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The 3 Capes Walk: 29 October to 1 November 

Our group of ten—seven club members (Christine, Coralie, Janice, 
Clive, Ali, Campbell, and Rob) and three of our friends (Paul, Lisa and 
Deb)—had an absolutely fabulous time on the 3 Capes Walk on the 
Tasman Peninsula. A dry track. Three huts (cabins? complexes?) mean 
no need for tent and cooking equipment and so a much lighter load. 

Unanimous thanks to Christine for suggesting and organising the walk. 

But if you make the effort to go to Tasmania, why not do a few extras? 
And that we did, a mixture of being bushwalkers and being tourists as 
the later pictures in this newsletter show. 

So, letΩs start with the main feature—the 3 Capes Walk—bright-eyed 
and bushy-tailed as we are about to board the boat to the start. 

https://www.threecapestrack.com.au/pdf/3CTEncountersJan18_OverviewB.pdf From the information booklet walkers receive. 
The Blade 

Mt Fortescue 

Arthurs Peak Tornado Ridge 

https://www.threecapestrack.com.au/pdf/3CTEncountersJan18_OverviewB.pdf


¢ǳŜǎŘŀȅ нф hŎǘƻōŜǊΥ 5ŀȅ мτtƻǊǘ !ǊǘƘǳǊ ǘƻ {ǳǊǾŜȅƻǊǎ Iǳǘ 
The party converged on the Port Arthur Information Centre around 
11 am—at the coffee shop of course. Time to eat lunch and have a 
quick look around before our dampish 2 pm boat trip to the other 
side of the bay. A wet landing, feet dried, and our 90 minute walk to 
Surveyors could begin. The RangerΩs talk warned us about the local 
wombat and uneven levels, and said they work 8 days on, 6 days off. 



²ŜŘƴŜǎŘŀȅ ол hŎǘƻōŜǊΥ 5ŀȅ нτ{ǳǊǾŜȅƻǊǎ ǘƻ aǳƴǊƻ Iǳǘ 
Arthurs Peak provided the hill and some of the good views for 
the day. Ditto Tornado Ridge. Munro has a shower and an 
impressive viewing platform. Even provided a couple of whales. 





²ŜŘƴŜǎŘŀȅ ом hŎǘƻōŜǊΥ 5ŀȅ о 
No pack for the return walk from 
Munro to Cape Pillar, highlights 
being Tasman Island and The 
Blade. Cape Hauy looked far away. 



Day 3 finished with the short pack-carrying leg from Munro to 
Retakunna Hut. Janice produced her banana cake (dried to 
reduce weight) as a treat for the two birthday girls. 

This walk has been on my "bucket list" for quite some time 
and it did not disappoint. 

It may not be a huge walking/hiking challenge for some but it 
certainly offered so much in the way of diverse landscape, 
sensational vistas, and a huge variety of native flora. 

This is definitely a walk where you can take your time, stop 
numerous times to take photos, and read about the walk in 
much detail in the Parks and Wildlife booklet we received. 

Plus at the end of each day being able to settle down in the 
comfortable well maintained cabins was an added bonus! 



CǊƛŘŀȅ м bƻǾŜƳōŜǊΥ 5ŀȅ пτwŜǘŀƪǳƴƴŀ ǘƻ CƻǊǘŜǎŎǳŜ .ŀȅ 
The final day. An early start was needed to visit Cape Hauy and 
catch the 2:30 pm bus. Mt Fortescue provided one challenge, light 
rain another, a hail stone or two, and, oh yes, a heck of a lot of 
steps! Views of yesterdayΩs Cape Pillar, hazy for a while. 

We arrived at the end of our walk, the day shelter at Fortescue Bay, 
in dribs and drabs as usual. Almost forgot the end of walk photo. 



CampbellΩs Three Capes Adventure 
The day before 
Not surprisingly there was no margin for error as I drove from the farm to 
the airport. Glad of inflight food as no time to grab anything before the 
flight. And yes—my luggage met all requirement. Weighing for the flight 
was a great way to make sure my pack was not too heavy. 

A late afternoon in downtown Hobart and a last-minute recap of 
άessentialsέΦ Coffee pods and tawny port for my plastic wine bladder. It is 
all about trade-offs and optimising satisfaction. However defined! 

