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(For Christmas magazine—SUMMER Issue 2011)

A SEA ODYSSEY WITH MY SON. (By Alan Curry)

Do you remember when you were a young boy or girl and your parents told you they were going to take you 

for a ride on the Manly ferry (or any big event for that matter) and you got very excited at the forthcoming 

prospect of this very special event with your parents.

Well, this excitement happened to me but in reverse! My eldest son, Stephen, rang me in early August and 

asked if I would like to accompany him on a sea trip to Papua New Guinea! At first I thought he was joking 

but he was most serious.

It came about because a business associate and PNG National (Mr. David Pondros) had sought Stephen’s 

help in finding a suitable boat that could carry passengers and limited small cargoes from the Western 

Province of Daru (David’s main home Province) to other various locations around PNG, including Port 

Moresby and Horne Island.

David eventually saw the vessel that filled this purpose. All he needed was ‘someone’ to take it to PNG—

David asked Stephen to be that ‘someone’!

I talked it over with Ruth and she was more than half way convinced that she would like to come also! I said 

to Stephen that this was a monumental task and I, or we, could die! 

Stephen said…”Dad, you only die once”! 

Ruth and I thought about it and I told him I would go with him—I then set about making out my will (it’s 

true) and renewing my passport—which, by the way, had not arrived by the time I left home.

Ruth packed a small bag for me with 5 pair of undies, one pair of shorts, 5 singlets, a pair of swimmers, 5 

handkerchiefs, one towel, my toilet bag, my gout tablets, some acimax tablets (in case I ate too much fish 

before going to sleep), a pull-over jumper, a pair of track suit pants, 2 decks of cards, my Balmain Tigers cap 

and my camera.

Ruth, and our daughter, Julie, drove me to Newcastle airport on the 13  th   August   and after emotional hugs 

and kisses watched me fly away into the unknown!!

Stephen picked me up at the Gold Coast airport and drove me to the marina at Runaway Bay—just near 

Southport, on the Gold Coast of Queensland. And there she was—the “HILLARY SUNSET”-- Registration 

Number 7106 QB—bobbing gently at pier “C” berth 19. She was a good looking ‘party boat’.

I read that she was built in Western Australia (in Myaree) in 1985, by Laurie-Chivers & Coy. 

She was then named the “WESTERN SUNSET”. She is 14.33 metres LOA and a beam of 4.22 metres with a 

draft of 2 metres. Her gross tonnage is 20 tonne and net tonnage is 6 tonne. Her main construction material 

is GRP and she has 5 bulkheads and 2 decks and her Type is-- Passenger Launch. She is Carvel built with 

Raked Stem and Transom stern. She is licenced to carry 35 passengers.

She has twin screw Volvo Penta 6 cylinder TAMD 70E, 195 Kw diesel motors. She has 3 fuel tanks—the Port 

and Starboard tanks hold 850 litres each and an Auxiliary tank holds 350 litres, making a total of 2050 litres.

It also stated that she is capable of 20 kts per hour.

She has a Fly Bridge and her topsides are all white with a royal blue hull.

When I stepped aboard I noticed the solid, stainless steel railings all around the boat. It was ‘fitted out’ for 

Fishing Charters. The rear deck area was very spacious with a long aluminium seat on each side of the vessel 

and a seat at the stern for a lucky bugger to sit in while he reeled in his big fish. The toilet (or ‘Head’ as it’s 

called) was on the port side—it only had a hand basin so Stephen ‘rigged’ a shower to it. 
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A large anchor was securely tied at the bow (as you would expect) with about 200ft of chain and rope in the 

anchor locker. The anchor was operated, when necessary, with your foot on to a power winch/capstan.

The Fly Bridge had a seat (with storage underneath) on each side, and there were 2 chair seats at the front 

with the speed controls and a compass. There were two life rafts and two life buoys lashed to the rear rails 

of the Fly Bridge.

As you stepped inside the vessel, I noticed a ship’s clock and a weather barometer on the rear wall—port 

side, about 6 sliding (and lockable) windows were on each side of the boat,  there were seats on both sides 

which converted to double bunks. Under the bunks were all the Life Jackets and Distress Flares, which were 

kept dry and secure in a large, plastic, screw-top water tight container. 

I made my bed on the bottom bunk—starboard side-- and she is a very comfortable boat to sleep on—

especially at the berth!. There was also a table on the port side with facing seats. 

