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				Living	down	south...

We	moved	to	Tasmania	in	2015.	It

wasn't	a	spontaneous	thing,	but	a

plan	that	was	10	years	in	the	making.

"Why	Tassie?"	we	heard	often.	"Why

not?"	we'd	be	thinking	as	we	reeled

off	adjectives	about	the	wilderness,

the	freedoms,	the	activities	and

recreational	pursuits	on	offer,	not	to

mention	the	socially-just	real	estate

prices	that	allowed	water	views	for

everybody.	

We	holidayed	here	for	many	years

prior	to	moving,	mostly	staying	with

my	parents	at	Koonya,	and	when	our

	own	home	was	built,	at	Eaglehawk

Neck,	on	the	Tasman	Peninsula.	

	

But	living	here	all	year	round,	our

boys	going	to	school,	us	working

(sometimes)	and	settling	into	local

life,	is	wonderful.	It	has	been	an

education,	but	continuing	to	learn

about	all	manner	of	things	is	one	of

the	things	I	love	about	living	in

Tassie.	

	

And	that's	what	this	magazine	is

about:	living	'down	south'
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Octopus	is	well	suited	to	

barbecue	cooking.

Cook	on	an	oiled	hotplate	for

eight	minutes	or	until	the	flesh

has	changed	from	translucent	to

opaque.

Serve	sliced	with	lemon	and

chilli.

Unlike	what	Michael's	dad	says,

octopus	is	NOT	just	for	bait.
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Of	wood	and	wind

	Wattle	burns	too	hot	for	a	firebox.
	Peppermint	burns	long	and	slow.

Tasmanians	understand	wood.	Over

lifetimes	of	surviving	in	this	thickly

forested	island,	their	collective

knowledge	of	wood	is	impressive	and

thorough.	I	had	to	buy	a	eucalyptus

tree	identification	chart	so	I	could

keep	up	with	conversations	with	our

neighbours.		I'm	pleased	to	say	I	can

now	point	out	an	acacia	at	50	feet,	but

the	subtle	differences	between	a	silver

and	black	wattle	still	evade	me.	

This	primal	relationship	with	wood

awards	chainsaws	a	major	placing	in

the	important	household	items

contest.	And	just	like	the	Holden	vs

Ford	rivalry	that	exists	in	our	country,

with	chainsaws	it's	Husqvarna	vs

Stihl.	For	the	record,	we're	a	Stihl

family.	

So,	a	regular	Saturday	sound,	or	any

day	really,	is	the	roar	and	whine	of	the

treasured	chainsaw;	someone	nearby

is	clearing	up	the	yard	or	preparing

for	winter.

Another	of	the	earthly	elements	that

makes	its	presence	known	down	here

is	wind.	Wind	can	make	or	break	an

occasion.	The	absence	of	it,	except	in

sailing	regattas,	makes	for	a	pleasant

day	out.	What	the	wind	is	doing

begins	many	a	conversation	in	these

coastal	parts,	for	the	seasoned

Tasmanian	knows	that	with	wind,

comes	weather.

Being	so	far	south,	Tasmania	cops	the

weather	fresh	from	the	mighty

Southern	Ocean.		The	low	pressure

systems	brew	around	Antarctica,

hugging	the	last	continent	like	a

garland	of	roses	around	a	flowergirl's

head.		Here	they	gather	strength	from

the	katabatic	winds	that	whip	across

the	icy	surface	of	the	frozen	land

mass.	Intermittently,	these	tightly

curled	cells	of	high	winds	and

general	foul	weather	break	anchor

and	set	course	for	our	island	home.

On	the	bright	side,	Tasmania	is	not

large,	and	especially	down	south

where	the	coastline	tapers,	the

weather	systems	tend	to	pass	over

quickly.

If	you	don't	like	the	weather,	wait	ten

minutes.
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When	I	first	visited	Tasmania,	I	made

the	mistake	of	asking	for	a	potato
scallop	at	a	fish	and	chip	shop	in
Devonport.	The	old	guy	manning	the

frier	said	"You	must	be	from
Queensland.	They're	potato	cakes
down	here".

Many	years	later,	my	knowledge	of
potatoes	has	grown	and	so	has	my
appetite	for	potato	scallops,	not	to
mention	my	expertise	in	Australian

regional	vernacular.

