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AUSTRALIAN ADVENTURES! A proper "finish" to The Voyage -- Karl and the HM2 enjoy the
Australian cruising they'd looked forward to, I share in a lovely 3-week landlubber interlude, and a
buyer is found. (See page 10)
*********
This concluding Letter from the Captain is the 19th - how time does fly! It's been a Great Adventure
for all concerned; we hope you've enjoyed the Log; and now it's time for other things... See the last
page of this issue for Karl's essay on the subject and, until everything gets finalized, please keep all
fingers, toes, and elbows crossed for us that all goes well and the Odendahl/Law team takes over on
schedule.
K begins in Brisbane in early May:
“With Joe gone, life aboard the HM2 was kind of lonely and boring even though I welcomed the extra
living space. If it weren't for B's expected arrival in about a month I would have been quite depressed.
I turned to Wally on LADY JANE for companionship since he was in the same boat, single-handedly
speaking, but after a visit to a local clinic to see about the chronic hoarseness that had troubled him for
months he learned that he had a throat malignancy. It needed urgent treatment and within a few days he
made up his mind to fly home to Baltimore. On May 14 he secured his boat on her pile mooring in the
river and I rowed him ashore to catch a cab to the airport.
“Now even more at loose ends in this big impersonal city, even with all its attractions, I cast loose from
my own mooring on Tuesday, May 17 to begin my trip N along the Queensland coast. My first stop
was only two miles or so down the river at Breakfast Creek, so-named because explorer Lt. John Oxley
and his party stopped there for breakfast on 17 Sept. 1824 on his way upstream looking for a site for the
new convict station that eventually became Brisbane. A fuel bowser was located on a float at the mouth
of the creek and I was able to take on 108 liters of diesel fuel (cost: A$54 without too much trouble in
spite of the bounce from the wakes of passing vessels.
'Soon I joined them and motored down the river to Moreton Bay where I set course NNW 15 miles or
so across the flats to the l ower end of Pumicestone Channel behind Bribie Island. Arriving there just
after dark I felt my way in nearly to the causeway that connects the island with the mainland and
anchored, seeking some protection from the NE wind that had increased during the afternoon. The
place was a bit exposed for complete comfort and might actually have been a trap if the wind had
swung to the SW and blown up, but that was an unlikely event. As a matter of fact, it continued to blow

strongly from the N for the next 30 hours or so and I was perfectly content to hang on the hook there
and watch the people go about their business in the little fishing resort community ashore. The
alternative would have been a foul wind and dangerously steep seas on shoal-ridden Moreton Bay.
“Thursday morning, with a good weather report and wind that had swung to the W, I popped out of my
hole and rounded Skirmish point at the S end of Bribie Island just in time to catch the outgoing tide.
With its help and that of the nice offshore breeze, the HM2 screamed northward about a mile off the
coast past easily identified landmarks, making good more than 8 K over the ground. I was happy
enough for a speedy trip since the days were quite short and offered a scant 10 hours of useful light.
"By 3:30 PM I was off Point Cartwright and the N pointing rock jetties that protected Mooloolaba
Harbour. Just inside I found the floating docks of the pleasant looking M'ba Yacht Club. A friendly
middle aged couple, Jim and Joan Coxen, helped me tie up temporarily at the dock head - and after I
had checked in with the dock-master they became temporary deck hands as I motored around to berth
12 on 'B' dock."

