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JANUARY 2004

Tasmanian Tourists!

Saturday 17th January 2004

Melbourne to Hobart.

Weather: raining quite cool, but at least not windy.

Quote of the day: “I don’t want to see a crowd of people fussing over lavender bags!”

We boarded the “Spirit of Tasmania 1” last night for the voyage to Devonport. It was all uneventful and went to plan. The wind was blowing up a bit and we were all nervous about the calmness of  the sea ahead. I kept telling them the wind would die and the sea would be calm, but I wasn’t so sure myself.

Port Phillip bay was relatively calm and the ship hardly rolled at all. We were all tired, so we retired early to our cabin, showered and went to bed. Anita got out of the shower and woke me (I wasn’t quite asleep anyway) and said we are almost to the heads and we should leave the boys sleeping and go and watch us go through the rip. Out on deck the wind was really howling and Queenscliff was still a long way off. But we waited and enjoyed the view, picking out the sights as they slipped by. When we finally left the heads the sky ahead was black as ink and looked quite scary. Then as we left the shelter of land the ship started to buck forward and back with a little roll thrown in for good measure. Anita was a little worried she would be sick, but we headed straight back to our cabin and went to bed without any problem.

Bottom of Form

We were woken by the voice of Ernie Sigley on the radio station in our cabin signaling it was time to get up at 6am. We went to the central meeting point where Jane and Niel were already waiting, had 2 cold fruit buns and a carton of juice for breakfast then waited for them to call out the garage number for us to rejoin our car. “What deck is the car on Mitch?” 6 came the answer. So we waited until they called “6” and headed out. Next thing the public address system was calling… “Would the owner of a Silver Ford Falcon RGO-707 please return to your vehicle. It on deck 5 starboard side.” How embarrassing, we had already realised it was deck 5 just before the announcement and were already on our way, but as we were at the head of our cue the ship’s crew were getting nervous.

We drove out of the ship onto the midlands road and straight to Hobart. Anita and Jane were keen to see the market near the docks, and after finding a car park we headed in. Mitch was not happy and said he couldn’t stand to see a crowd of people all fussing over lavender bags! The girls decided we should go our separate ways from the boys, and meet back at the start 3 hours later! Like hell!!! I too could not look at lavender bags and doilies for that long. So we agreed to meet back after 1 hour and review the plan.
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At 12.30 they were convinced it was enough, although everyone agreed it was a great market with lots of different things to the usual rubbish, and all reasonably priced too. Also by then it had started to rain lightly and we made our way back to the docks area where we thought a harbor cruise aboard the square rigged sail training ship “Lady Nelson” would be good. Heading in that direction we passed the old steamer “Cartella” which I had seen for sale when buying my own boat. She looked good although could do with a little work, and of course she is no longer a steamer.

Arriving at the Lady Nelson we were told she was booked out but some cancellations might get us on, so we waited on the dock while the rain returned, even heavier this time. When finally told we could board, the girls had chickened out claiming there was no shelter on deck and a cappuccino in the café next door would be a better option. So that was that!

The rain was setting in even more so we took the children into the museum which was not only dry inside, but free to get in. There were many interesting exhibits, which we would have missed had it not been for the weather. It was also getting colder, and we saw a local man sitting on a seat at the bus stop eating ice cream and wearing just a singlet! It made me shiver just looking at him. These Tasmanians are really tough! 

At this point we thought it would be nice to change our tent accommodation for a cabin at the caravan park, but of course everything this time of year is booked solid, so with no alternative, we headed down and tackled the tents in the rain. It wasn’t raining too heavily but by the end I was quite wet and some of the things in the tent too were now damp, but we were successful with lilos blown up and beds readied. Then came the suggestion that dinner at the pub would be better than trying to cook in the rain. Tasmania is renown for its scallops, so I had the curried scallops; delicious! We were lucky to get into the pub, as it was booked solid because the band “Cold Chisel” Was playing down the road, but if we promised to eat quickly they could find a table for us. While eating quickly, we noticed the group of people whooping it up on the other side of the room where a wedding party, and we thought maybe it would be Mary Donaldson’s sister with the prince of Denmark finding out what a pub wedding in Tasmania would be like…. Well, maybe not!