The	terms	waxy	and	floury	have	often

confused	me.	In	my	mind,	when	I	consider
a	particular	type	of	potato	(and	in	Tassie	this
is	a	regular	activity),	I	associate	it	with	a

particular	cooking	method.
Pink	eyes	=	chips
Kennebecs	=	potato	scallops
Dutch	Creams	=	roast

Nicolas	=	fish	croquettes
King	Edward	=		mash
Purple	Congo	=	steam
Up-to-dates	=	boil

Kipfler	=	pan	fry
Sebago	=	jacket

Two
Tassie
Staples
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The	Tasman	Peninsula	used	to	be	the	apple-
growing	hub	of	Tasmania.	Where	there	is	now

paddock	and	pasture,	there	were	orchards.	You
can	still	spot	the	apple-packing	sheds	and
coolrooms	if	you	know	what	to	look	for.		When

the	UK	joined	the	European	Common	Market
in	1973,	Tasmania's	orchardists	lost	their	biggest
customer.	The	government	launched	the	Tree
Pull	Scheme,	which	encouraged	orchardists	to
'grub'	their	orchards	and	diversify	into	other

agricultural	endeavours.	This	part	of	Tasmania's
history	is	quite	sad,	all	those	years	of	hard	work
growing,	picking	and	pruning,		but	the	truth
was	that	there	was	no	longer	a	market	for	all
those	apples,	and	the	farmers	needed	to	make	a
living	growing	something.

Hansen's	Orchard	at	White	Beach	is	the	only

surviving	commercial	orchard	on	the	Peninsula.
I'm	happy	to	say	they	still	grow	and	sell	locally
some	very	old	varieties	that	have	gone	out	of
fashion.	So,	much	like	potatoes,	my	knowledge	of

apple	and	pear	varieties	has	grown	along	with	my
repertoire	of	pome	fruit	recipes.	
Golden	Delicious:	the	all	rounder
Lady	in	the	snow:	fresh	eating
Gravenstein:	cider
Cox's	Orange	Pippin:	eating
Due	de	Cornice:	pear	tart
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You	can	feel	the	excitement	when	cray
season	starts.	The	water	around	Pirates	Bay
is	dotted	with	buoys	and	the	boat	ramp	is
chock-a-block.	Everyone	gets	their	pots	out

of	their	backyard	and	repairs	them	in	the
hope	that	they	catch	some	crayfish	for	tea.
My	Dad,	our	neighbour	Ken,	his	dog	JD,
our	mate	Phil	and	I	go	out	in	the	boat	every
afternoon	to	check	the	pots.

This	is	how	it	goes.	You	get	the	grappling
hook,	throw	it	at	the	rope	in	between	the
buoys	and	then	pull	it	in	by	hand	or	by	the
pot	hauler	(which	makes	JD	bark	off	his

head	and	annoys	everyone).	You	then
measure	the	cray,	refill	the	bait	saver	and

throw	the	pot	back	in	a	likely	spot.	If	you
have	not	got	any	cray,	you	look	for	a	spot
where	the	rocks	are;	where	the	bottom	is

jaggedy,	and	throw	the	pot	in.	If	you	do
catch	a	'keeper',	Phil	says	"she's	size	for
sure",	we	have	to	cut	the	tails	to	show	that

it	was	caught	by	us	amateur	fishermen.	This
is	because	only	commercial	fishermen	are
allowed	to	sell	crayfish.

	In	the	event	that	we	do	catch	some
crayfish	Mum	cooks	them	with	one	of	her

yummy	recipes.	My	favourite	is	Cray	Rolls.

Ingredients
Cooked	cray	meat
Homemade	lemon	mayonnaise

Iceberg	lettuce
Salt	and	vinegar	chips

Put	everything	on	a	buttered	fresh	bread
roll	and	eat.

Tip:	Cook	the	cray	in	seawater	for	best
flavour.

Magnus	writes	about	his	new

hobby,	crayfishing.
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Above:	Magnus	throws	the	grappling	hook	out	in	Pirates	Bay.	Top	Left:	Mikey	checks	the	pot.	
Bottom	left:	two	for	tea.		



10

Is	it	rustic?	Is	it	retro?

Is	it	vintage?	Beach-

shack-shabby-chic?

No,	it's	Middo.

