’d spent years dreammg of bulldmg my ultlmate

forty foot cruising yacht, read everything written on |

the subject and bought endless sailing magazines. I

‘probably could have gone on dreaming about cruis-

ing exotic places given the seemingly conflicting realities

of four weeks annual leave, family responsibilities and
limited money. Two years ago at the Adelaide Boat Show
[ saw Rob Ayliffe’s 23’ Norwalk Islands Sharpie “Charlie
Fisher” on the Duck Flat Wooden Boats display. There is
something very beautiful about simple, functional and
| effective design and Bruce Kirby has done a wonderfulri*

|ob on thls line of boats.

: fbetween tldes,

‘weather. Indeed a yachtIfcould eas1ly handle smgle

_handed and whlch was capable of adventurous forays
with a friend, bu was also a safe famlly crmser on. more
sedate outings. .
I bought a kit of materlals from Duck Flat Wooden'r
Boats and completed the boat in one year of part tim

“work. The boat was launched and named Matilda by our
2172 year old son.. Sallmg tria followed and perfor-
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mance exceeded all expectations. Matilda was specifically fitted out
for extended cruising. We wanted to be able to cruise remote areas
independent of shore based facilities for weeks at a time.. the
Kimberley dream emerged.

From Adelaide it’s hard to imagine a cruising ground further afield
than the Kimberley with a round trip of 7,000 kms. The thought of
towing a 23ft yacht this far is enough to deter many people, but it
shouldn’t be. Julian Trudinger and I left Adelaide on a rainy winter’s
morning heading north after completing a seemingly endless job list.
I had been so preoccupied with the sailing part of the trip I viewed
the drive up as a means to an end, something that had to be endured
to cruise an area I had dreamed of. The landscape, however, was
everchanging and always interesting, unlike the blur 6f monotonous
roadhouse fuel stops.

We had decided to cruise the northern end of the Kimberley. In
particular we hoped to explore the upper reaches of the Berkley
River. This plan allowed bitumen road access to our launch site of
Wyndham. The shiney gibber deserts of northern South Australia
merged into the red sand dunes and ghost gums of central Australia.
Each night we would pull into a roadside stop and climb into the
boat’s quarter berths for a sleep before continuing on our way early
the following morning.

After three long days we arrived in Wyndham and spent a day in
the caravan park getting organised. We visited the Harbour Master
who was very helpful, giving advice on the preferred route down the
Cambridge Gulf and allowing us to fill water tanks alongside the
wharf on the morning of departure. We had previously advised
Coastwatch of our intended route.

The boatramp at Wyndham is concrete and allows launching and
retrieval over a wide tidal range. We launched “Matilda” and
motored over to the wharf where we filled our water tanks with good
quality town water with the assistance of Marine and Harbours staff
who were friendly and helpful. We left Wyndham half an hour
before the tide peaked at seven metres. We were sailing at four knots
in a light easterly with the Wyndham jetty remaining almost abeam
till the tide turned and we were off. Our course took us forty five
nautical miles down the Cambridge Gulf to Lacrosse Island and open
ocean. We entered various narrow sections where there was turbu-
lence and strong currents, often punctuated by mirror calm sections
joined by what appeared to be a ‘shear line.

Matilda sailed on at five to six knots totally unaffected making up
to ten knots over the land. The surrounding country was a beautiful
mix of craggy hillsides and intense isolation. As we exited the last of
the narrows Lacrosse Island appeared on the horizon. In fading light
and breeze we entered Turtle Bay and crept close inshore to get
away from the four knot current sweeping past the mouth of the bay.
We anchored off the sandy beach expecting to dry out during the
night. The gentle bumping on the bottom woke me and I climbed out
into the cockpit and surveyed the situation with the spotlight. The
pink eyes of a large crocodile appeared in the shallows fifty metres
away, followed by another three pairs of eyes on the beach - any
thoughts of a moonlight stroll were cancelled as I climbed back into
my quarter berth and installed the companionway board. To the
uninitiated it is a sobering experience to realise that for once you are
not on top of the food chain!

The following morning we left Lacrosse Island at first light on a
forty nautical mile course across the mouth of the Cambridge Gulf
and down the coast to Revelley Island and the mouth of the Berkeley
River. Once out of the lee of Lacrosse Island the south east wind
increased to 25kts against the incoming tide producing areas of con-

Early morning on Casuarina Creek with Mt.Casuarina in the hackground.




It costs
nearly as
much to do
an ordinary
job as it
does to do
an excellent
one.

We think our sail battens are
the best quality, best
performance items currently
available.

There are of course others
which are nearly as good and
cost a bit less.

We suppose they're for those
among you who wish to nearly
win races or nearly make
landfall safely.

Blue Streak battens from
Permex; ask for them by name
or you may nearly make
a mistake.

For information on
your local stockist
of Blue Streak
battens, call
Permex on

(02) 820 1266

SLEsTone

Superior fibreglass battens

ream

Above: Author and Matilda waiting for the
tide on the Kimberley Coast.
Below: Launching ramp at Wyndham.

siderable turbulence and disturbed seas.
I made the mistake of rounding Cape
Dossejour close in shore and while
passing between it and Fathom Rock,
about one nautical mile offshore, we
encountered areas of standing waves
two to three metres high. The boat
would climb up the back of the waves
and surf down the front at seven knots.
“Matilda” sailed on through the chaos
oblivious to her surroundings or the
anxiety level of her crew, tracking
beautifully. At times we were sur-
rounded by breaking waves looking for

a-cockpit to fall in, but none did, the
boat remaining dry and predictable.

