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Darramy on tour No 26: Vanuatu, Loyalty Isles, New Caledonia and NSW Australia 

July 2015 – January 2016 

 
 
Gidday, How’s it going? 
 
Nearly six months since our last travelogue, where does the time go?  So let’s update you on 
what Sue and I have been doing. 
 
We left you in Vanuatu, after doing our aid thingy with Sea Mercy. We still had strong winds 
to contend with, but we made our way to the northern Islands of Vanuatu, Pentecost, being 
the first island where we wanted to go and watch the land diving. Now this is a couple of 
leagues up and the forerunner to Bungee Jumping. The divers stand on a rickety homemade 

platform 20 -30 metres high and jump off from 
various levels towards the ground attached with just 
“Liana vines” tied to their ankles. Males from the 
age of 12 upwards take part, and it is a celebration 
of the Yam Harvest, and a fertility rite for men. 
We arrived in time to see the final jumping of the 
year, and lucky us, a Brazilian film crew were there 
filming for a documentary.  As seems to happen, I 
got chatting to the film crew and ended up behind 
the scenes, literally in the jungle, watching the 
locals cut down branches and vines to make a small 

tower as a demo for the film guys. Back to the jumping, 
this was accompanied by traditional dancing and singing. 
The performers, both male and female all wearing very 
skimpy leafed outfits. The chief saying his stuff, and then 
these guys start jumping off the rickety tower. They did 
seem to take a bit of a whack when they finish their 
descent, and no they don’t boiing boiing up and down like 
Bungee, that is it. Better to be a spectator than participant I 
think! As this was the last one of the year, a mega feast 
was organised, so a carnival atmosphere took over for the 
remainder of the day. Apparently the “Liana vines” only 
have elasticity in them for three months of the year.  
I wonder how they discovered that? 
 
We sailed north to Maewo, then west to Ambae and onto 
Espiritu Santo where I wanted to dive on the wreck of the 
US liner “President Coolridge” which sank in the waters off Santo after hitting a mine on her 
approach in the main channel. She was loaded with war supplies for the Pacific war and 
carried over 5000 troops. Only two lives were lost, but the wreck remains in fairly deep 
water, still complete with her cargo of military vehicles, guns and artillery, fuel tanks for 
planes and weaponry. As this was a cruise liner converted for war supply use, many of the 
features of a luxury liner remained so there was greater mixture of artefacts about than on 
many other wrecks. We were able to explore below the decks, only the depth we were diving 
in restricted our time spent examining the wreck in further detail. An interesting and 
worthwhile experience.  
 

Ready for a Jump 

Cheeky Chief  
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Then as a contrast, it was off to the builder’s merchants to get some cement to repair the 
water cistern on “Awai” in the Maskelyne Isles. The 20 inhabitants on this small island had to 
go to a stream on a neighbouring island to get water. Well, we sorted that out good style. The 

chief got the cistern cleaned out so I could 
repair the leaks. First I had to make a ladder to 
get into the cistern, and the local children all 
gave me their assistance in this task!!  Patch 
up the tank and hey presto bring on the rain. 

I also worked with another OCC member 
Martin & Elizabeth S/V Cadacius, who 
turned up with two 500 litre plastic water 
tanks on the back of their boat together with 

guttering etc, so we set to and sorted out a 
whole water collection system for the island. 
Sue and I got involved with the locals, repaired 
the Chiefs canoe and ended up one day taking 
the children to school on another island in our 
dinghy. We repaired two more water cisterns 
on “Avokh”, after discovering they also had 
water storage problems. These came to light 
whilst we were visiting the island for an island 

culture visit. (More semi naked men dancing 
about with paint on them!) Actually it was 
really good, and they put on some sample 
tasters of local food for us to try. 
 
Time was passing by and we had to be back 
in Port Vila for our flight to the UK for 
Darren and Nichola’s wedding. So we 
braved the strong winds and made it back to 
Vila in good time for our flight. We were able to re provision Darramy with most supplies 
apart from any fresh food before our flight home. We had arranged to join the ICA rally leg 
to the Loyalty Islands, on our immediate return to Vanuatu  so we had to be ready to depart as 
soon as we arrived back.  Before jumping on our plane we were privileged to attend a 
wedding in Vanuatu, between Carl (a mad Dutchman) and Heather a Kiwi S/V Aradona, So, 
Best Wishes to them, a lovely couple and a great day. 
 

