot of small round sea-urchins on the sand.  These animals are able to climb into 
kelp, holding the leaves of the plant with their spines.  However, when the kelp is torn loose and 
washed up on the beach, the sea-urchins get washed up too, and die when the waves retreat. 
 
There are two or three very small but beautiful beaches on the path back along the northeast 
face of the peninsula.  There’s one beach, only half an hour out of the camp ground, which is so 
pretty and peaceful it’s hard to imagine a more idyllic spot.  Boarded on each side by beautiful 
rock outcrops, and overhung in places by shade trees, the beach extends to clear calm shallow 
water.  And not a single human footprint on the sand… 
 
I was walking along the sand at Jetty Beach at about 10pm one night.  The southern sky was lit 
by an aurora.  Huge bands of light, slowly changing position, intensity and colour…  Fantastic…  
I stood in the silence of the darkness, watching… 
 

BATHURST HARBOUR 

Without the injury I’ve got to my lower back, maybe I would be able to walk the South Coast 
Track: a multi-day walk.  This walk, along with the Overland Track to the north, is world famous, 
ranking with such tracks as the Annapurna Circuit in Nepal or the Milford Track in New Zealand. 
 
Anyhow, I’m not going to walk it, so I decided to see some of the south west wilderness area 
with a commercial kayak tour group.  It cost me $1200.  There were two guides: Kim and 
Lorraine, and three paying customers: me, and a retired Finnish couple in their mid-sixties: 
Elizabeth and Chris.  I was a bit relieved that the group contained no “speed paddlers”.  I just 
hate holding people up, and with this group I suspected that I would not be the slowest person. 
 
Chris and Elizabeth were great.  They had travelled extensively, and had plenty of interesting 
stories to tell, and they enjoyed telling them. 
 
We flew into the remote airstrip at Melaleuca early on Monday morning, using two small aircraft 
to carry the five of us and our gear. The flight in was interesting. I was sitting in the best seat, 
beside the pilot.  I examined the instrumentation, of course!  Checking the fuel gauges, the air 
speed, the altitude and climb meters…  I had earphones, so I could hear our pilot, and his 
conversations with the other pilot and home base.  I hadn't realised before that the pilots of 
these small planes fly by sight alone. There was a lot of low cloud at around 800 m, and quite a 
bit of land here is above that level. We couldn't climb into this cloud, because we couldn't be 
sure of a descent through cloud. Such a descent could take the plane straight into a mountain, 
or into the sea if the mist was that deep.   
 
We headed south down one valley, only to find the valley completely blocked by cloud. We 
turned back towards the north and retraced our steps, then turned westwards and crossed over 
a couple of low ridges, then turned towards the south again. And, there, right at the end of the 
valley we could see a small patch of sunlight, maybe 10 km away.  Like a light at the end of a 
tunnel.  We headed towards this patch, and, once we got there, the plane “popped” suddenly 
out onto the coastline, where the cloud seemed thinner and higher. I wondered what would 
happen if the cloud closed in... Our second plane had lost us, and turned back; we lost radio 
contact with it and home base as we approached Melaleuca. After a bit of a wait it made 
another attempt, and, much to our relief (because it was carrying all our food as well as Kim) it 
got through this time.  
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Kim was amazing.  A skilled kayaker, with great interpersonal skills, she seemed able to keep 
an eye on what everyone was doing at the same time as doing all the equipment organisation, 
watching the weather, and doing all the cooking! 
 
We used Feathercraft collapsible kayaks: two doubles and one single.  These kayaks use a 
plastic and aluminium frame under a skin of rubberised nylon fabric.  By the time they’re loaded 
with food, water, cooking gear and tents, they are reasonably heavy, and extremely stable. 
 
The Melaleuca airstrip is located at the site of an old tin mine, where alluvial tin has been 
worked over the last several decades.  Deny King, one of the last miners, raised a family here, 
and lived alone at Melaleuca for thirty years after the death of his wife. To him this wild and 
remote land was the only place he called home. 
 
