
Day 1 
Monday started at 4:30 am, the earliest I had been up in a very long time. It was slow, and I 
didn’t want to get out of bed, but I had too. I had eaten quickly, brushed my teeth, then picked 
up my bags and left the house. It was calm as my mum and I drove through the city when it was 
so quiet. The sun had started rising when we arrived at the terminal and met up with my group. 
That was where I said goodbye to mum and checked my bags in. I walked through the airport to 
the gate, where the rest of my classmates were chatting eagerly. I dumped my bags, grabbed a 
coffee and joined them. Soon it was time to board the plane, and we all piled on. It was easy to 

tell we were a school group based on our shirts. After a 2 
hour plane ride spent reading and listening to music, we 
touched down at Hobart Airport. It was there where we 
split into our groups to collect our bags and said goodbye 
to the other groups for the week. I was lucky enough to 
have many good friends in my group, so we were all very 
excited for the week ahead. We threw our bags on the bus 
and then we were on our way, with a stop at Woolworths 
to pick up our food supplies and a stop at the ‘Devil’s 
Kitchen’; a lookout of an amazing rock formation that 

looked out at the ocean. Our final stop was where we were to be picked up by a ferry to take us 
to the starting point of the Three Capes Walk. While we waited, we ate lunch, distributed the 
food we would be eating on the trek between all of our packs, and wrote in our provided 
journals. The boat ride was windy and cold, but we all enjoyed it regardless of being 
occasionally sprayed by ice-cold water. As we were cruising, 
we saw amazing views of the cliffs we would soon be climbing, 
Port Arthur, and the smoke that rose from backburning. After a 
wild and fun ride, we all piled onto the sand of a remote beach 
to start our walk. We strapped on our gators to stop the 
snakes from biting us, adjusted the straps of our packs, and 
created groups for daily tasks (hygiene to purify water, 
cooking, cleaning, and navigating). I was grouped with Luke 
and Declan, and for day 1, we were cleaning crew. We then 
began our 4km walk to the first cabin. The majority of this was 
uphill, so morale was not very high. Many of us were complaining as to the difficulty of this first 

day, and were discussing how we could possibly walk 44 
more kilometres over the next few days. With sweaty backs 
and tired bodies, we arrived at our first cabin, the Surveyors 
cabin. We refilled and purified our water and then separated 
into boys and girls cabins. We spent the next few hours 
playing cards, drinking tea, writing in our journals and 
relaxing while the cooking crew was making us dinner, 
which consisted of pasta and vegetable sauce, which was 
more delicious than many of us expected from camp food. 
My group then cleaned up for the cooking crew before we all 



went to bed for an early night, wondering how we would feel in the morning, and how we would 
prepare ourselves for the 11km walk to the next cabin. 
 
Day 2 
Tuesday morning was a 6:15 am wake up, which didn’t feel 
to difficult having had woken up at 4:30 the previous day. 
We packed up our sleeping bags and headed outside for a 
breakfast of cereal and powdered milk. It took a minute to 
understand how to make it properly, but it tasted much 
better than many of us thought it would when we figured it 
out. We had a group briefing over tea and hot chocolate 
before packing the rest of our things and brushing our teeth 
in preparation for heading off to the next cabin. Before we 
put on our backpacks, our amazing OEG leader, Toni, introduced us to a game which would 
drive us crazy over the course of the next few days - the string game. She handed us a string 
each that was roughly 4 inches long, of which we were required to tie on somebody else's bag. 
Whoever had the most amount of strings on their bag at the end of the day would lose, causing 

whoever was navigating at the front of the group whilst 
walking to become very paranoid of whoever was walking 
behind them. We then started our walk with much higher 
morale than the day before. My group was navigating, so 
two of us were at the front while the other was at the middle, 
and we would swap around throughout the walk. It was an 
11km walk to the cabin, a decent amount of which was 
uphill, but we kept each other's spirits high through 
encouragement and chats. We walked through bushland 
and flower fields, and would always get excited when a 

boardwalk was seen for us to walk on, as it made the journey just a little bit easier. We walked 
quicker than anticipated, but surprisingly, didn’t tire as fast as we thought we would. We got to 
the Munro cabin for night 2 at around 1 o’clock. The group was pleasantly surprised as to 
having so much free time and to arriving in time to eat lunch. We sorted ourselves into cabins, 
refilled and purified water, then relaxed and journaled. There were two amazing lookouts - one 
from a helipad of ocean that stretched out for more kilometers than I could count, and one that 
looked out at Cape Hauy - a cape that we would be 
hiking on the last day - a view of the journey ahead. 
Lunch consisted of a bean burrito which was probably 
the most delicious thing we ate on the entire walk. 
After that, we spent time journaling, chatting, and 
appreciating the view. Some of us decided to have a 
nap because of how tired we were from the walk, but 
we limited it to one hour as to not disturb our sleep 
later that night. After our sleep, we all got together to 
play board games while the cooking crew made our 



dinner of butter chicken (rice and sauce my vegetarian adaptation). There was leftover rice, so 
many of us were forced to refill our bowls multiple times in order to reduce waste. We then 
drank hot chocolate over a briefing of which the 
Munro camp leader talked us through the walk we 
would be going on tomorrow, outlining it as the 
longest walk of the trek, but the most rewarding. We 
then headed off to bed for a good night’s sleep before 
the big walk the following day. 
 