Day 1 
A very easy road trip from Hobart with Chris and Paul, and a reconnect 
with Port Arthur. A stark reminder of how standards change about the 
άgreatnessέ of England.  

After loading up the pack it was άon the trackέ with άno going backέΦ I 
admit that the shortness of Day 1 gave me time to get into adjusting my 
pack. It had been a while! And then there was Surveyors Hut—a taste of 
the comfort and great facilities that lay ahead. All good, but early days! 

Day 2 
Not a άsparrowsέ start but not dragging the chain departure either. More 
tweaking of my pack and getting into the groove. The lucky dip of pulling 
things out of the pack. Some better packing and smaller sub-packs might 
have been handy. Oh well! 

Great walking through the heath lands and the abundance of spring 
flowers. And of course, those amazing rugged stone cliffs dropping down 
to the water! 

I do admit to finding the last hour of the walk into Munro HutΧlong! What 
great views from Munro Hut, with a whale show thrown in! Yes, nice to 
have the shower, but it was a LONG walk for that άmiddle of the nightέ 
comfort stop. 

Day 3 
A day walk—respite for the back, hips and shoulders. What stunning 
views out to Cape Pillar and the incredible vistas—everywhere, but 

especially towards Tasman Island. And the vistas improved with the 
clearing skies as the day unfolded. 

Some great walking but a lot of very dense low scrub—looked very prickly. 
Not enticing for someone who needed a άsit downέ nature stop. Onwards 
to base—with fervour and a sense of comfort ahead.  

Pack back on for the stroll to Retakkunna Hut, the last night and the final 
devouring of the creature comforts. There was no tawny port to be 
carried out and only a few coffee pods left for the final breakfast. Happy 
IΨd not run out of food but also glad that I wasnΩt having lots left over! 

Day 4 
A gloomy, rainy start to the day and the juggle of what layers to don, and 
as the day developed, what layers to take off! 

While it was a άno pack drillέ walk out to Cape Hauy (not complaining 
about that) there were a lot of steps. Every set of steps down seemed to 
then have another climb. Anyhow, maybe a άclimaxέ of the entire walk. 

TGIF – Thank God ItΩs Fortescue (and it was Friday)! Was I glad to get to 
here? Yes—but not in a defeatist/OMG way. More a sense of άI made itέ 
and unscathed and inspired, by many things and at many levels. A very 
pleasant road trip to Hobart with Ali and Lisa, plus a cafe stop on the way. 

After checking into my Hobart hotel, it was time to reclaim any aspect of 
me. A very cheery and chirpy wood fired pizza, a few beers and a few 
warming and rewarding reds. And a night without needing my headlight 
to get to the bathroom at 2:30 am! 

Après Three Capes 
I stayed in Hobart until Sunday with a bit of down time. A very nice 
wander around Salamanca Markets (not too many soy candles!) and an 
equally nice walk to, around and from the Botanic Gardens— well above 
my expectation. A recharge stint. No more, no less. 
The Bottom Line 
This was an amazing few days/experiences, etc. As I summed it up to 
others: άsolid and sustainedέΦ A good level of fitness is required—glad I 
have the farm work as my άfreeέ gym workout. 





Sunday 20 October:  
Mt Murchison  
in TassieΩs north-west 
had been on RobΩs 
must-do list for a 
while—all it required 
was a fine day! 

A silhouette of the 
Reserve on the way up 
and a superb 360° view 
from the summit. 



нмςнп hŎǘƻōŜǊΥ Frenchmans Cap 
It was early when two cars left cloud-covered Queenstown 
to meet at the Frenchmans Cap carpark. Clive went on to 
Port Arthur while Janice and Rob tackled this iconic walk.  

Day 1 used to start with a sludge/trudge over the άsodden 
Loddonέ plains. No more, thanks to a gift by Dick Smith 
that re-aligned the track. Two suspension bridges, a lot of 
boardwalk, a few glimpses of the target, much up and 
voila—Lake Vera Hut. Four others were there. Two low-
load walkers passed us aiming to do the Cap in two days. 