Melaleuca lies at the extreme edge of the tidal influence of Port Davey, to the west.  Over the 
next 5 days we paddled to Port Davey and back. 
 
A key feature of this area is the extended marine influence, the tides travelling from Port Davey 
on the west coast, through the Bathurst Channel and the Bathurst Narrows (about 12 km of 
pretty narrow water running east-west with mountains to the north and south) through to 
Bathurst Harbour, a large open marine “lake” well inland.   The Harbour is connected to 
Melaleuca via a thin channel called Melaleuca Inlet.  The name “Harbour” seems something of a 
misnomer, given that it’s generally completely empty of human presence. 
 
The marine waters of this system are highly coloured with lignin, derived from runoff from the 
extensive peat soils of the region.  This dark brown water suppresses photosynthetic activity, so 
there isn’t much plant production in the water, although as you get close to Port Davey kelps do 
grow profusely on the shallow rocks of the shoreline.  Marine invertebrates, normally found in 
deeper, darker marine waters, have colonised the shallow dark brown waters of this system.  
There are a number of endemic species here. 
 
There are a few swans around, managing to feed on what looks like pretty limited seagrass.  A 
few cormorants too, but generally not as many birds as you might initially expect in a large wild 
place like this.   
 
Our track took us past “Claytons” (an abandoned home, now used for occasional 
accommodation by passing yachties) where we were lucky enough to see a Spotted Quoll in 
broad daylight.  It seemed more or less unfussed by our presence, although in other areas 
these carnivorous marsupials are usually fairly shy. 
 
On entering Bathurst Harbour we crossed in a north easterly direction, and nosed up Old River 
as far as we could go.  Here and there small Huon Pines grow along the river edge.  After lunch 
we paddled west to camp at Eds Cove, on the opposite side of the Harbour, in the face of 
reasonably brisk winds.  Eds Cove is an OK camp for small numbers of travellers, but it is 
already showing signs of vegetation damage.  During the night I heard the flute-like calls of 
swans, presumably resting in the shelter of the cove. 
 
The next morning winds were again reasonably strong, and we pushed on towards Port Davey.  
On reaching the open sea, we found a startlingly beautiful coast of cliffs, sheltered bays, and 
small rocky islands sticking abruptly out of the ocean.  The Breaksea Islands are a chain of 
small islands, or more correctly outcrops, running more or less north-south just outside the 
Bathurst Channel entrance.  We paddled around these islands.  On the western side, the ocean 
swell was coming at us from two directions: the swell itself was moving from the western ocean 
towards the islands; however, these islands are so steep that the waves were not so much 
breaking as bouncing off them, so we had the swell coming from the east as well as the west.  
Very steep!  It felt as though I could reach out with my hand, and touch water half a metre high, 
right there beside the boat, if only for a second.  Lorraine, who was paddling with me, felt sick. 
 
After dinner that night, I wandered down to the pebble beach alone.  It was a dark night, the 
stars mostly obscured by cloud.  The white quartz pebbles of the beach reflected what little light 
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there was.  Nothing more than ripples were breaking on the beach, as the offshore wind had 
flattened the water.  Along the edge, here and there, were bright spots of green light, maybe 
one millimetre wide and three or four mm long.  Some creature, obviously.  I got down on my 
hands and knees to peer into the shallow water, but I couldn’t see extra detail.   Remembering 
the phosphorescent plankton of Saltwater Creek, north of Townsville, where Rosemary and I 
had spent three fascinating weeks (training mudskippers to eat from a spoon, amongst other 
things), I threw a pebble into the water.  To my delight, there was a flash of green light as the 
pebble hit the water.  And so bright!  I threw in a few pebbles.  A splash of green light.  Then I 
picked up as many pebbles as I could, and threw them in an arc.  Fantastic!  An arc of brilliant 
light followed as they hit the water.  Fireworks in the sea!  I did that again, and again and again, 
until I got bored with it. 
 