On the starboard side was the ‘skipper’s’ seat, the dashboard with all the gauges, a large ‘floating’ compass,  

the Auto pilot knobs and speed control levers, ship to shore marine radio and an AM/FM cassette radio.  

There was a ledge under the four front windows (one which opened upward) which held a ‘spare’ satnav 

screen, a depth sounder and a Raymarine radar/navigation system. 

There was also a large access trap-door to the engine room.

Proceeding forward, you descended 5 steps to the ‘Crews Quarters’. On the port side was the galley with 

hot/cold fresh water, a large fridge and freezer and a 2 plate electric stove. There were plentiful cupboard 

spaces and 240 volt power outlets for hot water jug and toaster and 2 spare points.

On the starboard side was a seat that converted to a double bunk. Stephen chose the bottom bunk as his 

bed. 

The stairs were able to be lifted up and fastened at the top so as to give access to a bulkhead door and 

another entry into the engine room.

As you went forward further, you opened another bulkhead door that contained a double bunk on both 

sides of the vessel.

The excitement of coming aboard, exploring the vessel and ‘settling in’ soon led to utter frustration, as I was 

to find out.

14  th   August (Sunday)   Stephen decided to give the boat a ‘run’ to the heads (about 20 minutes away) to get a 

small feel for it. She performed admirably and Stephen was happy. (There was no bedding on the boat so we

bought some pillows and sheets from Target and some blankets from a Salvo’s shop.)

15  th   August (Monday)   Stephen had arranged for a marine mechanic to give the boat a thorough service and 

to supply as many spare parts as was necessary (filters, hoses, clamps, gaskets, navigation globes, oils and 

coolant etc) as it was very doubtful that David would be able to get any of these in Daru. 

Stephen expected to steam out that evening when the young mechanic fixed what he had to do?

Disappointment set in when he was told that a part had to be ordered from Brisbane and some parts had to 

be taken back to the workshop for more precise work. We had even faxed Customs on Thursday Island to say

we expected to be arriving on Sunday the 21st and with all the details of who would be on board. 

(At that stage we had four people listed—the other two were business associates of Stephen (one from 

Brisbane (Patrick) who was to join us in Cairns, and the other person (Norm) who was to join us either at 

Cairns or at Mission Beach.)

16  th   August (Tuesday)   We heard nothing from the young mechanic until late afternoon, not that it bothered 

Stephen too much because we were very busy with every spare moment, stocking the boat up with 

provisions for the voyage ahead. This included buying crockery/cutlery/eating utensils and tools of all kinds 

for the boat’s current and future use. (Stephen assumed that the young mechanic would be working on the 

boat.)

One large item he purchased was a 5kw diesel generator (to supply 240 volt power) because he was 

informed by a ship’s electrician that the ship’s generator was inoperable and would have cost thousands of 

dollars and a lot of labour hours to remove and replace it, and besides, it was a huge asset for David to have 

anyway (Stephen always accompanied the electrician or mechanic in the engine room whilst they showed 

him the various problems.)
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17  th   August (Wednesday)   Stephen contacted the marine workshop to find out the progress of the repairs 

only to be told that the part from Brisbane was held up in a transport yard in Mudgeeraba or ‘somewhere’ 

and would not be available until tomorrow because it was a Public Holiday in Brisbane for “Ecca Day”??

Stephen was fuming at the mechanic boss because had he known, we could have driven to Brisbane 

yesterday and collected the part ourselves—more so because the ‘boss’ would not answer his office or 

mobile phone when Stephen tried vainly to find out what was going on!! We could not do anything but wait!

He was at the mercy of the marine shop.

Stephen had to return the rental car back to the Gold Coast and we caught a taxi back to the boat – we were 

now stuck at the marina, on the boat, until it was fixed! 

He had ordered almost 30 Navigation Maps to take us from Southport to PNG (they arrived by post to our 

marina) and we put them in order of each leg of the trip.

Ruth had also rung me to say my passport had arrived and, SURPRISE SURPRISE, she would fly up to Mission 

Beach and “kill two birds with the one stone”—have a visit with our great grandchildren (at Mission Beach) 

and hand me my passport when we met!! 

18  th   August (Thursday)   Stephen was very upset with the marine company over their blasé attitude. He 

wanted the boat fixed and us to be on our way. To make matters worse we ‘flattened’ the auxiliary batteries 

that are normally charged by the boat’s generator—he had to buy 2 new 24v batteries. 