Middo's	place
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Middo	bought	his	log	cabin
out	near	Roaring	Beach	15

years	ago	and	has	been
collecting	bits	and	bobs	for	it
since	then.	A	fancy	magazine
might	classify	Middo's
decorating	style	as	rustic/retro/
vintage/beach	shack,	but	we
just	know	it	as	Middo's	place.

He	has	a	keen	eye	and	clever
hands	-	he	is	constantly
scouting	for	treasure	that	can

be	repurposed	into	some	of
his	unique	furniture

creations.ions.
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Woodpile	personalities
A	woodpile	says	a	lot	about	the	people	who	made	it.	Which	type	are	you?

Not	a	tall	person. Heat	pump	person. Haphazard	person.

Neat	and	tidy	person. Work-in-progress. Needs	another	load.

Making	a	fire	warms	you	twice...		
In	this	island	state	close	to	Antarctica,	staying

warm	is	a	priority	for	most	of	the	year.	Having
a	fire	is	as	normal	as	mowing	the	lawn.	In
fact,	a	fire	could	take	place	after	mowing	the
lawn	in	these	parts,	you	know,	to	keep	the	fuel
load	down	and	tidy	the	place	up	a	bit.	Inside
or	out,	fires	are	a	fact	of	life	down	south.

Woodpiles	are	too.	In	my	travels	around	I
enjoy	looking	at	the	different	styles	of
stacking	wood;	some	are	sculptural,	some	are
architectural,	some	are	just	plain	practical.

Another	fact	of	life	for	many	Tasmanians	is	a
diverse	income	stream.	A	lot	of	people	do	lots

of	different	jobs	to	earn	a	bit	more	cash.
Woodchopping	is	one	of	these	jobs.	In	the
lead	up	to	winter,	a	common	sight	is	a	ute,
parked	in	a	prominent	location,	with	the	tray
loaded	with	chopped	wood,	and	a	handwritten
sign	announcing	the	price.	Even	if	you	buy	in

a	load	of	wood,	there's	probably	more	work	to
do	-	blocksplitting,	collecting	kindling	and
carting	all	this	to	the	fireplace.	Yes	indeed,
making	a	fire	warms	you	twice.	
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Fireplace	Design

An	outdoor	fireplace	is	a

showcase	of	island	ingenuity

and	resourcefulness.	Using

available	materials,	the	designs

are	varied	but	the	objective	is

singular	-	to	contain	fire	for

maximum	heat	output.

A	fire	is	like	food	(and	also	like

a	natural	disaster)	-		it	brings

people	together.
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Cold	water	life

Our	slow	entry	technique	has
been	successful	over	a	few
summers	now.	If	we	spy	a	nice

wave	on	the	way	home	its
perfectly	plausible	to	chuck	our
togs	on	and	head	down	for	a
quick	bodysurf.	But	the	ocean
beckons	all	year.	On	a	sunny
winter's	day,	with	the	wind

blowing	offshore	(or	not	at	all,
that's	a	real	treat)	it	is	too
stunning	not	to	get	in.	So	on	goes
my	wetsuit	and	down	I	trot	to	the
beach.	My	ocean	swimming	days

are	back!

Alas,	the	post-beach	bakery	stop
days	are	over.

Sarah's	wetsuit	rule:

The	sum	of	time	it	takes	to
put	on	the	wetsuit	and	take
off	the	wetsuit	has	to	equal
or	be	less	than	the	total	time
spent	in	the	water.

I	grew	up	on	the	Gold	Coast.	Don't	hold	that
against	me.	Where	you	grow	up	determines	your
norms.	For	me,	sunscreen,	bikinis,	waves	and	24
degrees	ocean	temperature	are	normal.	As	is

cruising	home	in	your	wet	togs	with	a	towel
around	your	waist,	perhaps	stopping	at	the
bakery	on	the	way,	cooling	your	feet	on	the	cold
tiles,	sand	falling	off	your	feet	as	you	order	your
pie	and	sweet	treat.	Not	to	mentions	6am	beach

trips	so	we're	out	of	the	scorching	sun	by	10am.