The next day was too windy to paddle, and we sheltered at a fantastic campsite called 
Schooner Cove.  This little spot has everything, and must be one of the best campsites I’ve 
seen.  Trees to provide shelter from wind and sun, fresh water, a clean white pebbled beach, 
shallow swimming water, flat dry sites for the tents, and hardly any biting insects!  
 
While we had a lot of wind during the trip, in some ways we were lucky.  Weather can be a real 
problem for campers in the southwest, and at least we had warm winds for the most part, and 
often at our backs.  Kim used a HF transceiver to get weather reports each day. 
 
We climbed to the top of the hill just to the west of the camp for the view.  The thin soil of the hill 
was simply packed with the burrows of burrowing crayfish.  Tasmania has six species, of which 
three are threatened with extinction.  Doubtless these three species of crayfish must live 
somewhere else: it’s hard to imagine anything living down here being threatened.   
 
We approached the crest of the hill from the lee side to avoid the wind, but of course we 
couldn’t hide from the gale once we reached the top.  You couldn’t stand upright: you had to 
stand leaning into the wind.  Every now and then the force of the wind would increase or 
decrease suddenly, so you would stumble either forwards or backwards as your balance 
changed. 
 
I was amazed to see a sea eagle pass below our position on the hill, heading directly into the 
wind.  How could this be possible?  We could scarcely walk into the wind, and this bird was 
flying into the wind, without moving its wings!  “Impossible” you might say…  To watch this bird 
was like watching a magician.  I guess the bird, in reality, was “dropping” steeply down the 
updraught created by the hill.  As we watched, it turned, and was swept back by the wind, the 
way it had come. 
 
The highest mountain in this area is Mount Rugby (770 m), which rises impressively right beside 
the water.  There’s a track to the top, which I would like to take if I ever go back this way.  The 
mountains of this area are composed of white quartzite.  This sounds, perhaps, more 
spectacular than it is.  Exposed rock gets a lot of black lichen growing on it (why can’t it be 
white?), so from a distance the mixture of black and white looks a pretty ordinary grey.  Close 
up, the rocks are a lot prettier.  And the quartz creates these amazing white pebble beaches, or 
course.  Yellow and orange lichens, just above high water mark, provide a splash of spectacular 
colour all around the estuary, adding to what is a remarkably beautiful landscape. 
 
Even though the Bathurst Harbour environs are such a large area, I was struck by the scarcity 
of good campsites.  Schooner Cove, as I’ve said, was great.  The few other sites I saw weren’t 
so good, and looked as though they could be easily damaged by heavy visitor use: Balmoral 
Beach and Platypus Point, for example.  Much of the coastline is either: (a) soggy and heavily 
vegetated, or (b) steep, rocky and heavily vegetated. 
 

THE HARTZ MOUNTAINS 

The Hartz Mountains lie perhaps 100km south of Hobart, in the eastern extremity of the 
southwest wilderness area.  I drove there (alone again) one evening.  The sun was setting as I 
pulled into the empty carpark at the end of the road.   Good!  I had the mountains to myself. 
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It had been a warm, clear-sky day, and the eastern sky, away from the setting sun, was banded 
in the most fantastic pastel hues.  The horizon itself was made of mountain ranges, all soft 
purple, with the most distant ranges softer and lighter and more ethereal than the foreground.  
There was no detail visible, their outlines being the only marks left of their presence.   Above the 
mountains the sky changed rapidly from deep purple to a glowing deep red band, toped by a 
thin yellow band, which graded quickly into a glowing pale green-blue, which deepened as I 
raised my eyes to look at the sky above my head.   
 