Further along the coast conditions
became easier as the effect of the cur-
rents reduced and we ran down the
coast, sometimes surfing at seven knots,
The magical Kimberley coast, lined
with one hundred metre orange sand-
stone cliffs dropping seaward, slipped
by. We decided to seek shelter in a tiny
unnamed bay which, from the chart,
appeared to offer shelter. As we rounded
the rocky headland a small bay slowly
unfolded tucked right away from the
South Easterly winds. We entered the
bay at three quarter tide, lifted the keel
and raised the rudder blade to shallow
water mode as we glided into exquisite
flat, turquoise water too shallow for any
deep keeler and nosed right on to the
beach, stepping ashore dry shod. After
checking the tide tables we allowed
Matilda to dry out, sitting upright on her
flat bottom.

Early next morning we left for
Revelley Island at the mouth of the
Berkeley River. By mid morning the
wind had increased to thirty knots and
as we passed Buckle Head we decided
to seek shelter as conditions were
becoming a little too exciting. From
the chart the bay seemed too shallow to
be useful but a draft of 200mm with
the keel up allows considerable lati-
tude. We dropped anchor and caught
some fish for lunch and waited for the
wind to moderate later in the day. The
wind dropped to a sedate ten knots by
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four in the afternoon and we headed

across to Revelly Island with the sur-
rounding sandstone headlands glowing
orange in the late afternoon light. An
Indonesian fishing vessel head north
Jooking like a floating market stall. We
carefully navigated the sandbars lining
the river mouth and entered Berkley
River with the start of the incoming
‘ tide, anchoring half a mile upstream.
The mangroves crackled with life, the
mirror-calm water of the river contrast-
ing sharply to conditions at sea. We
! had at last arrived.
| The following morning, after inflat-
| ing the dinghy, we motorsailed five
nautical miles upstream of Casuarina
Creek and proceeded to its end - a
sandstone walled amphitheatre. The
water was thirty metres deep so rather
than anchor I wedged rockclimber’s
i camming nuts in the rockfaces and
“ secured Matilda in the middle of the
' amphitheatre. It was an awesome set-
ting as we rowed the inflatable over to
a weakness in the rock face and scram-
bled up the cliff face exploring a series
of fresh water pools along the creek
bed above. Grevilleas in flower lined
the creek bed filled with honeyeaters
attracted by their rich nectar. We swam
in freshwater pools dotted with
waterlilies. I gazed down on Matilda at
rest in such a setting and wondered if I
would have ever sailed my imaginary
forty foot cruising yacht half way
around Australia and cruised this area.
Leaving Casuarina Creek we headed
back into the Berkley River and con-
tinued to its navigable end. The river

Early morning from a hill top near Berkley
River.

became narrower and was lined by
eighty metre high orange sandstone
cliffs. At the head of the Berkley we
explored a series of small creeks. Our
daily routine revolved around fishing
at the change of the tide and exploring
many freshwater pools above the tidal
waters. All too soon our time on the
river expired and we headed down-
stream to the river mouth on the outgo-
ing tide.

We had been dreading the prospects
of beating into strong winds and short
steep seas on our return journey to
Wyndham, however conditions were
mild as we sailed past Revelly Island
towards Buckle Head. As the sun set
the light on Lacrosse Island was visi-
ble and we headed offshore and sailed
on through the night.We reached
Lacrosse Island at four in the morning
and turned down the Cambridge Gulf.
With Matilda self-steering I slipped
below and made some coffee while
Julian contentedly slept in the quarter
berth, the cabin illuminated with the
soft hues of sunrise. We reached
Wyndham late that afternoon and
quickly sought out showers and a cold
beer.

The Kimberley is an awesome place
and like other wilderness areas, pro-
vides -an almost spiritual experience. I
found sailing my homebuilt Norwalk
Islands Sharpie through such an area a
very satisfying and memorable chal-
lenge.
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NAVIGATION EQUIPMENT

Speed 2000 Easy Trail

A New Electronic Trailing Log

A complete kit for bulkhead or guard rail
mounting, giving the ultimate precision of a
trailing log, for use on small craft without
power, or on larger vessels as a back-up
with independance from the ship’s supply.

gp— |
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® |nternally housed
power supply ® Easy to read display

25mm @ Simple DIY installation.
® Easy mounting ® On demand night
ilumination ® Compact styled case,
only 125 x 82 x 28mm.

SpeeD 2000

A completely new range of Analogue or digital
windspeed and boatspeed instruments.

MERLIN I

“Flexible, Fast, Uniquely Understandable”

The higly acclaimed Merlin — an
accurate and easy means for the
amateur or professional to compute
all navigation requirements.

Almanacs built in for sun, moon, 59 stars.
Lat/Long from single body or unlimited
sights. Identification unnecessary. Direct
access to almanac data. Accuracy of fix
given. Running fix with course changes.

ALPHA 40 SEXTANTS

An excellently engineered and constructed
metal sextant. The Alpha 40 sextant
incorporates many features that are normally
found only on more expensive sextants.

8

e Warranty certificate of accuracy ® Micrometer
drum with vernier @ Full size optics
© LED illuminated scale ® Wooden case.

PLUS: * Bi-Rola Chart Plotting Instruments
* Davis Sextants x PC based weather fax
% Computer radar trainer * Sowester
handbearing compass * Brass dividers.

For full details of products and stockists contact:

MERLIN NAVIGATION & MARINE P/L
70 TENNYSON RD, MORTLAKE NSW 2137
PO BOX 532, STRATHFIELD NSW 2135 AUST
PH: (02) 743 5345 FAX: (02) 743 5347