So	living	down	south,	in	the	temperate	zone,

has	meant	changes.	Investing	in	good	wetsuits
was	the	first	step,	but	we	quickly	realised	that
the	arduous	task	of	putting	on	and	taking	off
this	black	neoprene	tube	took	the	spontaneity

out	of	a	bodysurf.	So	Mikey	and	I	pledged	to
toughen	up,	to	endure	sub	20	degree	water
temperature	without	wetsuits.	And	we	have.	It
takes	a	particular	strategy	-	the	slow	entry.	We

learned	this	pushing	the	boys	onto	waves	on
their	boards.	After	10	minutes	or	so	of	standing

thigh-deep	in	water,	total	submersion	was	fine.
We	avoided	the	breathless	shock	as	our	core
body	temperature	had	dropped.	We	were	numb,
basically.	Halfway	to	hypothermia.
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Beyond
the
lookouts
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We	live	in	a	region	plagued	with	scenic
lookouts.	There	is	so	much	to	look	at,	so	many
spectacular	views	to	be	captivated	by.	As	I	watch	people
heave	themselves	out	of	their	car	or	step	off	their	tour	bus
already	in	a	queue,	as	I	observe	them	toddle	off	to	the

lookout	spot,	lean	against	the	fence	and	take	a	photo,	I
wonder	how	many	times	that	day	they	will	do	that.	I	wonder
if	they	will	distinguish	one	spot	from	another	in	their
holiday	memories.	I	guess	I	treasure	interacting	with	the
environment	somehow.	Connecting	with	it,	really.	Walking	or
riding,	swimming	or	snorkeling,	or	paddling	a	kayak	through

the	space	I've	come	to	see	is	my	way	of	remembering	it
better.	So	living	around	all	these	scenic	lookouts	and	getting
to	them	by	our	own	steam	is	a	regular	form	of	entertainment
and	exercise	in	our	family.	

Showing	a	visiting	family	around	the	Peninsula	recently,	I
learned	something	quite	valuable.	Children	don't	care	for

views.	They	like	to	do	things.	I	showed	our	visitors
Remarkable	Cave.	There	was	no	comment	on	the
remarkableness	of	it	all	from	the	children,	but	a	request	to

climb	the	fence	to	the	cove	below.	The	kids	wrote	their
names	in	the	sand	with	rocks,	then	challenged	each	other	as

to	how	high	they	could	climb	up	a	particularly	large	rock.	At
the	Coal	Mines,	they	played	and	hide	and	seek	amongst	the
ruins	of	the	solitary	confinement	cells.	Pausing	for	a	picnic

at	Lime	Bay,	they	waded	in	the	water	and	collected	the	clear
jelly	egg-sacs	that	were	coming	in	with	the	tide.	At	Lufra
Cove,	the	gem	of	a	beach	beyond	the	popular	Tesselated

Pavement	scenic	spot,	they	squabbled	over	whose	turn	it	was
to	ride	the	tyre	swing	that	was	rigged	by	a	local	many	years
ago.

It	doesn't	really	matter	where	you	go	or	what	you	see.	It's
what	you	do	with	what	you've	got	that	brings	contentment.	

Riding	some	bush	tracks
towards	Tasman	Arch.

Walking	to	Camp	Falls	on	the
Tasman	Coastal	Trail.

Jetty	jumping	on	the	Derwent	River	at	New	Norfolk.
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Flathead
Magnus	tells	us	all	about
his	favourite	fish.

Flathead	are	my	fish	of	choice.	They	are	fun
to	catch,	great	to	eat	and	easy	to	find.

Flathead	habitat	is	where	the	sand	meets

the	weed.	A	good	cast	will		(not	guaranteed)
frequently	bring	one	in	the	boat.	

Good	spots	for	flathead	fishing	are	Pirates
Bay,	Taranna	and	Eaglehawk	Bay	(if	you

want	real	tiddlers).
		
Fishing	for	flathead	is	a	great	family	activity

as	they	put	up	a	splendid	fight,	even	the
little	ones.	
	

Flathead	are	great	to	eat.	After	filleting	the
fish,	dust	the	fillets	in	cornflour	and	a	bit
of	salt	and	pepper	and	pan	fry	in	a	little	oil
and	butter.	This	only	takes	a	couple	of
minutes.	

Here	Down	South	we	are	lucky	enough	to
get	5	types	of	flathead:	
	The	Bluespotted	

	The	Dusky	
	The	Rock	
	The	Sand	
	And	the	Tiger.

	All	are	white	fleshed	and	delicious	eating.	
	