As it was quite early when we finished dinner, we thought a drive around the city centre would be good. Jane and Niel declined because the kids were very tired and went back to the tent. We on the other hand drove over the Tasman bridge, then headed into battery point where we had a little walk. The buildings were very interesting, built of stone and looked very British or colonial if you please. Lovely!

Home to a hot shower and early bed. The rain appears to be easing but they are predicting snow for the top of nearby Mount Wellington! In January!!! And then we saw the crowds heading for the concert, and they were all wearing summer clothes, do they not feel the cold here?

Sunday 18th January 2004

Hobart and the historic village of Richmond.
Quote of the day: “You’re just being silly, you’re a silly man!”

Weather: sunny, cloudy, sunshine, SNOW (<this is not a misprint!) sunny, cloudy.

Sunshine at last! We awoke to a beautiful morning with the last of the low cloud still clinging to the top of Mt. Wellington, which we had planned to visit after breakfast. Anita and Jane returned from the supermarket with perishable things that needed to go in the fridge, which we hadn’t fired up as yet, which brought about the realization that I had forgotten the hose that connected the fridge to the gas bottle. (You idiot!) So after a quick trip back to the supermarket to buy an electrical extension cord, the fridge finally got started on electricity instead of gas.

While driving up to Mt. Wellington, we looked back at the stunning views over Hobart and the Derwent river valley as the rain again started to fall. The wind also began to blow and Anita said “Is that snow?” Come on, can you be serious for a moment? It is Summer after all! Then I noticed one of the raindrops on the windscreen in front of me landed with an icy ‘splat’. Then more until the whole area was whited out by a mini blizzard of snow. It was then that we noticed the ground was already covered with a light scattering of snow. We were gob smacked!

At the summit, all the view had disappeared and we got out of the car to the excitement of seeing snow falling. After looking in Belgium and France to see snow falling without success, and here we are in Australia during summer to see falling snow. It was almost a white Christmas! Like the tourists we were, we all took many photos before heading over to the enclosed observation building where the view was available without the inconvenience of enduring the bitter cold made worse by the fact we were wearing summer clothes. The view came and went with the rapidly moving clouds passing.
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We left the mountain and headed back North of Hobart to the historic town of Richmond, one of the first settlements in Tasmania. Here we found the most photographed bridge in Australia, which is also the oldest being built in 1825 to allow the passage of military hardware down to Port Arthur in the convict days. After doing what every other person that goes their does, taking several photos, we spread out the picnic blanket and had lunch before a walk up the main street.

Poor Tom who is only 3 years old soon got sick of walking, so we abandoned Jane and Tom who sat in the park while the rest of us took a tour through the old Richmond gaol. Continuing with a walk down the street looking in all the craft shops, we finally settled at a tea room at the end of the street that had a maze for the children out the back. We had a coffee in peace while the children were lost, with Mitch and Riley in charge of the Sophie and Tom. Niel and I walked back to the cars and brought them closer to save the children’s legs. Jane and Sophie meanwhile, had brought some postcards, and I asked Sophie who she was sending them to. She told me “Miles and Isobel”. So I said what about ‘cricket’ (her horse back on the farm), well she just looked at me in a firm serious look and said, “You’re just being silly, you’re a silly man!”

Here we said goodbye to Jane and Niel, and headed over towards the coast where Anita’s cousin Fiona is living. The track I laid on the computer at home, and loaded into my GPS turned out to be extremely useful, as we had no idea where to go or where she lived, but the GPS pointed the way through all the twists and turns right to her door. Since moving to Tasmania from Sydney, she has brought a little 2 bedroom shack over looking the beach, with Briny Island in the background; a really impressive view. Fiona was glad to see us and after a quick tour and cup of tea, we walked down to the beach were we strolled until the cold set in and we had to head back. Fiona knew of a great pizza restaurant in Sorell, so we followed her in her little green ‘frog’ car back towards Hobart. After a nice pizza, we bid our farewells, taking another photo to show Anita’s mum and headed home for bed. It was still a little early so we had a drive around Clairmont before finally heading home for showers and bed.
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Monday 19th January 2004

Hobart to Port Arthur.
Quote of the day: “Ah, Tassie devil. I think I’ll give him a pat…”

Weather: cloudy but warm, with sunny patches.