The path to Lake Osborne rises from the carpark, so I climbed to a vantage point, and rested in 
the silence of the land, watching the colours change across the sky.  Tasmania, being 
reasonably southerly, has long soft summer twilights as the sun slips below the horizon.  By the 
time I reached Lake Osborne, there was still enough light left in the sky to cast a golden sheen 
over the darkness of the lake.  This sheen enabled me to see that there was something going 
on in the lake.  Ripples were breaking the surface, and the source was moving slowly towards 
the lake edge…  I guessed a platypus, but it was too dark to see. 
 
Hartz Peak (1254 m) lies at the south end of a ridge of hills known as the Devils Backbone.  
Glaciers, dropping from this ridge, have carved a number of small glacial lakes, or tarns.  The 
country is alpine heathland, with small pockets of remnant rainforest and snowgum woodland 
remaining in sheltered pockets in the lower gullies.   
 
As usual, I was sleeping on a foam mattress in the back of the Holden.  It rained during the 
night, and I closed the car’s sunroof after being woken by drops of rain on my face.  When I 
climbed sleepily out of the panel van the next morning, the land was clothed in mist.  I had 
meant to make an early start, but with the darkness of the mist I slept longer than I had 
anticipated, and it was probably 9:00am by the time I’ll packed lunch, put on the necessary 
waterproof clothing, and set off. 
 
Judging by the movement of the mist I could see there was a strong westerly wind on the ridge 
top, but the walking track lies just to the east of the Hartz Mountains chain, and is, to some 
extent, sheltered.  A great deal of the track lies over moist alpine herbfield, and has been board-
walked, so it’s a pretty easy walk for the first hour and a half.  Side tracks take you to Lake 
Esperance and Ladies Tarn: beautiful small clear alpine lakes.  As I had hoped, I had the whole 
mountain to myself, so I took my time. 
 
About a kilometre from the peak the track rises sharply, and breaks at a fork in two directions, 
one taking you towards the largest lake in the area (Hartz Lake), while the other takes you to 
Hartz Peak.  This fork is not shown on the walkers map, and in the mist I did not see the paths 
diverge.  I took the wrong track, and found myself looking over the lake and the Hartz Creek 
valley, with the peak behind me.  Knowing I had lost the track, but not knowing how to find it, I 
set off directly up the ridge which lies to the north of the peak. 
 
The entire landscape here seems to be made of glacial rubble, and I found myself climbing 
between boulders several metres in size.  It wasn’t that easy (remember: I’m a “day pack” 
walker!).   Anyhow, by the time I had got half way up the ridge, my vantage point enabled me to 
see the track.  I regained it, and the rest of the walk to the peak was pretty straight forward.  
Even though the peak is low by world standards, it’s the highest in the general area, and 
provides a breathtaking 360 degree panorama.  To the north and east lie forestry and 
agricultural land.  To the south and west lie the expanse of the southwest wilderness area: a 
world with almost no roads or tracks.  Mountain ranges behind mountain ranges, disappearing 
into a misty mauve horizon…  “Untouched”… 
 
I found a rock which gave me shelter from the wind, and settled down to watch the land, and to 
eat my lunch.  When I first arrived, mist filled most of the valleys.  There were two distinct cloud 
layers: firstly the mist moving through the low parts of the land, flowing through valleys and 
saddles.  Secondly there was cloud at around 1000 m, and off course when this came through 
the peak, my landscape disappeared, and I couldn’t see further than a few metres.  I could be 
looking at distant ranges one minute, and see nothing but the rocks around me the next minute.  
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Everything was spectacular.  The distant ranges and the mountain rocks.  At this altitude 
vegetation thins right down, so you get to admire the rocks.  Mostly dolomite, the rock itself is 
grey.  This grey backdrop provides a surface for bright pale yellow lichen and black lichen, so 
you can imagine what it’s like: truly a painted landscape… 
 
Mount Field, where I had been in January with Christl, is a similar landscape: rugged, cold, 
windy, and very very beautiful.  Christl and I had rented one of the cabins near Lake Dobson.  It 
was great being in that wild land, and also great being able to retreat from the wind and rain into 
the warmth of a cabin with a wood fire.  Lake Dobson has its platypus, and a wonderful 
pandanus grove.  Its sad to see Eagle Tarn (nearby) congested with silt, which appears to come 
from the unsealed track around Lake Dobson, and I wonder how much more silt Lake Dobson 
can take without showing serious signs of damage.  I tried to obtain a copy of the park 
management plan from the ranger to check for erosion control plans, but surprisingly the ranger 
didn’t have a copy. 
 