Butt & Butt Water Storage 

Time for School 

                     Native, Near Naked Dancing! 

Spot the Odd One Out! 
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In the UK, our family wedding went 
well, although I had to buy a new suit 
as the old one had become a bistro for 
the moths! Plus I wore a tie for the first 
time in years, and it had to be pink! Sue 
was as radiant as ever, and loved all the 
stuff that goes with weddings!  It was 
great to meet up with family and a few 
friends and enjoy my two 
granddaughters being Bridesmaids.  

A very brief and tiring, but enjoyable 
visit home. 
 

It was literally fly back to Vanuatu and cast 
off. We met up with other rally participants, 
and left for the Loyalty Islands.  We sailed 
for a while with fellow OCC and Vanuatu 
aid boats “Chez Nous” and “Trillium” whom 
had also joined the rally. Not too many 
people get to visit these islands as they are 
governed by New Caledonia (French 
speaking), and you normally have to go to 
the capital Noumea to clear in before visiting 
anywhere else. Heavy fines are imposed on 
non conformers. It is also a hard slog upwind 

to get to the Loyalties, so not many cruisers 
head back there. Joining the rally enabled us 
to go direct to the Loyalties and we paid as a 
rally group, for the officials to fly in and do 
their bureaucratic stuff on the island of Lifou. 
So a good result all round. The Loyalties are 
a group of 3 islands, one of which is the last 
atoll we would visit in the Pacific. Now, as 
mentioned in previous travelogues, atolls are 
pretty smart,  a lagoon surrounded by low 
sand and coral beaches a few metres high 

with the palm trees swaying in a warm wind, 
with the ocean crashing about outside. Well, 
Ouvea was all of that including beautiful, white sandy beaches, and turquoise blue water. A 
great atoll to end our time in the Pacific. We also caught (what turned out to be our last catch 
of mouth watering fish) two Mahi Mahi as we were on our passage from Lifou. 
 

The extended Wallace Clan in all their finery 

It doesn’t get much better! Ouvea 

      No My Dear, we can't buy it!  
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Finally, we dragged ourselves away and headed for the SE side of New Caledonia. Another 
area not visited by many. On our approach we could understand why Captain James Cook 

named the island as he did, as it reminded us 
very much of the scenery of Scotland, except 
no Haggis or Deer running around,  they also 
spoke a strange language, which was just as 
hard to understand as a broad Scottish accent, 
(Och aye Monsieur! Could that be Frottish?)! 
Quiet secluded anchorages all behind a reef 
which ran most of the way along the whole 
eastern coast of the island, so we had nights 
with calm waters around us. We pottered 
along taking in the wonderful scenery, when 
we arrived at the southern end of the island, 

we went south to “Les Isles de Pin”, which is 
a wonderful archipelago of anchorages, some 
were a bit shallow and tricky for us to 
navigate, so we did not bother, we just stayed 
in Kuto lapping it all up. The only real 
problem emerged was that we were getting 
low on beer, and this archipelago did not sell 
it. The only beer you could buy was from a 
bar at high prices, we thought we had stocked 
up well in Vanuatu, but did not account for 
the weird drinking laws on the Island. So as 

time was moving on and we had a weather 
window (and no beer) we sailed back to the 
main island of New Caledonia and headed for Noumea. To the food and beer shops, and of 
course to celebrate our birthdays yet again (It’s true, they do come around quicker when you 
are just past 50)! 
 

Well, Noumea was heaving with what 
seemed like every boat from the western 
Pacific anchored there. We found a quieter 
bay nearby and bussed it into town. We were 
not impressed, the non boating locals (that is 
the Frogs) were in our experience worse 
than the French used to be when we used to 
go there years ago. They just wanted your 
money give no service and a take it or leave 
it attitude (you know, before we had to be 
best mates with each other, under another 
odd EU directive)! We met up with a few 
friends, and signed up for another rally 

(what? I hear you say, you guys always do 
your own thing). I’ll explain the reasons 

         Loch Inn 

    Loch Less Ness! 

      Panorama unlimited 
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later. We got our grub and beer and headed up the coast a bit to another lovely anchorage, 
where we could just relax and prepare the boat for our passage to Australia. 
 
The latter half of October was spent monitoring the weather systems. After four years in the 
Pacific we had to pay attention. We were 
heading into the different and variable but 
often stormy weather systems of the Coral 
and Tasman Seas, Those lovely days when 
we had a good idea that the winds would 
generally have an easterly component in 
them was ending. 
 