“Up and at ‘um!” I shouted to the crew when I woke up at 7am. “Why are we getting up so early?” was the reply. I explained how we had to have breakfast, pack up camp and be out early for the 9.30am tour of the Cadbury factory, which made then jump like “Freddo Frogs”. So we cleaned up, packed up and were ready to go with half an hour to spare. Then they abused me for waking them so early! So I suggested we go down to the park for a swing etc. to fill in time, which we did. Riley even managed to get his kite to fly.

We hit the Cadbury factory at 9.30am sharp along with the other 40 odd people who were in our group. We were all surprised with the amount of people, and more were turned away at the door who had not made bookings. We watched a small video, then had the rules explained to us, like removing all ear and finger rings, watches etc for hygiene reasons. We also had disposable cloth hats issued that had to be worn to enter the factory, which is where the trouble started. Young Tom cracked it and said I’m not wearing that hat, and all the convincing, or bribery with Freddo frogs and Caramello Bears could not change his mind! So poor Niel had to stay with Tom and his naked head, missing out on the tour. He was a little upset, which erupted into full-blown tears when he realised the enormity of his error!

The tour progressed and we ate chocolates, but I had imagined stuffing ourselves with all the chocolate we could eat, which was not quite the case. Despite this I managed to fill up while in the factory and had enough in my pocket to last after lunchtime still pulling out the odd “Cadbury roses” choky to make everyone envious that they had not been as greedy as me in the factory! We finished the tour with a visit to the shop which sold reject chocolates, and the bargain of a lifetime; a full box of 36 bars of ‘Cadbury Snack’ which had the wrong centers in the shaped molds and so were going out for the measly sum of $10. Then it was a hot chocolate at the ‘Cadbury Café’ and back onto the road to Port Arthur.

Almost into Port Arthur, we stopped at the ‘Tasmanian Devil’ centre. Here the famous Tassie devils were being fed at 1.30pm, which we just made time wise. While waiting for the feeding time, we watched a young devil walking tirelessly around his enclosure, which consisted of a stone fence around some reconstructed habitat, and he was sniffing hungrily for his lunch. I said to Anita and Jane, “I’ll give him a little pat” and lowered my hand jokingly over the wall. With that, quick as a flash he lunged and jumped up just missing me!!! Everyone around the enclosure either laughed, or gave me that “You Idiot” look! (Anita and Jane gave the second option, of course).

When the feeding finally came, it was nowhere as interesting as me getting attacked, but the kids had a great time. We then got all the picnic stuff out of the car and had a cheese and ham roll for lunch, then went down to see the kangaroos being fed. Then we watched the ‘birds of prey’ display. We had commented earlier about the price of getting in, but overall it was quite good and the kids really enjoyed it.

It was 4pm by the time we got back on the road to finish the journey into Port Arthur. We drove straight to the historic convict site, passing the caravan park turn off pretending we had intended to miss it. At the site, we had a quick look at the historic buildings from the lookout, then went into the visitors centre, booking the ghost tour for that night, then back to the caravan park to set up the tents and barbeque tea.

We didn’t see any ghosts, but the ‘ghost tour’, although not scary, was great. Our tour guide Todd, was dressed in a long ‘dri-z-bone’ and with his long hair, and kerosene lamp he looked eerie in the semi-darkness. He took us around the sites, and told us of all the sightings of ghost that have happened. Before the sightings are included in the tour, they had to be confirmed by more that one person, and with so many stories to tell in the 90 minute tour, only the best get told. The tour ended up taking 2 hours and

whether you believe or not, it certainly left many unanswered questions in your mind.
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Tuesday 20th January 2004
Port Arthur.
Quote of the day: “What the… Jane, I think you’ve just reversed over a tent!”

Weather: windy, cloudy, turning to hot wind in the afternoon.