Grass hoppers and skinks are prolific.  I suppose the skinks feed on the grasshoppers, which 
are small and beautifully coloured.  The grass hoppers come in different varieties.  There’s a 
green kind, with black and yellow markings, which blends into the vegetation, and there’s a grey 
kind, with white and black markings, which blend into the rocks. 
 

CAPE RAOUL 

The Tasman Peninsula has some of the most spectacular ocean cliffs in Australia, and the 
highest, at Cape Raoul and Cape Pillar, lie at the south end of the Peninsula.  The walk to Cape 
Pillar is normally undertaken as a three-day trip, while the walk to Cape Raoul is an easy one-
day walk.   
 
I left Hobart about 7:30am, and arrived at the Cape Raoul carpark at about 9:15am.  It was a 
still, sunny morning, and the only sound I could hear as I loaded my pack with a little food and 
water where bird calls, in spite of the farmland around me.   
 
The Holden was the only car in the carpark, so I wasn’t surprised to stumble across wallabies 
basking sleepily in the sun on the edge of the track as I headed south towards the forest of the 
National Park.  There were lots of thin cobwebs across the track too, which reinforced the 
feeling I had of being the only person there.  These cobwebs were a bit disconcerting, as I 
couldn’t see them coming, but could feel them across my face.  Long thin single strands, with 
every now and then a minute spider attached. 
 
It’s an easy walk to the coast, just over half an hour, over a generally flat forest track.  You hear 
the distant sound of the sea, then, suddenly, you’re there, looking out over a spectacular 
coastline of high sea cliffs.  At this point the cliffs don’t drop cleanly into the ocean: the first cliff-
line is the highest, maybe 250 m of vertical rock; then there is a brief slope and another cliff-line 
dropping to the ocean.  My map shows the 400 m contour ending abruptly at the edge of the 
first set of cliffs.   
 
At this point, the cliff has a slight overhang.  I stepped up to the edge, and looked down.  Wow!  
My purple shoe laces contrasted with the subtle greys, reds and browns of the rock.  A pebble, 
dislodged by my shoe, rolled over the edge.  I watched it disappear from view in the distance of 
the drop, and lost sight of the small stone long before it reached the bottom of the cliff.   
 
I decided it was time to eat, so I sat down on a point which gave me views both to the west 
(towards Ships Stern Bluff and Tunnel Bay) and to the south (towards Cape Raoul).  I looked 
out over a magnificent landscape, a landscape which was, for this day, mine alone. 
 
After taking you to this wonderful scene, the track dives back into the forest, which, as it 
descends the southerly slope of Mt Raoul, changes from eucalypt to rainforest.  Here the forest 
is quite dark, with an understorey of thick moss, which covers any protruding rock or fallen log.  
In the shelter of one large fallen log stands a garden gnome, looking out over the forest with a 
quiet serenity which seems very much in place. 
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As the track reaches approaches the 200 m contour it levels out and enters a casuarina forest.  
These are beautiful places, protected from the wind, yet whispering its presence.  The ground is 
carpeted with thick casuarina needles, with many soft flat spaces where one could sit, or lie 
down.  I found myself thinking of times gone by when I’ve shared the peace and joy of these 
places with someone very special…. 
 
Overhead I heard a Currawong calling, and looked up to see it high above me, heading for the 
rainforest behind me.  It gave a loud call, and took a sudden dive into towards the forest 
canopy.  I was reminded of a Gannet’s spectacular dive into the ocean - only Gannets always 
re-surface!  The Currawong dived into the forest canopy, to disappear into the silence of the 
forest. 
 