The young mechanic turned up at 4.45 pm and Stephen asked him to leave at 5.30 pm because he would 

have to come back in the morning anyway. He asked the mechanic if he could fit the hose and filters so as to 

save some time tomorrow—the mechanic was grateful for Stephen’s offer. 

Stephen worked in the engine room until 8 pm then come up and made his dad some soup for dinner! We 

were in bed by 9.30 pm. (I was ‘buggered’ just from watching Stephen do all the work!)

19  th   August (Friday)   We had a shower at the marina and then some breakfast in the café. The young 

mechanic was true to his word and promptly arrived at 8 am. He checked all the work that Stephen had done

and gave him the ‘thumbs up’ and then did what he had to do, and at 8.40 am ‘fired up’ the motors—all 

good.

We steamed over to the fuel wharf and ‘topped up’ all 3 tanks plus the portable generator and two 20 ltr

containers (for the generator). Stephen had some concern for the fuel that had been sitting in the auxiliary 

tank—it had not been turned on to mix with the port and starboard tanks for over 12 months but he found a

diesel additive product (on ‘Google’) called Fuelmaster, which he had purchased earlier, and he dosed all the 

tanks very liberally. We finished re-fuelling (water also) at 10.20 am and still with the mechanic aboard, we 

‘trialled’ the engines on a short sea trip and brought the mechanic back to our berth. The mechanic left at 

11.15 am and we, at last, steamed out of the marina at 11.20 am. 

We ‘cleared’ the Gold Coast Gateway VMR (Volunteer Marine Rescue) at 11.40 am and headed north.

Stephen plotted our course to Bundaberg, which was approximately 235 nautical miles north.  It was a 

beautiful day, a light s/e breeze and a slight swell and the sea was relatively calm, we were doing 10 kts per 

hour very comfortably. Stephen had given our particulars to Gateway VMR to alert Mooloolaba that we were

heading for Bundaberg.

We had rostered ourselves to do 4 hours on and 4 hours off with me starting at 0600 and then Stephen at 

1000 etc . 

We steamed all that day and night ( and saw whales) keeping our eye on our course and checking our maps.

20  th   August (Saturday)   Stephen took us into the approach of Bundaberg harbour and we tied up alongside 

the Burnett River fuel wharf at 2.30 pm on a receding tide and re-fuelled (and topped up our water). Steve 

replaced the filters and topped up the engine oils and coolants and checked the gear box oils and then we 

both had a welcome hot shower at the wharf. Stephen amended our next plot to Mackay and made it 

further north to Bowen because we took less fuel than we thought we would have used—the boat was very 

economical plus we weren’t ‘pushing’ it at all hard. We were averaging 10 kts per hour with the luxury of 

being helped along by the s/e breezes and swell. 

At 4 pm on a dead low tide we left Bundaberg for Bowen. I might add that on many occasions so far, we 

would start the generator and run it for 3 or 4 hours to keep the fridge and freezer cold and to cook meals or 

boil the billy for a cuppa (and we had plenty of these).

We resumed our 4 hour ‘watches’.

21  st   August (Sunday)   At 2.25 am I stopped each engine (in turn) so Stephen could check all the oil and 

coolant levels—all good. At 11 am Stephen was in the engine room and saw that he had not turned on the 

auxiliary fuel tank lever so as to mix the fuel with the port and starboard tanks—he did so. 

At this stage we had been steaming at 1700 rpm which was about 10/11 kts per hour. At 4.30 pm I again 

stopped each motor (in turn) so Stephen could again check the oil and coolant levels. All good. 
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Although the seas were ‘lumpy’ the weather was good. The boat was performing great.

22  nd   August (Monday)   At 5.30am Stephen took us into Bowen harbour. It was a bit ‘tricky’ and because it was

dark he could not exactly see where to navigate into the marina, so he turned around and we just idled 

around the harbour until daylight at 6.10 am. Stephen took us to the fuel wharf at 6.20 am where we re-

fuelled etc and then had a shower and some breakfast on the boat (Stephen cooked it—he is looking after 

his dear old dad!!). 

After brekky he plotted our next leg to Cairns and we also re-checked with our maps—all good. At 9.15 am 

we departed the Bowen marina. We were only 30 minutes out of Bowen when the port motor spluttered 

and cut out! Try as we might we could not get it fire up for more than 2 or 3 minutes at a time.