Written	by	Magnus	Street	
	
	

Above:	caught	off	Adventure	Bay.	Below:	Near	the	Oyster	Leases.
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Op-Shops	are	a	staple	here	down	south.	They

speak	of	a	time	when	transport	of	goods	from	the
mainland	was	slower	and	more	costly	than	it	is
now,	and	the	logical	thing	to	do	was	to	buy
second-hand.		They	have	evolved	into	community
hubs;	selling	not	only	the	usual	assortment	of
clothes,	shoes	and	crockery,	but	also	local	honey,

jams,	eggs.	plants	and	vegetables.	Dunalley	Op-
shop	is	one	of	my	favourites.	There	are	no	prices;
the	volunteer	shop	keeper	makes	an	offer	that
you	can't	refuse.	There's	an	opportunity	for
everyone	here	with	the	1970s	prices.	
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Come	on,	gang!

Here	are	our	top	five	tips	for	having	a	big	day	in
the	outdoors	with	your	kids.

1.		Don't	ask	them,	tell	them.
There	is	no	choice.	This	is	one	of	the	joys	of	childhood	-	not	to

be	burdened	with	decisions.	Get	in	the	car	and	find	out	when	we
get	there.

2.	Feed	them.	Then	feed	them	again.

Lots	of	snacks	keeps	them	interested	and	content.	And	me	as
well.	Be	sure	to	include	a	few	'persuaders'	(chocolate)	for	some
extrinsic	motivation.	

3.	Let	the	youngest	dictate	the	pace.
It's	a	drag	always	catching	up	to	the	group.	So	let	the	slowest	be
the	leader	and	walk	or	paddle	at	their	speed.

4.		Conversation.

A	long-distance	runner	I	knew	said	that	she	always	finished	a
marathon	with	at	least	two	new	recipes.	Talk.	Fantasise.	Sing.	Play
eye-spy.		Mikko	is	king	at	all	of	this.	Popular	topics	include:	if	a

genie	granted	you	five	wishes,	if	you	could	be	an	animal	which
one	would	be	and	why,	and,	if	you	were	stranded	here	what
would	you	cook.	Banksia	kebabs,	of	course.

5.	Games	along	the	way.
Mikey	made	a	cracker	of	a	game

when	we	went	for	a	walk	on	Bruny
Island.	We	had	two	walky	talkies,
which	are	a	brilliantly	useful	toy.
Two	of	us	would	walk	ahead	with
both	radios,		hide	one,	then
continue	walking	with	the	other
one	and	hide	somewhere	within

view.	We	would	talk	into	the	radio,
make	noises	while	the	other	two
had	to	walk	up	and	find	the	walky
talky.	It	slowed	the	pace	somewhat,
but	it	was	a	heap	of	fun	and	the

focus	was	off	'getting	there'.
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Come	on,	gang!

Here	are	our	top	five	tips	for	having	a	big	day	in
the	outdoors	with	your	kids.

1.		Don't	ask	them,	tell	them.
There	is	no	choice.	This	is	one	of	the	joys	of	childhood	-	not	to

be	burdened	with	decisions.	Get	in	the	car	and	find	out	when	we
get	there.

2.	Feed	them.	Then	feed	them	again.

Lots	of	snacks	keeps	them	interested	and	content.	And	me	as
well.	Be	sure	to	include	a	few	'persuaders'	(chocolate)	for	some
extrinsic	motivation.	

3.	Let	the	youngest	dictate	the	pace.
It's	a	drag	always	catching	up	to	the	group.	So	let	the	slowest	be
the	leader	and	walk	or	paddle	at	their	speed.

4.		Conversation.

A	long-distance	runner	I	knew	said	that	she	always	finished	a
marathon	with	at	least	two	new	recipes.	Talk.	Fantasise.	Sing.	Play
eye-spy.		Mikko	is	king	at	all	of	this.	Popular	topics	include:	if	a

genie	granted	you	five	wishes,	if	you	could	be	an	animal	which
one	would	be	and	why,	and,	if	you	were	stranded	here	what
would	you	cook.	Banksia	kebabs,	of	course.