After a late night getting back after the ghost tour the quiet calm night turned in the wee hours with gale force wind ripping through the nearby bush giving us all a poor night sleep. I was worried about the chairs etc. outside the tent blowing away, and how many big limbs were above our tent (none of course). But coupled with the hectic schedule we all slept in till 8.30am, then struggled to get back to Port Arthur historic sight for our 9.30am tour, only just making it.

After the tour, we did some walking around, just taking it all in, making our way down to the jetty for our 11am harbor cruise. We boarded the luxurious tour boat and headed out into the rough waters of the harbor whipped up by the strong wind, which had died down from the overnight lashing. Again we had the commentary, did a lap around the ‘isle of the dead’ declining the option of the tour ashore then back for our usual picnic in the park.

Jane and Niel were forced by tired children to head back to the tent and luckily for us took Riley with them. Anita, Mitch and myself did some more looking around then sat through a short play about the life of one of the boy convicts, which we enjoyed very much. The actors were superb in there portrayal, and the content and presentation made it a very interesting experience.

After this we had to get a coffee for Anita then headed around some of the historic houses, through the ruins of the old church, down through the English gardens then back to the tent for a mid afternoon beer. The man across the road informed us that it had reached 37 degrees which I could not believe, having not gotten my jumper off!

Jane wanted to take the kids down to the beach, so Niel went trekking through the bush down to the water just as the kids had done a dozen times before. Upon returning, he told me the track was so steep, he didn’t want Sophie and Tom going down there, which was a pity because they had already done it so many times! Jane noticed some people coming back to camp in swimming gear and asked where the beach was. It turns out, there is a great swimming beach only a few hundred metres further along, and the access track was much better. So Anita, Jane and the kids headed down the beach for an hour.

After coming back and showering, we headed down to the ‘Fox and Hounds’ pub which was an English theme pub, with pints of ‘Boags’ on tap. The meal wasn’t cheap but great anyway. We brought a slab of ‘Boags’ having gotten the taste after a few pints, headed back to camp and lit the fire. As Niel and I settled beside the fire, which was still getting established, the next-door neighbor said “Isn’t it total fire ban today?” We hadn’t heard that one, but took the larger sticks back out of the fire and settled back to watch the last pieces of kindling finish burning. As the fire was almost finished, the ranger came rushing over, stomping his boots with determination and authority as he walked announcing to us the fact that it was a total fire ban day. I told him we had just found that out and had pulled the fire apart and were now waiting for it to finish. He looked at the remnants of our fire, satisfied we were telling the truth, and stomped disappointed back down the track. We finished our stubbies and hit the sack.

We have come to the conclusion that the caravan park at Port Arthur is excellent. It has great facilities, access to the beach and is close to the historical site, 10 out of 10.

Wednesday 21st January 2004
Port Arthur to Bicheno.
Quote of the day: “If I were the prime minister I would ban walking tracks and make the roads go all the way.”

Weather: Sunny and warm.
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On the road early, so we could check out all the sights on the way like the blowhole, devil’s kitchen, Tasman bridge and the tessellated pavement, all rock formations on the weather beaten coast, before some more serious driving pushed us North to the town of Triabunna where we had our usual dry sandwiches for lunch. Niel and I went walking along the marina admiring the boats there, with me choosing a small old sailing yacht, which Niel fancied a big fiberglass one.

The next stop was “Kate’s Berry Farm” where we stopped for refreshments. The farm itself was set back on a hillside, over looking the bay and the mountains in the back ground. It was a stunning setting with good service and great fare to choose from. Mum got her coffee fix, while the boys and I had milk shakes. The lady there told us she started selling strawberries on the roadside down the front 12 years ago, then built the coffee shop and can’t keep up with the demand. She now has 12 staff working for her and had 40,000 visitors last year, and was expecting more this year. While enjoying the break, Niel got out his mobile phone (Gee those things can be handy sometimes….) and rang the caravan parks ahead. After 2 knock backs, we finally had secured a booking at Bicheno.