Stephen worked tirelessly in the engine room until 11.15 am but it kept doing the same thing. We were lucky

that the starboard engine was able to keep going on auto pilot AND we had reduced our speed to 1100 rpms 

(still doing 6/7 kts per hour). At 11.25 am Stephen made the decision to turn back and return to Bowen.

What a dreadful trip back to Bowen. We ‘punched’ into the s/e swell and wind and ‘nursed’ our starboard 

motor, barely making headway. 

We arrived back at the fuel wharf at Bowen at 3 pm and the marina owner (Terry Must) even loaned 

Stephen his ‘ute so we could drive to this truck spare parts centre about 15 klms away—Terry was a great 

help and couldn’t do enough for us—he even gave Stephen some huge fish fillets (as he also owned one of 

the fishing co-ops). 

Stephen was able to buy a ‘makeshift’ bleeder screw off the proprietor ($10). When we got back on board 

we started the generator so Stephen could have the power light in the engine room whilst he fitted the 

screw and tested the port engine—it was sluggish at first but we kept it revving at 1700 rpms for a few 

minutes and all was good.

We were going to spend the night at the fuel wharf but Stephen said …”Bugger it, dad, let’s get going eh”? 

We departed Bowen fuel wharf (again!) at 5.30 pm and headed north to Cairns (again) with both engines 

firing. Sunset was 5.53 pm.

Steve was on ‘watch’ at 6 pm and at 6.03 pm the port engine spluttered and cut out again!!! Poor Stephen—

he was back in the engine room again trying to rectify the problem until 7 pm—no good.

He decided to push on to Cairns on the starboard motor. We were doing 1100 rpm and the boat was still 

going 8/9kts per hour with the s/e swell and wind helping us along. We decided to now work in 2 hour 

‘watches’—2 hours ON and 2 hours OFF. Stephen was constantly down in the engine room until 11.05 pm.

We had a number of vessels pass us during the night—some going south. I remarked to Stephen a saying 

that has always stuck in my head (probably from fishing with my brother-in-law, Bob Marks, who is a boat 

builder of some note)…Red to Red and Green to Green BUT Red and Green must NEVER be seen. I don’t 

know if I got this saying right but it certainly makes sense.

We varied the speed of the starboard motor, depending on weather conditions, from 1100 rpm to 1500 rpm. 

Our speed was always between 7 and 12 kts per hour (with the help of the prevailing s/e wind and swell).

23  rd   August (Tuesday)   Stephen (in the morning) had asked David (the owner of the boat), who was in Cairns, 

to get the engine part he needed for the boat and to bring it to him to Clump Point (near Mission Beach). 

At 3 pm we reached Clump Point wharf and attempted to berth but the weather was too rough to make fast 

to the wharf so we steamed over to a mooring buoy near the wharf. 

Of all the rotten things to happen. We got caught up on the buoy and its rope tangled around our starboard 

propeller shaft and stopped us fast! There was no way we could free it, short of having scuba gear, but as 

luck would have it we were near a moored boat called “Calypso 11” and it was a ‘Dive boat’. 

Mike, the skipper, saw our dilemma and got one of his deck hands to don his scuba gear and cut us free—

what a Godsend! They would not take any payment for their good deed. (Stephen won’t forget them)

We secured to the mooring buoy and waited for Stephen’s son, Samuel and his mate, Reece, to put his 

fishing boat in the water and bring David (and the engine part) out to us.

What a lovely surprise we received when their boat pulled alongside us. As well as David, there was Tawhai 

(Stephen’s son-in-law) and his twin boys, Manu and Marley to greet us. They were so excited to see their 

“Poppy Steve and Poppy Alan”. 

We loaded David’s gear aboard and said farewell to all the others as they departed in their boat.

Stephen worked on the port motor with the part that David had brought. All seemed good so Stephen made 

some toasted sandwiches and a nice hot cuppa for us and then, at 6.50 pm, we ‘slipped’ the mooring rope to

resume our course to Cairns.

At 10 pm the port motor failed us again—the part that David brought did not fix the problem! We steamed 

on to Cairns in choppy seas—again relying on the starboard motor.
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24  th   August (Wednesday)   at 3.35 am Stephen guided us through the ‘leads’ into Cairns harbour. At 4.15 am 

we came into the marina. A large dredge was anchored near all the boats and we were about to enter a 

vacant berth at idling speed, when David told us we were caught on the dredge line! None of us could 

believe what was happening. The dredge line was not a thick rope but strong enough to again stop our 

starboard engine. We could see the rope in our torchlight, beneath the boat but it was too deep to do 

anything, so we just sat there in stony silence and waited –and waited!! Then at 4.45 am our boat just 

drifted free—you beauty.