5.	Games	along	the	way.
Mikey	made	a	cracker	of	a	game
when	we	went	for	a	walk	on	Bruny
Island.	We	had	two	walky	talkies,
which	are	a	brilliantly	useful	toy.
Two	of	us	would	walk	ahead	with
both	radios,		hide	one,	then

continue	walking	with	the	other
one	and	hide	somewhere	within
view.	We	would	talk	into	the	radio,
make	noises	while	the	other	two

had	to	walk	up	and	find	the	walky
talky.	It	slowed	the	pace	somewhat,
but	it	was	a	heap	of	fun	and	the
focus	was	off	'getting	there'.
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The	Peninsula	of	Halls
I	 love	 a	 little	 country	 hall.	 The
wooden	 floors,	 the	 dusty	 smell,
perhaps	 a	 little	 stage,	 the	 eclectic
collection	of	 crockery	 and	cutlery
in	 the	 kitchen	 and	 the	 slightly
socialist	 sentiment	 that	 this	 place
belongs	 to	 everybody.	 I	 think
that’s	 the	 exciting	 thing	 about
halls,	 –	 to	 imagine	 what	 fun	 and
frivolity	 could	 go	 on	 there,	 and
has	 gone	 on	 there,	 for
generations.	 It’s	 the	 sniff	 of
opportunity,	 the	 democracy	 of
availability,	 the	 promise	 of	 social
times	that	lures	me.	Looking	for	a
spot	 to	 celebrate	 someone’s
milestone	 birthday?	 Your	 local
hall.	Want	to	run	a	dance	class?	At
the	hall.	Need	space	to	show	your
artwork?	Try	the	hall.	
		

Here	on	the	Tasman	Peninsula,	 the
countryside	 is	 dotted	 with
community	 halls	 and	 meeting
places;	buildings	 that	 remind	us	of
a	 time	 past	 when	 distances	 were
greater	and	having	a	place	 to	meet
was	 of	 great	 importance	 to	 the
vitality	 of	 country	 life.	 These
structures	 are	 living	 history	 of	 the
best	 kind	 –	 they	 continue	 to	 fulfill
the	 intentions	 of	 the	 families	 that
made	 them	 –	 the	 families	 that
donated	 the	 land	 and	 labour	 to
bring	about	their	existence,	to	make
a	 place	 for	 their	 community	 to
socialise.	
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Growing	 up	 on	 the	 Gold	 Coast,	 the	 local
halls	 were	 all	 fairly	 new.	 I	 remember	 the

“Share	 and	 Care	 Centre”	 at	 Palm	 Beach.	 It
was	 next	 to	 the	 public	 library	 and	 on	 the
same	block	as	 the	 tennis	courts.	My	primary
school	used	to	hold	Blue	Light	Discoes	there
and	 my	 ballet	 school	 held	 a	 fundraising
fashion	 parade	 there.	 I	 recall	 that	 one	 well;

the	 parquetry	 floor	 was	 incredibly	 slippery
and	when	it	came	time	for	me	to	perform	my
tap	 solo,	 my	 usually	 impressive	 entry	 of	 a
Sarah-Carless-high-kick	 became	 an
impromptu	 tail-bone	 slide	 amidst	 purple

lycra,	tulle	and	feathers.	
I	digress.	The	halls	of	 the	Peninsula	 are	not
all	small	and	old	and	charming.	We	have	two

large	 civic	 centres,	 which	 are	 very	 useful
facilities	 for	 indoor	 sports	 and	 large

exhibitions,	like	the	annual	Pool	Committee’s
Art	and	Craft	Fair.	

The	 story	 goes	 that	 many	 years	 ago	 the
Tasman	 Council	 tried	 to	 close	 down	 all

these	 little	 halls,	 offering	 the	 large	 civic
centres	 as	 an	 alternative.	The	 communities
around	 these	 places	 jumped	 up	 and	 down
and	cried	“You	can’t	take	our	hall!”	To	cut	a
long	 story	 short,	 the	 halls	 stayed,	 the	 civic
centres	 were	 built,	 and	 the	 Tasman

Peninsula	 became	 the	 peninsula	 of	 halls.
But	 in	 my	 opinion,	 the	 little	 halls	 are	 the
gems.	 The	 space	 is	 cosy,	 the	 kitchens	 are
equipped	 for	 cups	 of	 tea	 and	 probably	 a
customary	 sausage	 sizzle,	 and	 there	 is	 a

sense	of	place.	