More serious miles followed until we reached ‘Cole’s Bay’ which backs onto the famous ‘Wine glass Bay’. But there is no road here, only a walking track with 1 hour return to the lookout, and 2 ½ hours return to the actual beach. Jane and Niel decided to take the little kids down to the local beach, offering to take Mitch and Riley also, but we thought the walk would do them both good after being cooped up in the car, and as it was one of the place we wanted to see, they didn’t get the choice and came walking with us. Mitch complained the whole way with Riley backing up his moaning.

The granite formations along the track were stunning and with the vegetation and birdlife (both 2 legged and feathered) making the 1 hour return walk interesting. The main reward being the stunning view over ‘Wine glass Bay’ which made it very worthwhile, despite the moanings!

It was approaching 5pm when we returned so we re-grouped and made a bee-line for the remaining 25kms to Bichino. With the bookings we had made earlier for the caravan park, we ignored the ‘NO VACANCY’ sign and checked in, even if we did have to share the same tent site.

Niel cooked the BBQ while I stayed back at the tents looking after the girls and cooked the rice on the stove for dinner. After dinner, we were all pretty tired. Niel, Soph, and I played a game of cards together while Mitch and Riley showered. Then I wrote this log while Anita made a cuppa prior to going to bed. Good night!

Thursday 22nd January 2004
Bicheno.
Quote of the day: “Well, the penguin is home! We can all go to bed now.”

Weather: Sunny and warm, cool and cloudy, alternating across the day.

A lazy day relaxing in Bicheno. We had a little sleep followed by a walk after breakfast. Mitch and Riley were complaining about having to walk and Jane again offered to let them stay with her, but that’s not what we’re here for! So walking they went. Mitchell moaned and complained all the way telling me I was an abusive father for telling him he was lazy for not wanting to come. He walked miles behind us, refusing to come any closer than 100 metres.

Down at the shops we saw the sign for the ‘glass bottomed boat’, which was doing a cruise at 10am. So we headed down to the waterfront, but 10am came and went and we didn’t see anything resembling a boat, so we walked around the beach, heading back up to the road on the opposite side of town. When we arrived there, Mitch was nowhere to be found. He will come, we thought as we took the phone number for the ‘glass bottomed boat’ and headed back to camp to ask Jane and Niel if they wanted to come on the 12 o’clock cruise. So we rang the number and waited for a reply. By this time we were quite worried about Mitchell and we all went to look for him. We eventually found him, he had gotten lost and turned back the way we had come, and ended up walking twice as far as us. (Serves him right!)

Back at camp 12 o’clock was fast approaching and still no return phone call from the boatman. This is Tasmania remember! So we had lunch, read the paper and generally relaxed. Jane, Anita and I went for a walk down to the shops, and asked the man at the surf shop if he knew anything about the ‘glass bottomed boat’ cruise. He told us he would not answer his phone, as he would be down on the boat, which is down at the main harbor, not the beach where we had looked earlier. So we all rushed down to the main harbor to join the 2pm cruise. (Third time lucky?) We found his office open, unlocked and unoccupied. His boat too was at the quay but nobody to be found. An old fishing trawler was up on the slipway and a salty old sailor was painting the hull. I asked him about the boat cruise and he told us not to worry, he would be here soon.

[image: image7.png]


So with 3 minutes before departure, and us almost ready to give up and leave, this rusty, beat up old car pulls up and this scruffy old bloke jumps out, announcing he will bring the boat around to the jetty for us to board. What sort of operation is this? Do we really want to get into a boat with someone like him in charge? Well he came at the pier and crashed as he came along side, appologising to everyone, saying the old outboard engine doesn’t want to go into reverse sometimes. The boat holds 22, and with the crowd waiting around, exactly 22 people went on board and away we went with no mention of money or were we were going.

