2015 World Cruise Log: Albany

THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 19:  We slept an extra half hour til 5:30am then went up on deck to watch our sunrise sail-in to Albany.  The King George Sound outside of the harbor is quite picturesque with gigantic granite outcrops and cliffs into the sea.  The large swell out of the Southern Ocean was crashing on the rocks with spectacular spray.  As we got further into the sound, the waves abated and we were met by a tug to assure we made it safely through a very narrow channel from the sound into the harbor (very narrow for large ships like this, that is).  But with our modern azipod drives and thrusters, and a highly skilled and experienced captain, the tug just milled around next to us the whole way in to the dock.  Meanwhile, as we approached the channel, we noticed a lot of people on the hill to our starboard watching our arrival.  Then, carried on the wind, we heard the sound of a lone Scottish bagpiper piping us in.  It was eerily beautiful.  The captain acknowledged the people by giving three loud blasts of the ship’s horn.

Our scheduled time down the gangplank was 8am, but we were about half an hour later than that when the process bogged down a bit.  Interestingly, the lone piper from out in the sound, had made his way down to the dock and, even though the ship was late getting the gangplank set, he played for us as we watched from the promenade deck.  He played hauntingly, and wore the traditional kilt, knee stockings, and coat.  His hat, however left something to be desired…it was a baseball cap with the Scottish flag…clank!

The city and port of Albany provided shuttle buses between the port gate and the top of the hill on York Street (the main drag) in the center of town.  This is a small town with a population of around 35,000, and a few historical attractions, mostly from its days as a whaling town.  As I mentioned a couple of days ago, the natural wonders of the south coast in Torndirrup National Park were closed for upgrades, but my plan B was to still do some trail hiking around Frenchman’s Bay along the Bibbulmun Track, which is a coastal trail from here to just outside Perth, a distance of about 580 miles…of course we only planned to do the first few miles.  We walked back down York Street toward the new waterfront park area where we were told we could follow the Bibbulmun Track.  What we discovered was that in its modern state, the Track was part road and part trail and we had to walk a couple of miles beside the road just to get to the trail part.  But that was OK, since it was a nice view of the bay and its wildlife as we walked.  We also found commemorative spot along the way that labeled this stretch around Frenchman’s Bay as the Albany Maritime Heritage Trail honoring three sailing ships that sunk in the area of Princess Royal Harbor.

The actual dirt trail along the shore was worth the couple of miles we walked on the road.  We enjoyed this dirt and sand trail for about three miles, making several forays onto the low-tide flats for pictures and beachcombing.  Then it became road again, and since we didn’t know how far that went, we decided we’d turn around at that point, since we’d already walked about 6 miles from town.  We retraced our steps along the trail, seeing things differently going in the other direction.  

Along this pleasant trail, we saw and photographed several species of birds we’d not seen before, including spectacularly large pelicans, one of whom had clearly survived a shark attack while sitting on the water.  He had very clear bite wounds on his neck and bill pouch.  We also saw a couple of smaller, but brilliantly iridescent birds in the bush, along with many herons, terns, gulls, and shore birds.  And, about the time we were beginning to feel a bit hungry, we found some bush-tucker (food found in the wild) in the form of a large, summer-ripe bramble of blackberries.  What a treat!  We waded in, got ourselves a bit scratched up in the bramble, and were rewarded with a great lunch.

On the return hike, after we left the dirt trail, we decided to follow the railroad track instead of the road back to town, still with a view of the bay, and again we were rewarded with more song-bird sightings and photos, flowers, and a great view of a large group of cormorants in an old dead tree by a large pond.  The railroad track took us right to the land-bound replica of the old brig (small sailing ship) Amity, as well as the Albany Gaol (old spelling of jail), both of which we photographed, of course.  We then wandered back to York Street via the side roads, and then across and down another interesting side road on the way back to the ship.  We eventually came to a large and lengthy pedestrian bridge, which went from town, across the rail yard and the highway directly to the Albany Entertainment Centre and waterfront park.  The Entertainment Centre looked to be a different take on “large sailing ship as entertainment facility” (think Sydney Opera House), but with its own unique look and style.  Perhaps a pirate ship, since its predominant color was black.  It was a striking building that showed a fair sized town looking forward to becoming a full-grown city.

At that point we’d pretty much worn ourselves out and so we decided to bid farewell to Albany and head back to the ship.  Another ¾ of a mile and we were on the Lido deck, chugging iced tea, and relaxing from our day’s trek.  When we had rested and rehydrated ourselves, and Ginny had downloaded our cameras, the day was pretty much shot, and the time was drawing nigh for everyone to be on board.  Sail-away was a reverse of our arrival in route and routine…the people of Albany watched from the hill and the captain once again sounded the horn three times as a farewell to them.

When you walk a dirt trail, you tend to get dirtier than usual, especially your feet when wearing sandals as we were, and that really showed when we showered.  The cabin stewards may have had to throw out the washrags after we cleaned our feet and sandals.  Even with lots of soap the rags were a mess.

This being the Chinese New Year, the Lido was having a major Chinese buffet.  Not being particularly in the mood for Chinese, and considering what a ZOO it was going to be in the Lido, we opted to go to the main dining room for the first time on this cruise.  Since everyone has an assigned table for the cruise, our dining room steward was taken aback to suddenly have us show up.  We did have a very nice dinner with perfectly grilled ahi tuna steaks as our main course.  Because of the Chinese buffet upstairs, the dining room was less than full which made things move right along.  After dinner, we went up to the Lido to split our daily dish of ice cream.  Boy were we glad we went to the dining room for dinner.  It was total madness at the buffet.  We quietly got our ice cream and retreated to the far end of the pool deck to enjoy it in peace.

Ginny then headed for the Queen’s Lounge to save our front row seats and to work on the trek web pages.  Tonight’s show was the second coming of The Aussie Boys, and they once again put on a high energy performance with good songs.  The last of the Aussie based entertainers will be leaving the ship in Freemantle.  It’s been fun…

So when we finally crawled into bed, the old pedometer said we’d walked 15 miles.  No wonder we were so whipped out.  And the Southern Ocean was still sending those big rollers northward to rock us to sleep.

FRIDAY, FEBRUARY 20:  When we awoke just before 5am we were still in the thrall of the Southern Ocean’s power, but we managed to get through our entire gym routine anyway…better sea legs as we spend longer in the big waves?  Then a quiet morning reading, writing, NY Times crossword, and Barbara’s lecture on the other Indonesian ports on the island of Java, Semarang and Jakarta.  More quiet time until the 2pm lecture by George Sranko on the oceans’ smartest invertebrates, squid, cuttlefish, and octopus.

A couple of days ago I arranged to join Charlotte Holland’s two day tour of Rangoon, so today I gave her our passport info, and $270 cash for the two of us.

By the end of the afternoon lecture the ship had rounded the southwest corner of Australia, and is now headed due north up the west coast, and we’ve left the Southern Ocean and entered the Indian Ocean.  Interestingly, the sea gods (pick one), are still rolling us around pretty good, even on this new course.  The weather on the promenade deck was nice for our two miler, but the captain’s noon briefing warned that the winds will be increasing significantly overnight.  He also said the seas should be diminishing somewhat…hmmmmm…not so far.

Tonight’s show featured encore performances by Hayden Smith at 7:30 followed by Alana Conway at 8:15pm.  My above comments still apply to both performers.  And at the end of this typical sea day, we had again walked a typical distance of a little over five miles.