Pictured	this	page:	Koonya	Hall
Left:	Saltwater	River	Hall
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Saltwater	 River	 Hall	 sits	 by	 Norfolk
Bay,	 just	 off	 Saltwater	 River	 Road,

before	 the	 Hurdle	 Bridge	 that
crosses	 the	 creek	 that	 bears	 the
ironic	 name	 of	 Saltwater	 River.	 For
many	 years	 I	 thought	 the	 hall	 was
someone’s	 house.	 Everytime	 I	 drove
past,	 usually	 on	 our	 way	 to	 Slopen

Main	for	a	kayak,	or	a	trip	to	the	Coal
Mines	 and	 Lime	 Bay,	 I	 would	 think
that	this	plain	and	simple	house	had
a	 lovely	 view	 and	 peaceful	 spot.	 It
wasn’t	 until	 I	 was	 looking	 at	 places

to	vote,	 that	 I	came	across	Saltwater
River	 Hall,	 and	 I	 realised	 that	 the
white-clad	 house,	 with	 a	 view	 that
couldn’t	 be	 built	 out,	 was	 a	 hall.
Even	 better.	A	 top	 spot	 and	 a	 place

to	socialise,	available	to	all.	
The	top	spot	that	the	hall	sits	on	was

donated	by	four	local	families	in	the
1920s.	 The	 Ridler,	 Price,	 Wakeling
and	Wiggins	families	each	gave	land,

and	 over	 a	 few	 years	 built	 the	 hall.
According	 to	 Saltwater	 River	 local,
John	Price,	the	location	was	used	for

a	Sports	Day	each	year,	around	New
Year	 time,	 which	 included	 activities
such	 as	 horseriding	 and	 the

perennial	 Tassie	 favourite,	 a
woodchop.	 John’s	 own	 involvement
with	the	hall	started	way	back	in	the

1950s.	 He	 says	 the	 hall	 has	 always
been	 used	 for	 badminton;	 in	 fact
there	was	a	modification	made	to	the
interior	 of	 the	 hall	 to	 allow	 the
badminton	 court	 to	 be	 full	 length.

Square	 dances	 were	 also	 held,	 and
later	 ballroom	 dancing	 was	 another
activity	available	at	the	hall.

Eaglehawk	Neck	Hall,	circa	1940

Eaglehawk	Neck	Hall	today	is	a	hub
of	community	activity;	markets,
movies,	yoga,	bridge,	art,	ukelele.....

Nowadays	indoor	bowls	is	the	regular

sport;	the	special	bowls	carpet	stays
laid	out	for	the	regular	Monday

meets.		The	smooth,	flat	floor	would
be	perfect	for	bowls,	and	dancing	too.
It	is	of	supreme	quality,	beautiful

Tassie	Oak	polished	and	gleaming.

Koonya	 Hall	 is	 another	 treasure,

nestled	amongst	the	tall	gums	where
the	 Cascades	 Rivulet	 meets	 Norfolk
Bay.	 It's	 history	 is	 representative	 of

country	halls	in	general	-	fundraising
events	 for	 every	 sort	 of	 sports	 club
and	 community	 group,	 not	 to
mention	raising	funds	for	the	upkeep
of	the	hall	itself.	It	is	is	now	famously

host	 of	 the	 new	 and	 niche	 Koonya
Garlic	 Festival,	 held	 each	 February
and	getting	bigger	 each	 year.	 	A	 real
sense	 of	 place,	 in	 this	 peninsula	 of

halls.

Main	 picture:
Eaglehawk	 Neck
Hall,	 circa	 1940.
Note	 the	 two
outhouses!
Top	 right:	 indoor
bowls.
Bottom	 right:
garlic	 waiting	 to
be	 judged	 at	 the
Koonya	Hall.
Bottom	 left:	 cups
of	 tea	 are	 a	 hall
necessity.
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donated	by	four	local	families	in	the
1920s.	 The	 Ridler,	 Price,	 Wakeling
and	Wiggins	families	each	gave	land,
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John	Price,	the	location	was	used	for

a	Sports	Day	each	year,	around	New
Year	 time,	 which	 included	 activities
such	 as	 horseriding	 and	 the
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woodchop.	 John’s	 own	 involvement
with	the	hall	started	way	back	in	the
1950s.	 He	 says	 the	 hall	 has	 always
been	 used	 for	 badminton;	 in	 fact

there	was	a	modification	made	to	the
interior	 of	 the	 hall	 to	 allow	 the
badminton	 court	 to	 be	 full	 length.
Square	 dances	 were	 also	 held,	 and

later	 ballroom	 dancing	 was	 another
activity	available	at	the	hall.
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Eaglehawk	Neck	Hall	today	is	a	hub
of	community	activity;	markets,
movies,	yoga,	bridge,	art,	ukelele.....