We had a great time! The boat was rough like its owner, but boy he knew his stuff and was very informative. The boat mainly drifted across the shallows of the harbor and he pointed out all the things you normally wouldn’t bother to look at. Overall the boat never went further than 200 metres from the jetty but the sights were amazing. He threw some chook feed pellets into the water beside the boat and we watched as a big school of yellow-eyed mullet came in to feed. The kids loved it. We returned to the jetty, and “old Salty” (I think he may have been a deep sea fisherman who decided to catch tourists instead of fish) said I will let you off here, moor the boat and see you in my office to collect payment. Well anybody could have shot through, or even those who didn’t like the cruise could at this point argue it wasn’t worth the money, but sure [image: image8.png]


as eggs, everyone waited at his office until he come back up from the quay and paid him. Tasmania sure has some weird ways of doing things!

Next we headed down to the beach for the kids to have a swim. The water was made from melted Antarctic ice, so even the kids wouldn’t go in for a swim, instead opting to make beautiful sand castles on the beach. After 1 ½ hours we headed back to the caravan park, just across the road and cleaned up ready for tea; fish and chips.

Niel and I took the orders and headed down the street to buy the fish and chips, I mean what else would you eat at Bicheno?

I had been lured to this particular Fish and chip shop earlier in the day by the sign out the front showing the bill of fare, and my eye was caught by scallops for $1, and crayfish fritters for $2.50. We went in, placed our order and I watched while the little man rung up the bill on the till. Being stingy, I was wondering how much all this was going to cost, and watch the amount flash up on the till. Then $4.50 popped up. I couldn’t think of what that could be, then I saw him double it, and triple it! It must be the cray fritters; it’s the only thing we brought 3 of. As Niel was about to hand over the money, I said “Are those cray fritters $4.50?” Yes. “But it says on the blackboard behind you $2.50”. “Oh, that’s last years price. I don’t know why it’s still up there.” What was I hearing? Am I back in Nigeria??? So I pointed out to the little man now going very red in the face, “It’s up there because it’s the same as the sign on the street out the front, and the painted sign on the shop window! It kind of changes things a bit when all of a sudden they are double the price.” He agreed and corrected the bill. Niel was impressed at my powers of observation when handling money, but its only what you would do after living 4 ½ years in Nigeria! 

They were nice fish and chips, and after dinner we decided to go and see the penguins coming back to shore for the night, a thing you pay big dollars for at Philip Island in Victoria, and here we had the chance to do it for free. Anita had spoken to the man at the caravan park who knew all about it and told us to go down to the blowhole at dusk. But don’t shine your torch on them or they won’t come in.

So off we went to the blowhole on dusk and waited, and waited and waited. It got darker, and darker and darker. The blowhole it self was far more entertaining than the penguins, although rather small, came along a narrow crevice in the large slabs of rock, then gushing up. You could stand quite close and those who ventured too near got a surprise when it gushed out higher than expected wetting them. It was great. So back to sit and wait for the penguins. And wait…. And wait… The kids were getting bored, and it was getting really dark. The only ones having fun were the mosquitoes!

Then it happened! A lone solitary penguin appeared and was instantly blinded by a dozen torches, forcing it to stop in its tracks and not dare to move again for the next 20 minutes. Anita was so angry she said to one man at the front “Turn off your torch, cant you see its scared?” The man just turned around and said “Well at Philip Island they have flood lights and they still come in” so Anita had to quip back “Well this isn’t Philip Island!” That shut him up. Eventually the poor little sole made it past us and disappeared into the bushes. “Well, that’s it. The penguin is home, now we can all go home.” Which we did.

Friday 23rd January 2004
Bicheno to Launceston.
Quote of the day: “Get out the paddles!”

Weather: Sunny and warm.

We flew out of bed, had breakfast and packed up in record time. We were on the road at 8.30am with a 2 hour drive to Launceston to meet the brewery tour at “Boag’s” at 11am. I could already taste that beer, but first of all we needed fuel for the car. Bicheno is a much smaller town than we expected, a small fishing village not unlike Wye River, for example. A quick trip up the street and back confirmed that there were only 2 garages, and neither sold auto LPG. So with some fuel remaining we hit the road to Launceston with the hope of finding fuel once we reached the main midlands highway.