HM2 and some dockmates at the M'baYacht Club

MOOLOOLABA. 'By 4 PM I was snugly tied up at one of the nicest clubs I've ever found. I must
say it felt swell to have a calm berth and to be able to step ashore for hot showers and good food at
reasonable rates, and to have available company among the interesting boat people there. In short order
I made friends with: a retired Australian engineer who had traveled the world building steam generating
plants for Babcock and Wilcox; a retired Swiss/American news correspondent who had covered the
Mediterranean and the Middle East for most of his life; and a retired US engineer (with an Australian
wife) who had spent most of his working years in Scandinavia and the Eastern Med working for the
Bechtel Corporation. The Coxens were retired from business in Sydney and had bought a house here
with a dock at their back door for their 43-foot ketch.
“This was obviously a retirement heaven on what Queensland calls her Sunshine Coast. More than a
few boat people have “swallowed the anchor’ here, and more use it as a base for their cruising lifestyle.
I'd have been sorely tempted myself if my family weren’t half a world away. Everywhere I could see
signs of transformation from what must have been a sleepy seaside family resort to a casual suburban
town of high rise condos, shopping centers, and attractive new upper middle class homes. Flowers
were in bloom everywhere, and the winter weather was temperate enough to allow surfing and
swimming except on the days when the wind came from the south. It seemed a galaxy away from the
bustling metropolis on the shores of the muddy Brisibane River just 100 Km down the coast.

“I hiked about a kilometer in to the older part of M'ba which consisted only of a couple streets
paralleling the N shore of the river and bearing L along the S shore of the bay. The main drag was
called the Esplanade and was lined on the side facing the water with small shops, snack bars, and other
businesses catering to holiday makers. I had the impression that business was slow, even for the ‘off
season’, and some of the proprietors did complain that Expo had drained away a lot of vacationers from
this area. It seemed perfect to me, and it was nice to browse without crowds. The prices reflected the
resort nature of the area, but weren't that much worse than those in Brisbane.
“The Post Office was there and I found a small stack of 1etters waiting for me. It's always a pleasure to
get mail from home and I spent a delicious evening sorting them by date and reading them through
twice. I considered spacing them out and rationing myself to one a day but didn't have the will-power
for that...
“I wrote a long letter to B answering all sorts of questions using Jezebel but wasn't able to get it printed
out on the little Diconix inkjet printer. It had been acting badly the 1ast severa1 times I'd used it for
weatherfax maps, and now it flat out refused to talk to the computer at all in spite of my jiggling and resocketing of cables and chips and what have you. I ended up writing a much shortened version
longhand. I eventually took the printer to a Brisbane printer repair shop that kept it for two weeks and
diagnosed the problem as an IC chip that would have to be ordered from the States. It finally went
home with B who will have it repaired and mailed back to me.
“In the meanwhile I'm back in the handwriting mode for letters, so my correspondents are surviving on
a diet of picture postcards. My electronics have been something less than a complete success on the
HM2, yet I wouldn't have liked to do without them. The problem is that I need a larger and drier
floating platform for my high-tech hobbies, or maybe it's just that I need much more waterproof and
shockproof electronic toys. Either solution would cost too much money so I continue to deal with each
failure as it arises.
“There were several weeks still to kill while waiting for B to arrive. My initial plan was to sail N to
Gladstone and return by bus to meet her in B'bane. After I looked at the bus schedule I changed my
mind since it's a 12-hour ride and costs $50 each way. There was also the problem of no available hotel
rooms in the city. They'd all been booked up months in advance of the EXP0 opening. Next I thought I
might sail back down so we could live on the boat conveniently in the city. The Yacht Club in M'ba
was so nice, though, that I suggested that we just stay there and ‘commute’ to the city for airport
pickups, sightseeing, and EXPO. That turned out to be an excellent arrangement since it was only
about 1.5 hours away on the mostly good dual-lane Bruce Highway aka Route 1.
“I stayed put in M'ba, entering into the socia1 life on the dock and using the time for boat projects and
writing. A new piece of teak was scarfed in along the stbd gunnel where the HM2 was bashed against
the pilot boat during our entry and I had a new tiller made from a massive piece of ironbark, an
Australian hard wood noted for its toughness. The dense wood is so heavy that it will not float.
ADVENTURES HAPPEN ON SH0RE TOO... “I learned that last fact the hard way. I was on the
finger pier and had laid the beautiful new tiller against the gunnel as I turned around to pick up a brush
and can of varnish. At the corner of my eye I saw the boat move with a passing wake and the tiller slide
sideways toward the water. I probably could have lunged and caught it but I moved more carefully not
wanting to spill the varnish. I guess I thought I could always dry off the wood and paint it later. Ugh!