In front of me, basking in the sunlight created by the track, lay a large brown snake, perhaps 2 
m long.  It was curled back over it own body, its black eye gleaming in the sunlight.  It moved off 
the track, silently, as snakes do.  I watched its progress through the carpet of fallen needles, 
and I was surprised to see it abruptly change direction and head back towards me.  It was lining 
itself up with its hole, which I hadn’t noticed before.  It’s interesting seeing such a large animal 
simply disappear, and I was reminded of the time when I’ld been walking over a shallow ocean 
reef in Fiji with Nerida and the kids, and we had watched in amazement as a 1 m striped sea-
snake simply disappeared into what appeared to be a patch of sand.  This time there was a hole 
in the needle carpet, about the size of an orange, to show where the snake had gone.  The 
ground here is very rocky, made up of what appears to be highly broken sandstone overlying 
dolerite.  There’s hardly any soil, and I marvelled at how a snake could make such a refuge, 
especially without visible signs of overburden from the hole.  
 
From this point until you reach the end of the Cape itself, the track is never far from the cliffs, 
which must be, I suppose, between 150 and 200 m high, and for the most part, vertical into the 
ocean.  Huge vertical crystals of dolerite enhance the drama of this coastline, sticking up here 
and there like enormous fingers pointing to the sky. 
 
I found a good spot (where I could dangle my legs over a 100 m drop) and settled down for 
lunch, watching Gannets cruising the ocean below me.  I was startled by a large shadow 
passing directly over me, and I looked up to see a sea-eagle.  It was heading out over Maingon 
Bay, towards Cape Pillar.  Its path did not, as one might expect, follow the coastline, but headed 
straight across the entrance of the Bay,  15 km of open ocean.  I watched it for some minutes 
until it disappeared from view, and in that time it did not appear to move its wings.  Amazing!  A 
master of dynamic soaring. 
 
After messing about on the cliffs for some hours, I got back to the car at 4:30pm.  
 
On another day, I returned to this track with Christl, but instead of walking to Cape Raoul, we 
took the side track to Tunnel Bay.  This tiny bay gets its name from a tunnel, formed by wave 
action on a vertical fault plane on the rocks of the cliff to the northwest of the bay.   
 
The tunnel is an interesting feature, but even more interesting (if less obvious) is the dune 
formed by boulders at the end of the bay.  On these “beaches” open to the wild winds from the 
southwest, it’s not unusual to get beaches made of smooth rock boulders rather than sand.  
They are often steep, a testament to the energy of the waves which formed them.  At Tunnel 
Bay, these boulders have not only been thrown up to form a beach, but enough have been 
thrown up to form a crest or ridge, with a gentle slope back towards the bottlebrush and teatree 
scrub behind the beach.  A true boulder dune. 
 
This track also provides access to the wave-cut shore platforms at the foot of Ship Stern Bluff, a 
slightly-steeper-than-shear 100m cliff.   Most of the cliff views around this part of the Tasman 
Peninsula are looking down from high cliffs, so its great to be able to stand at the foot of a 
magnificent cliff and look up. 
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SOUTH EAST CAPE 

I drove from Hobart to Cockle Creek one evening, a drive of a bit less than 3 hours.  The last 
part is pretty rough, as the dirt road doesn’t seem to get much attention from the local shire, and 
is full of pot-holes.   
 
I camped in the National Park, just across Cockle Creek, under an old cypress.  This tree, and 
others around the place, date back to the 1850s, when there was a township of around 2000 
people here.  Recherche Bay was apparently full of Right Whales, and there was magnificent 
tall eucalypt forest along the eastern shores of the Bay.  The whales and the tall forest have 
gone, and so has the township.  A few cypress, scattered foundations, and an old cemetery 
remain.   
 