Nowadays	indoor	bowls	is	the	regular

sport;	the	special	bowls	carpet	stays
laid	out	for	the	regular	Monday

meets.		The	smooth,	flat	floor	would
be	perfect	for	bowls,	and	dancing	too.
It	is	of	supreme	quality,	beautiful

Tassie	Oak	polished	and	gleaming.

Koonya	 Hall	 is	 another	 treasure,

nestled	amongst	the	tall	gums	where
the	 Cascades	 Rivulet	 meets	 Norfolk
Bay.	 It's	 history	 is	 representative	 of

country	halls	in	general	-	fundraising
events	 for	 every	 sort	 of	 sports	 club
and	 community	 group,	 not	 to
mention	raising	funds	for	the	upkeep
of	the	hall	itself.	It	is	is	now	famously

host	 of	 the	 new	 and	 niche	 Koonya
Garlic	 Festival,	 held	 each	 February
and	getting	bigger	 each	 year.	 	A	 real
sense	 of	 place,	 in	 this	 peninsula	 of
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garlic	 waiting	 to
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Paddling	Gold
That	brilliant	photo	there	on	the	left	is	the
only	one	in	this	humble	publication	not
taken	by	me.	And	I'm	glad	it's	not	mine,
because	that	would	have	meant	I	was	up	on

Cape	Hauy	peering	through	the	viewfinder
and	not	in	the	blue	kayak,	trailing	behind
Middo	in	the	yellow	boat	and	Mikey	leading
in	the	light	grey	vessel.	It	would	have	meant
that	I	didn't	get	to	launch	from	Fortescue

Bay,	the	same	place	that	Andrew	MacAuley
departed	from	on	his	ill-fated	solo	kayak

expedition	to	New	Zealand,	back	in	January
2006.	It	would	mean	that	I	missed	out	on	a
day	of	paddling	gold,	when	the	sun	shone,

the	winds	were	light	and	the	water	was	calm.

There's	been	many	other	days	of	paddling

gold,	but	in	this	state	of	fast-moving	weather

	

	systems,	they	can	be	hard	to	coordinate	with
a	day	free	of	commitments.	We'll	generally
get	the	call-up	from	Middo,	just	after	7:30pm
when	he's	seen	the	ABC	weather	forecast,

and	he'll	pick	the	launching	spot	depending
on	the	prevailing	wind.	It	could	be	Stewarts
Bay,	and	a	quick	scoot	across	to	Denman's
Cove	for	a	look	around,	or	the	Aquatic	Club
in	Nubeena,	where	we	paddle	around	Apex

Point	and	through	Brother	and	Sister	Island,
the	dazzling	sand	of	White	Beach	on	one

side,	and	possibly	the	snow-capped	Hartz
Mountains	visible	in	the	west.		Or	one	of
Middo's	favourites,	putting	in	at	the	secluded

spot	of	Price's	Flat,	and	a	leisurely	poke
around	the	sandstone	cliffs,	gazing	through
the	crystal	clear	water	at	the	assorted	sea	life,

and	across	to	Saltwater	River,	where	we
pause	at	a	sandy	beach	for	a	cup	of	tea	and	a
sweet	treat.	Paddling	gold.	

Left:	Lunch	stop	at	Denman's	Cove	and	a	walk	to	see	the	new	Three	Capes	hut.	Middle:	Birthday	paddle	in	the
double,	from	Slopen	to	Lagoon	Beach.	Right:	Looking	at	the	Totem	Pole	off	Cape	Hauy.

The	brilliant	photo	on	the	left	was	taken	by	Phillip	Hawes,	who	was	walking	the	Cape	Hauy	track	whilst	we	were	paddling.	He	saw	us	later	at

the	boat	ramp	and	we	started	chatting	and	he	kindly	emailed	his	images	to	me.	I	wish	my	photos	looked	like	that!
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Dedicated	to	my

husband	Mikey,	for

whom	without	none	of

this	would	have	taken

place.	
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