We nosed into a berth and made fast, and all of us promptly fell asleep until 8 am. Stephen then moved the 

boat carefully out of the berth (away from the bloody dredge line) and reversed it into an adjoining berth 

because our shore (240v) lead could not reach the shore power outlet when we were bow in. 

Stephen ‘booked in’ to the Marine Authority and was also given the name of a mechanic to look at our port 

motor problem.

We received another very pleasant surprise when Carol (Stephen’s wife), Abby and Macey (Stephen’s eldest 

daughter and her little girl), Sophie and Jack (Stephen’s son Samuel’s partner and their little boy) and last, 

but not least, my dear wife Ruth (and my passport!!) met us on the concourse. We all had a lovely breakfast 

together, except David ‘did his own thing’. Abby and Sophie and the children went back to Mission Beach 

and Carol and Ruth came back to the boat to have a look around and see how we have coped to date. They 

liked the boat very much and were happy for David.

The mechanic came and showed Stephen the problem and fixed it (after the mechanic had to get a ‘special’ 

piece of equipment to fully rectify the problem). 

Then a lot of extra tools etc were delivered to the boat for David’s use in PNG. These were duly loaded 

aboard and stowed safely and securely. We then bade farewell to Carol and Ruth and then Stephen plotted 

our next course to Cooktown and prepared to re-fuel at his allotted time of 3.30 pm.

We cleared the fuel wharf at 4 pm and for some unknown reason the starboard motor started to ‘play up’, 

thankfully it was just a glitch! Stephen contacted Cairns VMR and we cleared the port at 4.35 pm.

David, by this time, changed his mind and wanted to stay aboard and steam all the way with us to PNG, 

instead of flying home. 

We were again heading north at 1300 rpm and between 8 and 9 kts per hour with both motors going good.

When we put our navigation lights on we noticed that the stern light was not working. Stephen tried to fix it 

but it was no use so we kept our anchor light and the toilet light on. The seas were ‘lumpy’ but it was not 

unpleasant and we were maintaining a fairly good speed without taxing the motors. We still worked 2 hours 

on and 2 hours off between the hours of 6 pm and 6 am—it gave us both piece of mind.

25  th   August (Thursday)   at 3.50 am Stephen guided us through the ‘leads’ into Cooktown harbour and at 4.15 

am we were tied up at Cooktown wharf and plugged into their shore power and promptly fell asleep. We 

awoke at 8 am and had a very nice breakfast at the waterfront restaurant that overlooks the wharf. It was a 

very picturesque scene. At 9 am we re-fuelled etc (which included adding the ‘Fuelmaster’ to the tanks) and 

fixed the stern light (loose connection) and then re-switched all the fuel tanks to work in unison (we had 

earlier switched off the auxiliary tank thinking it may have been ‘dirty’ fuel that caused the problem with the

port motor).

Stephen plotted our course to Thursday Island and at 9.45 am, after logging in with Cooktown VMR, we 

cleared Cooktown harbour. They were going to alert T.I. Customs of our pending arrival and Stephen also 

spoke to the Customs on T.I. informing them of changes to our original fax which he had sent, back on the 

15th August!

A lot of shipping passed us on this leg—one was about 500 mtrs off our starboard side and also travelling 

north.

26  th   August ( Friday)   the weather has been very kind to us and at 9 am Stephen again checked all the oil and 

coolant levels—all good. At 9.30 am on a beautiful, relatively calm sea, Stephen stopped the motors and we 

both jumped into the sea—we were at 12 degrees 48 min South and 143 degrees 38 min East—how 

invigorating. We did not stay in longer than a few minutes as I was conscious of SHARKS!! 

27  th   August (Saturday)   At 5.40 am, Stephen berthed at the wharf on Thursday Island and shortly after, we all  

had a beautiful hot shower and shave at one of the nearby guest houses.

At 8.20 am we had re-fuelled etc and visited Customs to clear us for our voyage to PNG. When we left 

Customs we walked a few minutes into the town and had a lovely, filling breakfast at “Uncle Frankies”. It was

a very popular spot apparently because there were many people eating here.