It sank like a shot leaving me with my mouth hanging open.
“Leaping onto the boat I grabbed a boat hook and thrust it down hoping to make contact. I couldn't
even touch the bottom. The depth finder on the boat read 14', too deep for a free dive - by me, anyhow.
Working as fast as I could, I got out the SCUBA gear and rigged up, a process that took nearly half an
hour. Finally I slipped off the dock and descended into the murky water. A brisk tidal current made it
very difficult to hold a position under the dock and the boat, and the visibility was less than two feet.
Every time I touched the bottom a cloud of fine silt billowed up blotting out everything. Trying to
avoid touching the bottom I moved back and forth using a compass to keep oriented. Finally I was
down to my last 500 lbs. of air pressure and came up without the tiller. It must have been carried some
distance by the strong current.
“Andrew, the shipwright, was awfully understanding about the whole matter and didn't even laugh at
me when I told my sad story. He promptly and cheerfully made another, better than the first, saying
'I've had practice now, Mate!'
"Other jobs needed doing. The masthead navigation lights weren't working reliably. The problem
turned out to be corrosion of the wire splices at the foot of the mast and was easily sorted out. A couple
days were spent cleaning the topsides where the sticky vinyl gunnel cover on the dink had left almost
indelible smears during its nearly ceaseless bashing on the choppy Brisbane River.
“At the end of May as B's visit grew nearer the warm weather changed, clouding over, and the wind
whistled through the rigging from the S bringing cool temperatures. After two days of the same
unpleasant conditions I began to be afraid it might hang on. I was content to stay below-decks and
work on issue 18 of the boat newsletter, and three weeks in the cabin alone with B had a certain appeal
but I suspected it would eventually turn us into a nautical version of the TV Honeymooners.
Fortunately, the spell lasted only 4 days before fining up again on Sunday, June 5.
“The people on the dock tell me that the usual winter weather on the Sunshine Coast consists of about
two weeks of sunny weather with moderate winds and daytime temperature ranging from 18 - 22
degrees C, followed by 4 - 6 days of cooler weather in the low teens, with some rain and stronger winds
starting from the SW and working around through SE to E or NE as high pressure systems in the S
work their way Eastward across the Tasman Sea.
During my stay at the Yacht Club, I had become friendly with Ruth and Don, a couple in their 60's from
Yakima, Washington, aboard their classic wooden sloop MINKA. She, had been cruising Australia for
several months, gradually working their way up the E coast and exploring the countryside with an
endearing old junker they'd bought from still another cruiser. We traded paperback books to help each
other through the 'below-decks weather' and made several shopping excursions in their chariot.
**********
YOUR EDITOR ARRIVES! “On Monday morning, June 6, they kindly drove me the 5 km or so to
Maroochydore, the next larger town up the coast, where I'd arranged to rent a little two seater Suzuki
hatchback car from a firm with the unsettling name of Trusty Auto Rentals for A$200 per week.
Everything went like clockwork and the little red car worked like a champ for all three weeks we had it,
using only tiny amounts of Super (regular) petrol. I wouldn't mind having one like it at home for a carabout-town.