{ǳƴŘŀȅ нл hŎǘƻōŜǊΥ Tulips 
From Devonport, Janice and Clive took the scenic north and 
west coast route to the Tasman Peninsula, via Queenstown 
for the FrenchmanΩs Cap attempt. 

Their first stop was The Foreshore Cafe at Burnie where 
breakfast comes with the expansive views along the shoreline 
that McGennans Carpark users wistfully recall. Breakfast also 
came with a suggestion to visit the Wynyard Tulip Farm for 
the last day of its annual month long festival. Despite their 
beauty the tulips couldnΩt compete with the sparkling views of 
Bass Strait from the Bluff walking tour and Janice and Clive 
took the long view to admire the rows of bright colour. 



Day 2 was a hard day with again much up. After toiling over tree roots, through mud, up almost vertical sections and in thick forest we 
reached the rocky ledge at Barron Pass around noon, went a little further but decided that was far enough. We were unlikely to reach 
the summit of Frenchmans Cap that day or the next, in part because it was clouding over and there would be nothing to see from the 
top, in part because recently a hiker got lost in the cloud and didnΩt make it out, in part the ominous weather prediction. We made a 
prudent decision to turn back and didnΩt get to admire the new Lake Tahune Hut with its hydronic heating and USB charging facilities.  

The return to Lake Vera Hut was much quicker as indeed was Day 3, the reverse of day 1. So we arrived back in historic Queenstown a 
day early and dined on Chicken Parmi (as a Parma is called in Tas) rather than freeze dry. All in all a pity, but in light of the Bushwalkers 
Weather Alert for day 4, definitely wise. Besides, we could enjoy the views of snow from afar. 



¢ƘǳǊǎŘŀȅ нп hŎǘƻōŜǊΥ vǳŜŜƴǎǘƻǿƴ 
Janice and Rob had a day to fill. Why not the 
historic cog West Coast Wilderness Railway? 
It had an entertaining commentary and a 
stop to pan for gold. In the afternoon, a visit 
to Horsetail Falls and an old copper mine. 
Rhododendrons are popular in Queenstown. 



CǊƛŘŀȅ нр hŎǘƻōŜǊΥ  
{ǘǊŀƘŀƴ 
The Queenstown 
to Hobart bus runs 
on Tuesdays and 
Fridays. As had 
been planned, 
that was how 
Janice would meet 
Clive in Hobart. 

The snow and bad 
weather meant 
Rob spent the day 
at Strahan near 
sea level: Hogarth 
Falls, the other 
end of the railway 
line, and a stroll 
along the beach 
on the west coast. 

Next, Lake St Clair. 
On the way, deep 
sigh, a view of 
Frenchmans Cap. 



CǊƛŘŀȅ нр hŎǘƻōŜǊΥ .Ǌǳƴȅ LǎƭŀƴŘ 
Prior to embarking on the 3 Capes Walk 
Christine and Paul had a very brief visit 
to Bruny Island. Lack of time and 
inclement weather prevented them 
from exploring any of the 18 walks 
featured but, from what they did 
discover, are keen to return one day.  

Following in the footsteps of Gina Chick 
from SBS's Great Australian Walks they 
visited the highlights, starting from 
Truganini Lookout at the neck and 
making their way down to The 
Lighthouse at Cape Bruny.  

They thought thereΩs a lot to discover 
on Bruny Island and itΩs well worth 
considering for a club marquee event. 



Saturday 26 October 
Lake St Clair 
The dismantling of the jettyΩs 
flagpole delayed the departure 
of the ferry IDA CLAIR to Echo 
Point, where Rob started his 
walk back to the info centre 
through forest beside the lake. 



hŎǘƻōŜǊ нтςнуΥ 5ŜǾƻƴǇƻǊǘ ǘƻ [ŀǳƴŎŜǎǘƻƴ ǘƻ wƛŎƘƳƻƴŘ 
After a night in recliners Ali and Coralie checked out Devonport 
(great views and a walk from Mersey Bluff) before a άback roadsέ 
route to Launceston. Amazed to see the international rowing 
centre on Barrington Lake, before wandering down to the well 
worthwhile Liffey Falls and the nearby Big Tree. The myriad of 
strange placenames they drove through gave them a good laugh 
throughout the day.  