We returned to the boat and turned the generator off (been on since 6 am—and you could hear it ‘banging 

away’ in the distance) at noon.
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David had previously asked Stephen if he would take the boat to Port Moresby instead of Daru and Stephen, 

of course, agreed. 

It meant the difference of 10 hours from T.I to Daru as against 46 hours from T.I to Port Moresby.

Stephen plotted the course to POM and we re-checked our maps.

At 12.35 pm we departed T.I with Stephen at the helm. At 12.45 pm Stephen was secretly regretting his 

decision to go to POM!!!

The weather, from the word go, was simply atrocious. The “Hillary Sunset” just ploughed into the oncoming 

seas, bobbing and weaving, throwing all our gear and maps and everything we had on the bunks, all onto 

the floor, time and time again. We had to lash the generator to the starboard rail to stop it from sliding 

around.  Stephen was cursing—I was silent—David was sleeping!! 

It was so bad that we took turns at the helm for I hour on and I hour off. We were not ‘pushing’ the motors

—just doing enough to try and make the trip a little less ‘bumpy’. The one redeeming aspect was that the 

motors never missed a beat and the troublesome port motor, since it was ‘fixed’, went like a beauty.

29  th   August (Monday)   At 8.45 am on a nice, hazy, morning, Stephen logged in to the Port Moresby Yacht Club

(Papa Yankee Charlie) for instructions on berthing and Custom arrangements. POM is a very busy harbour 

and some of the shoreline is dotted with high rise buildings.

At 10.25 we were told to anchor inside the marina area as there were no berths available. We turned the 

generator on, made some brekky and a cuppa and waited for Customs to come aboard.

At 1 pm the Customs came alongside in a tender and cleared us and they, with David, departed at 1.20 pm.

Stephen and I gathered all our personal gear and waited to be picked up at 2 pm and taken ashore. David 

had brought two of his men to take over the boat—which Stephen officially handed over to David at 2 pm.

Stephen showed the men all the main features and we departed the “Hillary Sunset”—probably for good.

David had ‘booked’ us in to the “Weigh Inn” motel—near the POM Yacht Club. Stephen and I were in room 

20 and I can tell you it was strange to be on terra firma again and even as I’m writing this I am still ‘rocking’!

30  th   August (Tuesday)   Stephen and David drove me to the airport (Jackson) for my flight at 9 am back to 

Newcastle via Brisbane. I thanked Stephen for all he did and told him that I loved him very much. He was 

staying on in PNG for some business meetings and would be there for about another 2 weeks. My sister-in-

law, Jude and hubby, Bob picked me up from Newcastle airport at 5 pm. Our daughter, Julie, got a huge 

shock when I came in the front door as she had not heard from me for  a few days.

Ruth, by the way, was also in transit from Cairns to Newcastle and I picked her up from Newcastle airport at 

9.30 pm. We were very happy to see each other again.

IN SUMMARY

Port Engine hours at start of journey read-15,436. Starboard Engine hours read-19,646 (It seems that the 

previous owners obviously used the starboard engine most of the time!)

Port Engine Hours at end of journey read-15,607. Starboard Engine hours read-19853 which means we were 

basically at sea for 207 hours (over 8 and half days).

The total fuel used (including a small portion for the generator) and nautical miles travelled was;

Southport to Bundaberg = 1046 Litres and approx. 234 NM

Bundaberg to Bowen = 1561 Litres and approx. 419 NM (plus extra when we had to turn back!)

Bowen to Cairns = 564 Litres and approx. 287 NM (we found it more economical to do between 1100 and 

1400 rpm)

Cairns to Cooktown = 254 Litres and approx. 103 NM

Cooktown to Thursday Island = 782 Litres and approx. 415 NM

Thursday Island to Port Moresby = (don’t know—did not re-fuel) and approx. 420 NM

Although we had two ‘trolling’ lines out all day and all night we only caught one tuna—Stephen filleted it 

and we had a heap of beautiful fish pieces—it was so nice. Almost as nice as the large fillet that Terry Must 

gave Stephen back in Bowen. ‘Something’ did ‘hit’ one of the lines because when we wound the line in, the 

large hook was almost straightened?

I saw whales, and reefs that were just at water level. I have seen and passed places I have only read in 

geography books. We all got on very good and basically the trip was, on the whole, very idyllic. I managed to 

take a few photos and Stephen had a chance to tell me about ‘the birds and the bees’???

--------------------------------------