“I was immediately glad that it had an automatic shift. In no time at all I became re-accustomed to the
right hand drive and was zipping along toward B'bane. I didn't move quite at the posted 125 km/h
speed because that seemed terribly fast to me, but it didn't stop some of the local Aussies -- the ones in
the big American style Ford cars -- from passing me at speeds over 125 km/h. I think the Australian
Smokey Bears don't put in an appearance unless there's a smashup. I never saw a speedster pulled over.
I arrived at the airport on schedule with the help of good signing on the Bruce Highway and the E.
B'bane bypass. Barbara arrived 'spot on' as well, though she'd come half way round the world in 30some hours of travel; and she sure looked good to me in spite of it. The longest continuous trip in her
life, she says. (Ed: 39 hours portal-to-portal; my own front door to the HM2 conpanionway; - a good
trip!). I soon had her back to the HM2, complete with her suitcases full of goodies from home, and we
had a nice reunion.
“Our days together were wonderful. B recovered rapidly from her travels. We explored a bit around
the town and visited with local friends, the Coxens, as well as the people on the dock. The little red car
was a delight and we took some scenic drives along the coast and up into the low coastal range just an
hour away, visiting such touristic treasures as: the 'Big Pineapple', a kind of Aussie style Knott's Berry
Farm on the Bruce Highway. It's a complete miniature English village built over the years by an
enterprising local fellow to entice passers-by in for his gift shop; and Kondalilla Falls, a nice scenic
reserve with an impressive cataract and rocky pools along a stream surrounded by a system of well
graded mountain hiking trails which we especially enjoyed.

The Cap'n hoped not to be “dealt with”

“Interesting small potteries, art galleries, herb cottages, tea rooms and the like were scattered through
the lovely countryside near the mountain town of Mapleton. B and I agreed with all the local arts-andcrafts people that a home in these hills would be even nicer than one down on the nearby beaches. The
beautiful coast could frequently be seen to the E, while the broad Obi Obi Valley lay rimmed by rocky
walls to the west. How pleasant and civilized it was to stop for Devonshire tea - or for much longer - in
such surroundings!

EXPO '88 IS GREAT! 'We visited Expo in Brisbane twice and managed to see a number of the
pavilions - at least those with the shortest queues. We even managed to find a time when we could get
into the most popular New Zealand exhibit. Barb was quite taken by the chanting and 'body English' in
the spirited Maori show. I was, too, but then I'd seen others like it. As I expected, she enjoyed the
South Pacific islands 'village' the best, and we returned time after time to see six of the groups perform
songs and dances from Fiji, Western Samoa, Papua New Guinea, the Cook Islands, Vanu Atu, and the
Solomons. I was more pleased than I could say to share some of my own island experiences with her.
The performances ranged from the 'up-beat' Polynesian entertainment from the Cooks (almost like that
of Tahiti) to the simple unsophisticated rather shy Melanesian dance demonstrations from PNG and the
Solomons. I'd never seen or heard anything like the haunting pan pipes of the Solomon Islands. We
were both utterly charmed by them.

Many Islanders performed

(Ed: Like most of us, I tend to identify with Europe in my layperson anthropological interests, and have
had limited awareness of the differences among the various islands in terms of music, dancing and
personal adornment. Seeing these groups perform like but yet unlike so many folkdance groups I've
watched and/or participated in was a learning experience and a delight. I only wish I were a better
photographer with good equipment so this could be shared more adequately.)
“In the Australian Pavilion we learned a tiny bit about the Aboriginal culture and saw a fascinating slow
solo dance done by a man while another played the digiri-doo. I even got to try the instrument after the
performance but managed only to come up with an unattractive 'burp' instead of the controlled
resonance he produced.
INTO THE RAIN FOREST. “Our longest excursion from M'ba took us on a five day circle S past
B'bane, then around the city and back home again. We left off the Avon life raft in the S. B'bane suburb
of Slack's Creek to be inspected and re-certified, and continued on to see a bit of the fabled Gold Coast.
A bit under-whelmed by the plastic 'Miami Beach' high-rise style of that touristy area we looked about
for something more to our taste and found it three hours inland in Lamington National Park, a 20,200
hectare reserve situated on a high, dissected plateau sloping N from the Macpherson Range along the S
border of Queensland.
“The ridge forms the NW rim of an incredible ancient volcano with a caldera that stretched nearly 40
miles across more than a million years ago. Subtropical rain forest covers much of the high slopes, and