Cockle Creek marks the eastern end of one of Tasmania’s great walks: the South Coast Track.  
My intention was to use the seven kilometres of this track to access South Cape Bay, but, 
instead of following the track westwards, I would turn towards the east, and walk to South East 
Cape along the shoreline.  South East Cape is almost like a huge jetty protruding into the 
Southern Ocean: pointing towards the southwest, its only 300 m wide, nearly 100 m high, and 
2000 m long!  I set off with a bit of food and water at 8:30 the next morning. 
 
Cockle Creek drains a large open valley called Blowhole Valley, an area of fairly flat land lying 
between a row of 200m hills to the northwest and a similar row of hills to the southeast.  There’s 
a small abandoned railway lying in this valley, but (surprisingly) the track doesn’t follow this line, 
and cuts a separate parallel path only 500 m away.   
 
It’s a beautiful walk, starting off through eucalypt forest, taking you into the damp heathland 
which lies on soggy soil in the lower part of the valley, then, as you approach the ocean, into 
dense low forest on ancient sand-dunes.  The walk through the low part of the valley is flat and 
largely boarded, so its pretty easy going.  The heath, from a distance, looks red, due to a 
profusion of red seeds on reeds and sedges.  European wasps abound, unfortunately. 
 
The old sand dunes, now immobilised by tea-tree and Callistemon closed forest, are 
surprisingly steep, and in places a small creek appears and then disappears between the old 
dunes.  At this point there are two bridges; just after you cross the second bridge, there is a tiny 
clearing on the left, just perfect for a small tent.  Otherwise the forest is pretty tight, with lots of 
stems occupying the ground. 
 
Breaking out of this forest onto the shore cliffs, its easy to see how Coal Bluff got its name: here 
coal seams have been exposed by shoreline erosion. 
 
There was a light off-shore wind blowing, taking the misty tops off the ocean swell as it broke.  
There's a good surf break here, and at times this beach sees a few surfers camped in sheltered 
places.  It was low tide, and the shallow rock pools where just packed with small starfish.  In 
fact, they were as dense as I’ve ever seen.  Other deeper rock pools where even large enough 
to have giant kelp growing in them! 
 
At first, walking the shoreline was easy, as there are a number of flat wave-cut rock platforms 
which were exposed by the low tide, and a short sandy beach.  There’s quite a lot of plastic 
debris here, mainly bottles of various descriptions, and rope.   There’s part of an aluminium 
dingy, and part of a larger boat.   
 
There was also a backpack washed up.  This seemed strange.  It was an expensive pack once; 
a full size Macpac, blue and grey.  It was wet, at the high tide line.  And it was very badly ripped.  
Ripped almost to pieces.  I stood there, looking at it, wondering who owned it, where this person 
was now, and how it had got so ripped.  It’s not really the sort of thing you might expect to get 
accidentally washed off a boat.  And how could you explain the ripping?  While breaking waves 
can be pretty savage, its worth noting that glass bottles sometimes survive the trip to the debris-
line.   The explanations that I can think of are: (a) somehow it got ripped before it ended up in 
the water, (b) it got caught in a propeller, (c) it got in the way of a shark, or (d) the pack was 
“trapped” for a considerable length of time in the breaker zone.  While this last explanation 



 11

seems the most likely, there was no marine encrustation on the pack – which would have 
supported this theory.   
 
In the last decade there have been two lone walkers, both men, go missing on this section of 
the South Coast Track.  No trace of either has ever been found.    
 
Anyhow, I decided to report it to Police Search and Rescue.  
 
I pushed on towards South East Cape, but the going became increasingly difficult, and I was 
stopped by a piece of cliff which dropped 80 m sheer into rough shallow water.  Maybe I could 
have got through it if the tide had been lower.  The alternative would have been to go up, but 
the un-tracked coastal heath on the cliff top could be very heavy going, even for a short time. 
 