Each town we passed was searched for fuel without success. “There is a big town coming up on the main highway, Campbelltown. I’m sure they will have fuel, can we make it to there?” asked Anita. A quick calculation and we found it was possible. “But if they don’t have LPG there, we are really up the creek without a paddle!” I replied. Our car is an LPG fuel vehicle only, unlike most LPG cars, which are duel fuel. If you can’t get LPG you can still drive on petrol. But not ours! I hate to think what would happen if we did run out as you cant just get a jerry can and hitch hike to the service station and bring some back.

So we did make it to Campbelltown and the main service station. We pulled in only to find our worst nightmare! The biggest town for many, many miles and no LPG!!! (Get out the paddles!) As I lay crying on the ground, the service station attendant looked at me and I begged him, “please we are desperate for auto LPG, isn’t there anywhere close we can get some?” He just looked like I was stupid even considering to bring a LPG only fuel vehicle to Tasmania (yes, the type of person who would try to pat a Tassie devil!) and said, “There isn’t LPG anywhere around here.” But as I considered cutting my wrists to save the embarrassment of being stranded he said “There is LPG at Epping Forest, 24 kms further up the road” Could we make it? Well what did we have to loose? 

So we attempted the short trip up the road and found success! The price was 59 cents per litre, about double what I would pay at home, but I didn’t care. But the comforting thought of the fuel flowing smoothly into the fill point of the car with orgasmic pleasure, bringing about a feeling of satisfaction enable me to re-think, just like when you are dying to find a toilet and its all you can think about until its done and you can again see the big picture. I will only need half a tank to finish off the trip and get home where I can fill up for half the price. So at double the price, half a tank it was.

The Boag’s brewery was packed with tourists all trying to buy something from the gift shop when we arrived. But we managed to announce to the lady that we were there for the next tour, paid our money and hung around the bar waiting for our tour. Our guide was a young girl who asked around the group where we had come from and what was our preferred drink. One lady and man had come from Terang Victoria, which impressed Niel as it was just up the road from him. Then the next couple said they were from Geelong! Small world eh? The tour went over the whole factory, with the most interesting part, the bottling plant where thousands of happy little soldiers all marching quickly in line down to settle in their cartons ready for me to drink. After the tour we were taken back to the bar area and given a sample of each of the 3 most popular beers, along with the sales pitch to why this beer is better than any in Australia.  Well I must say the beers are good, and the light beer would have to be the best one in Australia because they distill off the alcohol to a very low level then mix it back with full strength beer to maintain the full beer taste. Clever! The samples went down too fast and not enough! But that’s how it goes sometimes.

The girls drove to a lavender farm out the other side of town where they brought all sorts of girlie things (how much lavender can I person need?) then came back to collect us boys. (Mitch, Niel and I). We drove up through Launceston to Cataract gorge. This is an old Victorian tourist attraction set up around 1895. We enjoyed crossing the gorge on the chairlift which I thought was great until we got to the other side and saw it had been built by the same firm that built the “Arthur’s seat” chair lift on the Mornington Peninsular which had crashed down recently!

They had a large swimming pool there where all the locals were indulging, so while the kids joined them for a swim, I hiked for the hour along the gorge admiring the old pedestrian suspension bridge, the odd blue tongue lizard and the views across the river.
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Onto the caravan park for our last night in Tasmania, where we were given 2 of the world’s smallest tent sites which barely had enough room for tents let alone cars too! So Niel decided to forgo his car park and we used this area between the tents to set up the tables and cook dinner. We had a great BBQ tea with lamb chops which we thought Jane and Niel would be sick of being sheep farmers. We were all tired after our early start that day so after cleaning up and getting the kids off to bed, had a cup of tea and hit the sack too.

Saturday 24th January 2004
Launceston, Devonport to Melbourne.
Weather: Sunny and warm.

A leisurely start, slow pack up and on the road. We didn’t get far when Anita spotted the tourist information centre. So we popped in and got some ideas, then we noticed the coffee shop across the road with some tables and chairs shaded by some small trees that made like a little park area. So coffee break became the priority. I didn’t have cash and headed up the street to the Bendigo bank auto teller. The buildings here in Launceston are old and beautiful. What caught my eye mostly, was the clock tower we had seen from the brewery which over looked the town and chimed beautifully every quarter hour. I found it belonged to the post office and as I came around the corner noticed that the rest of the building was equally impressive as the clock!