along the 1100 meter high ridge are found huge Antarctic Beech trees springing from root systems that
some say are more than 3000 years old. The profuse wildlife ranges from the satin bower-bird to
sugargliders to 'pretty-face' wallabys and their jack rabbit sized cousins, the shy pademelons that can be
seen browsing at dusk.
"We stayed two nights at O'Reilly's Guest Lodge, a charming rustic place that combined comfortable
accommodations and excellent food with a Shangri La-like setting that seemed light years distant from
the Gold Coast and everything it represented. I was much reminded of the Appalachian Mountain
Club's hut in Pinkham Notch, New Hampshire, years ago back in the days before it had became a
yuppie Mecca.” (Ed: I kept thinking of how much O'Reilly's was like Maine Folk Dance Camp. Of
course the emphasis was hiking rather than dancing, but there were a lot of similarities in
accommodations, food, variety of things to do, and especially the caring evidenced by the owners. One
of my fantasies has always been to be able to stay a whole summer at MFDC; now I have an additional
fantasy of spending a whole season at O'Reilly's.).

Barbara meets feathered Aussie friends

“A beautifully kept network of hiking trails began at the door. In the trees and on the side lawn were
hundreds of almost-tame Crimson Rosellas with their brilliant red/green/blue plumage. They would fly
unafraid to alight on your head or shoulder and eat cracked corn from your hand. One grinning kid
stood on one foot, thrusting the other and her arms out and was rewarded by having eight birds
perching on her at once.
Not far from the lodge was an aerial cable bridge, suspended in the tree canopy in such a way that one
could see the tree foliage and the many epiphytes at close hand. It was an impressive project recently
completed by the Lamington Park Natural History Association, about 300 meters long and 20 meters
above a valley floor with plaques describing plants and points of interest. “ (Ed: Picture a swinging
bridge, then add about ten more, end to end about 65 feet up in the air in the tops of the trees.) “B and I
thought it was an outstanding experience.
“Our first evening there we were entertained by an excellent naturalist talk with a multi-projector show
of more than 2000 wildlife slides. At breakfast the next morning we met Philip and Ann, a bureaucrat