As mentioned we signed up and paid money 
for the “Down Under Rally” which departed 
from either New Caledonia or Fiji to 
Newcastle in NSW Australia.  The idea was 

to set off in your own time, but to eventually 
rendezvous in Newcastle by mid November. 
Obviously there had to be an attraction for us to join in something with other boats.  There 
was don’t worry, and it turned out to be far more than we expected. We knew a few of the 
other participants, so we reckoned on a good time when in Newcastle. 
 

Now the bureaucracy in Australia is reputed 
to be horrible when you arrive by boat, 
(Don’t know how our old mate Capt Jimmy 
Cook coped). We had heard horror stories, 
so we reckoned joining the Rally would 
make life easier, and it certainly did. 
 
We got our weather window for the 1000 
mile trip and set off at the end of October. 
We knew we would have no wind for a day, 
but decided we could motor across the 
windless sector and still make it into 
Newcastle before the weather changed. It 

turned out to be two days of motoring. Flat, 
windless seas, then a few days of great 
sailing, but we were aware through talking to 
other boats via the SSB radio on the net we 
had organised, that those to the south of us 
were getting a real pasting. Hmm, we thought, 
we don’t want any of that. We had stayed a bit 
north of our correct track to keep our 
destination options open (good move). We E 
mailed Rod, the weather routing Guru 
supplied by the rally. He confirmed our 
analysis of the weather, and told us where to 

turn south to make use of the favourable 
currents, and what to expect for the next few 

A lazy day on passage 

           Calm, reflective, windless sea 

           Under power still no wind. 740 miles to go! 
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days. This confirmed our own prognosis, and we carried on. Well, surprise surprise, the 
weather did not play by the rules. A strong NE wind was then forecast, so we reckoned on a 
change of arrival port. We headed for Coffs Harbour (in Australia you can only arrive at 
designated ports, not any old place along the coast where you fancy). We contacted the 

authorities with our change of plan, and 
hoped for the best. We arrived in Coffs 
Harbour about 4 hours before 30 + knots of 
wind sprung up, and carried on blowing for a 
few days. 
Yep, we had arrived in OZ. We anchored off 
the harbour to await clearance. 
Communications were made with God 
(Customs and Border Protection NSW), and 
they agreed to come on Monday morning 
and clear us in. Well this was good news for 
us, as we had some fillet steak left in the 
freezer, and you are not allowed to bring any 

fresh produce into the country, so it was pig 
out time in the outer harbour, also, as we arrived on a Sunday we would have had to pay 
double for our check in to take place that day, so it was a win, win arrival, and we beat the 
weather, good food and no overtime bill!  
 
Checking in was painless, all the horror 
stories we had heard went away. I think 
they may have realised you could be 
bringing some spending money into the 
country and it’s not a bad thing to be nice 
to your visitors who are trying to comply 
with your ever changing rules and 
regulations. We do believe being part of 
the rally to be some of the reason for our 
painless bureaucratic experience. We 

also had Bio Security check the boat 
over, and take our rubbish away, (only 
$380.00 Au, dearest bin bag in the world!). They also confirmed we had no Termites on 
board! So now we were free to explore OZ. 
 
Coffs Harbour turned out to be a real 
surprise, a friendly marina and good shops 
nearby. We felt good being back in a first 
world country with Darramy.  All of a 
sudden we could locate loads of the things 
we had been wanting for the boat at 
reasonable prices, no language problems, 
(these Aussies speak the lingo pretty well), 
not stupid prices and a choice of stuff.  
 
We rented a car and checked out the area. 
All looked good, and we will return this 

         Land Ho! Australia in sight! 

Woolgoolga Beaches (spell check wrecker)! 

     Getting into the Spirit of the Rally 
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year (2016) as we make our way north, but at this time we had to get to Newcastle for all the 
rally freebies! 
 
We left Coffs for the near 200 mile passage to Newcastle and made good time with the help 
of the prevailing current. We arrived the next day, receiving a warm welcome from the 
Marina staff.  We had made it; we got a list of all the events planned for the rally, discount or 
free drinks and meal vouchers, and obviously best of all free berthing for a week in a premier 
marina.  Life couldn’t get any better or 
could it? Happy hour each night in the bar. 
We met up with the rally organisers John 
and Leanne Henbrow, and bugger me the 
world is a small place; we remember 
meeting them in the Galapagos a few years 
back. We did a tour of the area, in a pretend 
tram. We had talks on where to sail on the 
East coast from Tasmania in the South 
right up to Cape York in the North.  
Information and tips on land travelling. 
Together with loads of other useful 

information to enhance our OZ visit. 
 