I collected my money from the auto teller at the bank nearby just before my receipt came flying out of the machine at such great speed it flew across the pavement with such a rush I had to jump to catch it. What was it trying to hide from me in it’s attempt to get away? I collected it from the ground and looked at the account balance $48. My heart skipped a beat and I was so shocked I couldn’t speak!!! Where had all my money gone? What are we going to eat before my next pay one month away? How are we going to catch the boat home with no money??? Then I noticed another slip of paper hiding in the receipt slot, collected this one and … whew! The balance was just as it was supposed to be. We will not be hungry after all!

We drove up the Tamar valley on the East side stopping at yet another berry farm. They had an old “H” class steam goods engine which the kids played briefly on before going out and picking a container of raspberries and strawberries. We tried some of the local cheese that we fell in love with and brought and Anita found some more things for gifts.

We drove further on until we reached a small town, which had a museum around an abandoned gold mine. Kind of like sovereign hill only lots smaller. While contemplating if it was worth going in we asked the lady whether we could find something for lunch in the main street. She looked at us very strangely and reminded us that it was Saturday and most likely the shops would be now closed as it was after midday. (It’s Tasmania remember?) OK, we don’t need lunch anyway as we would be having late dinner onboard the ship and I suggested we try to stretch lunch out to a bit later on.

The museum was not too expensive to enter so we bit the bullet and went in. As it turns out, the museum is fantastic for such a small venture with lots of hands on things for the kids, and not the usual ‘glass case’ “Do not touch” attitude you usually find. The had a great collection of vintage machinery with the workings all covered with chicken wire except the flywheel/drive wheel which you were encouraged to turn and see how it all worked. Marvelous! They even had a dairy vacuum pump with an old steam whistle connected to the discharge and as you turned the handle on the flywheel it whistled! The kids really liked that one, but poor little Tom couldn’t get it to turn over on compression.

For me, the most interesting things was an unusual American traction engine, quite small but the sign claimed 12hp, even though it was dwarfed by the 8 horse Marshal portable beside it. It was a ‘Frick’ built in 1885. They also had a large water wheel hooked up to drive the stamping battery and you pushed a button to start the electric pump that pushed the water down the flume to turn the wheel, and what a racket! There was also a model of the ‘Hathorn and Davey’ pumping engine used to de-water the mine down at 1500 feet below.

Back on the road we headed back on the long drive back to Devonport, crossing the ‘Batman’ bridge and back down the Western side of the Tamar river. We looked at a few small towns on the way, but most of the shops were closed. By 4pm we were very hungry and had reached the mal area of Devenport where “Banjo’s bakehouse” still had some hot pies which we snapped up. Anita found the “River’s” clothes factory outlet which was also still open. She went in while the kids played in the mal. The shop closing time of 5pm came and went, the door was locked and she was still inside. I went to investigate and they rushed me in to find Anita buying jeans for me, which I had to try on and we brought 2 pairs making the store manager very late to go home. But they were too cheap not to buy.

We still had a couple of hours before we had to report to the ship which was still on its way from Melbourne, so we drove up to the headland where we found a great playground for the kids. I walk up to the lighthouse on the bluff and saw the “Spirit of Tasmania” like a matchbox toy on the horizon. We stayed and watched it enter the river and dock, then drove around to join her. Once on board, we quickly showered and headed to the dining area where we stacked our plates so high at the buffet, that people thought we had starved ourselves for the past week. We had dinner finished just as the ship left the berth and headed even deeper down the river before turning in right around. Mitch and I went right up to the top deck to look over the side at the tug which was turning us, only to discover a huge wash from the bow thrusters, and no tugs anywhere in sight; quite an impressive feat for a ship of that size! Out of the river and back into Bass strait. Luckily for us the sea was like a bowling green and the ship hardly moved all the way back to Melbourne. Back inside, we sat and drank our last stubbie of “Boag’s draught” which you can’t buy on the main land then hit the sack. It had been a great holiday and we were so tired that sleep came quickly.   

 Mark Dye (