from Canberra and a college librarian from New South Wales, respectively, both in their 30's. We made
a 14 km full day hike with them along the Border Trail to the scenic rim to see the Antarctic beeches
and the incredible views across to Mt. Warning, the craggy remnant of a massive volcanic plug, and 30
miles or so out over the green/gold/blue New South Wales coast toward the drowned eastern rim.
“Along the way we passed through magnificent rain forest with massive tree trunks supporting a
canopy like pillars in a cathedral, decorated by a tapestry of vines and by birds-nest ferns with the size
and look of pulpits. And everywhere there was the sound of birds and tree frogs and a distant waterfall.
On the forest floor there was a mossy, leafy carpet without a sign of manmade litter - not a can or a
plastic bag or even a cigarette butt - although the trail obviously had heavy use. My respect for Aussies
grew tremendously.
“0'Reilly's had packed a massive tucker for us with thermos jugs of tea, bread and butter, several kinds
of meat, and fruit.” (Ed: They also lent us a tuckerbag, and would have included a billy to take along if
we wanted to boil it for the tea.) “We couldn't possibly eat it all - especially knowing there would be a
fine dinner waiting when the bell rang at 6 PM. That evening we joined a sing-along around the piano
and relaxed in the warmth of the fireplace.” (Ed: Yep, 'Waltzing Matilda' was one of the songs).
“After breakfast on our second (and last) morning B and I walked through a fine misty rain along a 2
km trail, hard surfaced for wheelchairs, through tropical rainforest to a lookout over one of the deep
canyons to a high waterfall, and then browsed around an excellent privately developed botanical garden
before departing. We didn't really want to go, but we hadn't come prepared for a multi-day lodge stay
and the $65 pppd tariff had stretched the budget a bit. It was worth every penny of it, though, and more.
TOURING THE PAST. “We departed after lunch on Thursday the 16th and drove NW through
interesting piedmont country past the town of Beaudesert where steam trains from Brisbane used to
bring campers and trampers bound for a wilderness holiday. We had helped sing a song about the
'Great Beaudesert Train' just the night before. Later on we passed through a rolling cattle-raising area
and stopped at Boonah, a farming town with an imaginative chamber of commerce that termed it a
'Swiss Wonderland'. We had a restful evening in a motel run by a displaced Welshman named Wall
(Barbara's mother's family name).
“The next day we drove on across the continental divide, a most impressive mountain escarpment with
a dramatic pass when seen from the E. I drove through Cunningham’s Gap in minutes on the modern
four lane Warwick Highway but could see that it must have been an accomplishment for its discoverer,
explorer Allan Cunningham, in 1828. Later, wagons were dismantled and taken piece by piece through
the jungle-like growth and steep grades. Wilderness is not so far in the past here.
“0nce through the notch we found a very different farming country to the West. Drier, not completely
flat but gently rolling grass country with isolated windmills turning and pumping water into shallow
round metal stock watering tanks of the huge cattle stations. We stopped for awhile in Allora, a small
town that would have not been at all out of place on our own Great Plains in the1800's. There were
frame stores with false second story fronts along a planked side walk and a striking small box-like brick
bank building with some colored windows - now a dentist's office but with some of the old wooden
counters lovingly kept inside. I half expected Dorothy to come tripping down the dusty street, followed
by a vaguely distracted Aunty Em.

“The local folks were most friendly. I suspect that not too many American tourists pass through the
town. We had a pleasant chat with a couple of the local ladies and with Father Fred, an elderly
leathery-faced parish priest who was on his day off, shopping.
“Pressing on, we motored W along the New England Highway through the black soil country called
Darling Downs and the large farming center of Tootomba, about 100 km W of B'bane. From high
vantage points we could see the beginnings of the endless plains that make up so much of central
Australia, but we continued N through increasingly hilly country and now began to see sheep stations,
some of them covering hundreds of square kilometers. We stopped for a glass of lemon, lime and
bitters at an interesting old 'Cobb & Co.' stage stop along the way near the small town of Crow's Nest
and later had a bit of lunch in a tiny National Park, not much larger than a roadside rest area, that
protected an isolated grove of pale trees on this high and sometimes frosty plateau.

Karl made a couple friends too

“0ur last night of the trip was spent in a pleasant motel in the sleepy one-time gold mining town of
Goomeri, noted now for its grain and peanut farming. From there we finished our circular tour of SE
Queensland by heading E through former gold fields, newly active again in some places since the rise
of gold prices, through occasional sugar cane fields to Gympie near the coast, where we visited a
reconstructed mine complex and talked with a genuine old-timer from the exciting good/bad old days of
gold fever. It was nice to return to our little boat, but we both would have liked to see even more of the
country.
M'BA AGAIN. “0ur final week together was rather quiet. We worked together on some boat projects
and B, apparently not too impressed with my bachelor habits, did a fair amount of scrubbing. With her
help, I replaced the cockpit throttle and gearshift controls, which had become corroded and difficult to
operate after nine years' use. B took an artist's brush and re-lettered the Accokeek hailing port on our
stern, making our rear end look quite jaunty again.
“And then it was time for B to leave. I did quite well keeping a stiff upper lip until it was time for her
to board her Ansett connecting flight to Sydney- and then got all choked up at the last minute. We were
both pretty sad, but looking forward to being together again soon. We had come to the pretty firm
conclusion that I would finish my cruising on the Queensland coast and we would sell the boat here,
probably before the end of 1988. More about that later.
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