Which brings me on to joining and becoming, a 
“Vice Commodore” of the Shag Islet Cruising 
Yacht Club.  There has always been in the 
yachting world a certain exclusivity to posh yacht 
clubs, who won’t admit any old riff raff sailing 
fraternity into their hallowed club house, but they 
usually do allow flag officers from visiting clubs 
that privilege. So with the SICYC everyone is a 
Vice Commodore.  Their motto is “exclusively 
non exclusive”. They raise a large amount of 
money for Prostate Cancer, and everyone who 
joins gets a flag to fly and a shirt. Plus we have 
the privilege of being able to call each other a 
Sha...r! How good is that? 
 

The city of Newcastle and especially the 
NCYC went out of their way to make us 
welcome. We got loads done on our job list; 
we then finished off the rally with the 
“Done and Dusted Party”.  
 
 
Once again it was time to leave, and this 

Vice Commodore and Shag Regalia 

                    Pretend Tram 

“Laughing Kookaburra” at Cottage Point. 

                   No reservation necessary  
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time head towards Sydney for Christmas and New Year. We left and headed to Pittwater, a 
large sheltered harbour just north of 
Sydney, Wall to wall boats, we have only 
seen that many boats in one place a couple 
of times in all of our travels. Behind 
Pittwater is Cowan Creek again a large 
water way with hundreds of moorings 
available, especially if you are a member 
of a prestigious YC!  We visited many 
small inlets and creeks; best of all was the 
Cottage Point Inn. We tied up the dinghy 
outside on the jetty. We had heard this 
place was pretty exclusive. Well we 
managed to get a lunch time table without 
a three week wait (good or bad sign?). The 
menu was mouth watering, and the wine list extensive and expensive, but as they say we are 
only here once and Sue just had her UK winter fuel allowance! 
Most of the guests here came by either boat or a float plane, flying in for lunch from Sydney. 
It was a first for us to sit at the table and look through the window and see fellow diners 
flying in, mooring the plane on the jetty near our dinghy which, I must add was discreetly 
moved to the rear of the jetty!! 
 
Now we are in Sydney, a memorable moment to arrive in our own boat. Although we have 

visited the city before, it was really special 
to go under the famous bridge in our own 
vessel, something that our old mate Jimmy 
Cook could not do! We stocked up for 
Christmas, went looking around the 
Marina where all the Sydney Hobart race 
boats were preparing. We attended a small 
but select meeting of OCC (Aus).  We 
anchored in Rose Bay for Christmas , and 
went and did our traditional Carol singing 
in the dinghy on Christmas Eve. On 
Christmas morning Sue saw Santa on his 
paddle board supping in Sydney harbour 

after he had done all his deliveries!  
We had a fantastic day accompanied by some 
Tasmanian friends (Philip and Barbara) for 
Christmas Dinner on board Darramy, then we 
watched the start of the famous Sydney to 
Hobart Race from their boat (Angela) on 
Boxing Day. Many days out in Sydney, 
sightseeing and walking the wonderful if not 
busy coastal walk from Bondi to Coogee. 
Then before we knew it, it was New Years 
Eve. Sydney is world renowned for its New 
Year celebrations. What a fantastic firework 
display, it was unbelievable. A real magical 

         Cottage Point Inn Parking 

   Supping Santa, Alias Skipper Brian 

                    At the start Sydney to Hobart 2015 
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and memorable moment especially since we could watch it all from our own boat on the 
water. 
 
This seems a good place to finish this travelogue. 
 
So if you have succeeded in making it to the end of this verbiage.  Happy New Year to you!! 
 
 
So as usual it’s TTFN  
 
(Delete as applicable) 
*Best Wishes* *Kindest Regards* *Love and Hugs* *Cheers*  
  
Brian and Sue  
 
You can view this and all our previous travelogues of the last eleven years on our OCC site. 

So try the link below. The order has now altered, and the latest should now be on top, scroll 

down for previous travelogues. Click on the blue print and hey presto:  (Boredom 

unlimited)! 
http://www.oceancruisingclub.org/index.php/forum/links-to-members-blog-sites/882-brian-
wallace-publishes-his-accounts-of-darramy-on?start=6#2698 
 
 
 

 
                                              2005 

                                                       Fair wear and tear! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                              2015 