After the night in Launceston they walked up Cataract Gorge to 
Duck Reach Power station and returned on the opposite side. 
More back roads to Richmond for the night and on to Port Arthur. 



October 27 and 28: the Tasman Peninsula 
Rob camped at Lime Beach on the north coast of 
the Peninsula. It has a solar powered booking 
terminal. After looking around the remains of the 
buildings associated with the 1840s coal mine, he 
walked beside a lake to reach the white sand on the 
shore of the Derwent estuary. 

The next day, he drove south for a view of Cape 
Raoul before settling in at the NRMA campground 
with its all-important washing machine. 



мςн bƻǾŜƳōŜǊΥ IƻōŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ aǘ ²ŜƭƭƛƴƎǘƻƴ  
After the walk, Ali drove to Hobart with Campbell and Lisa as passengers. Ali hoped to see the sunrise from Mt Wellington and walk 
down to Hobart. Weather predictions meant it had to be a sunset visit instead—still lovely! 

AliΩs reflections on the walk: 

My highlights of the Tassie trip ï wildlife, scenery, everchanging but always kind weather, soooo many great walks and tracks to 
explore, Englishness of the area, and delicious food. I canôt thank Christine enough for all of her behind the scenes co-ordination 
and work. Also to the other walkersðgreat company and shared moments! 



{ŀǘǳǊŘŀȅ н 
bƻǾŜƳōŜǊΥ 
/ŀǇŜ wŀƻǳƭ  
was meant to 
be, but never 
will be, the 
third cape of 
the 3 Capes 
Walk.  

Coralie and 
Rob visited it 
the day after 
the walk; Clive 
and Janice 
were there a 
couple of days 
before.  

Views across 
the Derwent 
and (top right) 
to where weΩd 
been. 



aƻƴŘŀȅ п bƻǾŜƳōŜǊΥ hŀǘƭŀƴŘǎ 
An interesting side trip on Christine and PaulΩs 
way back to the Spirit of Tasmania was a visit to 
Oatlands, just off the Midland Highway. Steeped 
in history this little town is one of Tasmania's 
oldest settlements. Established in 1821 the town 
features the largest number of colonial sandstone 
buildings in Australia. The Flour mill has been fully 
restored and is now fully operational. 



оςр bƻǾŜƳōŜǊΥ  
ŀ CǊŜȅŎƛƴŜǘ ǿŀƭƪ  
Ali, Coralie and Rob 
quickly decided that 
carrying many litres of 
water for the circuit 
was not for them, and 
adjusted their walk. 
Day 1 only went to 
Hazards Beach Camp. 

Day 2 was a return 
day walk from the 
Hazards Beach 
campsite to the Cooks 
Beach camp and on to 
Bryans Corner. 



Day 3 went back along 
the beach, across the 
isthmus (past its swamp) 
to Wineglass Bay, and up 
to Hazards Saddle (where 
there was a view point 
and a convenient seat) 
and down to the carpark.  

The different vivid blues 
of the sea—amazing.  



²ŜŘƴŜǎŘŀȅ с bƻǾŜƳōŜǊΥ aǘ tƻƛƳŜƴŀ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ .ŀȅ ƻŦ CƛǊŜǎ 

For RobΩs last day, the 4 km circuit walk over Mt Poimena broke his drive to Devonport. It was not the isolated place that he thought it 
would be to change from grubby hiker to suave traveller: itΩs the focus of several mountain bike trails in the Blue Tier Range. 

For Ali and CoralieΩs second last day, the Bay of Fires was the highlight in this north-east corner of Tassie. 



¢ƘǳǊǎŘŀȅ т bƻǾŜƳōŜǊΥ  
{ǘ IŜƭŜƴǎ ǘƻ 5ŜǾƻƴǇƻǊǘ  

Coralie and AliΩs last day 
on the road took them via 
Anson Bay, Eddystone 
Point lighthouse, St 
Columba Falls (closed), 
Halls Falls in the Blue Tier 
area (green orchid), 
Scottsdale, Bridport 
(yellow orchid), 
Georgetown, Beaconsfield 
and Greens Beach. 