I turned back, and walked instead to Lion Rock.  There were two other day-walkers here, and, 
on the way back to the car, I passed two more walkers heading west.  The track from the car to 
the beach had taken me two hours.  With all the messing around, I arrived back at the car at 
about 4:30pm. 

LIME BAY 

Lime Bay, a small sheltered bay on the extreme northwest of the Tasman Peninsula, has been 
reserved by the State Government partly to protect ruins of sandstone buildings going back to 
the mid-1800s.  It’s the site of what was then a convict penal settlement; the settlement was 
established to operate an underground coal mine. 
 
The buildings, in spite of attempts to stabilise their decay, are in an advanced state of collapse.  
They serve as a reminder of oppression and cruelty, but, with their multi-coloured sandstone 
(sometimes weathered into fascinating shapes) they have a beauty which is strange and a bit 
eyrie. 
 
There is a camping ground north of the ruins at Lime Bay.  Outside peak holiday periods, this is 
a quiet and relaxing place, full of wallabies and (at night) possums.  The beach is shallow and 
protected. 
 
There’s a great day walk that Christl and I did from the camping area.  We  took the “fire trail” 
which heads westwards from the camp entrance road.  Vehicles are prohibited (unfortunately 
this prescription appears to be generally ignored) from the fire trail, which winds through dry 
eucalypt forest for a kilometre or so before reaching a long shallow pond, which runs westwards 
almost to Fredrick Henry Bay on the other side of the peninsula.  From the appearance of the 
pond, it would seem that the very northwestern tip of the peninsula was once an island, or 
almost an island, in its own right.  With the passage of time the gap has been filled with sand.   
 
The pond is around 300m wide and two to three kilometres long.  In wet years it appears to be a 
few inches deep.  When we saw it, it was dry, with the water-grass, which must have once fed 
swans and other waterbirds, now parched and white.  Coming out of the green bush into this flat 
open area, devoid of living vegetation, and predominantly white, is a remarkable experience.   
Here and there sit old swan nests, long deserted. 
 
When I say “devoid of living vegetation” I should have pointed out that the edges of the white 
pond are still alive.  The first “edge” is provided by low purple salt marsh, its succulent round 
stems brilliant in the sunlight.  Past this edge is low green/brown grass, heavily grazed by 
wallabies. 
 
It’s a very easy walk, pretty well flat all the way to the western beach.   There’s not much shade 
when you’re walking the edge of the long pond, so I guess this walk could be pretty hot in the 
middle of summer.   
 
Sand dunes, marked by a fair bit of dead or dying coastal vegetation, provide a 100m barrier 
between the pond and the waters of the Bay.  Small flocks of yellow-tailed black cockatoos were 
feeding in banksia cones.  They have a very distinctive slow gliding flight, as if they can only just 
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be bothered flapping their wings.  You cross these dunes to reach an extraordinarily pretty 
beach, sheltered by Slopen Island, about three kilometres offshore. 
 
Although I suppose it only takes about an hour to reach this beach, its easy to spend the rest of 
the day exploring the beach, the dunes, or the very beautiful low sandstone cliffs at the south 
end of the beach.  Here and there are the remains of aboriginal middens, exposed by the 
eroding dunes.  Flint “flakes” and other larger stones used by the aboriginals lie amongst the 
shells.   Many years ago, when Rosemary and I were travelling the far north of Australia, we 
would pick up the occasional stone flake as a reminder of our trip.  I don’t do that now.  To take 
them home is to take them out of their context.  At home they are lonely, without meaning. 
 
An interesting feature of the sandstone cliffs is that the water edge of these cliffs contains 
various crevices and rock pools – as is typical for this sort of coast.  However, the sandstone of 
the cliffs is soft, and pale yellow, but these pools contain hard round rocks, almost like black 
granite.  Where do they come from?  Is there an exposure of this black rock out to sea 
somewhere?  The shiny black rocks, against the yellow sandstone, look dramatic. 
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