 
 
 
Day 3 
Wednesday morning was a 5:00 am start to watch the 
sunrise over the ocean from the helipad; a view of which 
we never got to see, as it was a cloudy morning, and we 
were in the wrong spot. This disappointed many of us, 
as we were excited to take pictures and experience 
something many people don’t get the chance to get. We 
all went back to sleep after that and slept in for a little 
longer than the day before. It was a quick breakfast and 
pack up before the 19km day ahead. We would hike 
8km without packs out to the Blade at the end of Cape Pillar, then come back making 16km, 
and after a short break, continue to the next cabin for 3km. We were all eager to see the famous 

Blade and to be walking without packs. Although it was the 
longest day, we knew that most of the walking would be flat 
and that the views would be worth it in the end. We set out on 
our walk, walking through beautiful Tasmanian scenery that 
many of us had never seen before, having come from Sydney - 
a place not exposed to the cold winds of the south. We winded 
around mountains and for a while, we walked against the cliffs, 
which treated us with amazing views of the ocean and the 

track. When we reached the intersection at the bottom of the Blade, we decided to go to another 
lookout, as there was another group already up there. At the lookout, we ate some snacks and 
took some pictures before we descended to the base 
of the Blade. We were divided into smaller groups to 
go up to the Blade, and because my group was 
cooking that day, we had to go last. While the other 
groups went one after the other up to the Blade, my 
group set up the tarp and started preparing the 
ingredients for wraps in the freezing cold wind, which 
took many of us by surprise. We ate our food and then 
started walking up to the Blade. The path was very 



thin at times, and very exposed to wind. We were standing on pillars of rocks when we got to 
the top, and the sense of accomplishment was so strong. Everyone was taking pictures and 
taking in the view. I had never seen so much ocean in my life. We then descended to the base 
of the Blade, packed up or tarp and headed on our way back to the cabin. We warmed up as we 
walked, and although many of us were quite tired, it was an easy walk back to the cabin. When 
we got there, we had a small break before putting our packs back on and walking to the next 
cabin. It felt longer than it actually was, 
probably because we were tired from our 
longest walk yet. As we approached the 
Retakunna cabin, the wind grew colder and 
clouds started to form, indicating possible 
showers. We were all tired and irritable, so 
we quickly got into our cabins and ate dinner 
early so we could sleep as much as 
possible, as the next day was going to be 
the hardest of them all. 
 
 
 
Day 4 
Thursday morning was a 6:30 am wake up. We woke 
up with nervous energy about the day ahead. Some 
of us were excited, some sad to finish the walk, but 
everyone was concerned about the difficulty of the 
walk ahead. It was a 14km walk, with the first few 
kilometres going up a steep hill. The camp leader had 
briefed us the night before about this walk, saying 
that many hikers get nervous about it, but to try and 
focus on the beautiful scenery around us as we walk. 
We quickly ate breakfast and packed up to leave. As we ascended the hill, everyone tired very 
quickly. Morale was low, and we stopped frequently. Although we were all tired and pushing as 
hard as we could, it was hard not to notice the beautiful scenery around us. We were walking 
through a rainforest filled with ferns, trees taller than we could imagine and beautiful flowers. It 
looked like a fairytale. When we reached the top of the hill, we were all relieved to have what we 

thought would be the hardest section of the walk be 
over (it wasn’t). We took pictures from the lookout, and 
then started walking downhill. I was at the front for this 
section, and was walking by default following the difficult 
uphill walk. The environment changed so many times - 
from rainforest to bush, from bush to flower fields and 
everything in between. Never had I ever seen so many 
biomes in such a small area of land. Eventually, we 
reached the spot where we were supposed to drop our 



packs off before walking out to Cape Hauy and back, but we 
kept ours on because we thought we would be eating lunch 
out there. There were two major hills walking out there, and 
as we descended the first and the biggest, we quickly 
realised what a mistake it was keeping our packs on, so 
when we climbed to the top of the second hill, we decided to 
take them off and eat lunch when we got back. This was most 
definitely the most challenging section of the walk for me, and 
I was constantly telling myself I couldn’t do it but I did it 

anyway. We reached the lookout of Cape Hauy, 
exposed to ice-cold winds and natures forces, but it was 
so rewarding. It was one of the most beautiful views I 
had ever seen in my life. At the lookout, we saw the 
Totem, which is a popular climbing spot for climbers. 
The camp leader from the night before told us of a time 
when a man’s head was hit by a rock and knocked him 
out, whilst he was climbing it. To get help, his climbing 
partner had to run back the way we had came at out to 
Fortescue Bay for help, a fact of which told me that if she could run up that hill, then I could 
definitely walk up it. We stayed there for around 20 minutes and had some snacks, then set out 

to go back, which I was dreading. Even though I felt 
dead, I kept going, and made it my default setting to 
walk. We saw echidnas, snakes and whales on the way 
back. We had been waiting the whole trip to see 
whales, so the fact that they showed up as we were 
finishing was a sign that it was worth it. We reached the 
top of the mountain again (after much struggle for some 
people), ate our lunch then walked down to Fortescue 
Bay, which was smooth sailing. We were all so relieved 
to take our packs off for the last time and relax while we 

waited for the bus to take us to the Port Arthur campsite. When we got there, we were reunited 
with our friends from the film group. We were so excited to have rooms that had pillows and 
TVs, but even more excited to have running water and showers, which many of us used right 
away. We were so happy to eat real food when the film 
group barbecued for us. After, our group had to clean 
up while the film group went on a Port Arthur ghost 
tour, which we would go on the next day. 
  
 
 
 
 
 



Day 5 
We got to sleep in for once on Friday, because it wasn’t a 
busy day. Breakfast was eggs and cereal, which I had like 
4 bowls of to make up for the days I didn’t get to eat it 
with real milk. After that, I had a shower and we all got 
ready to go to Port Arthur. Before we left, we made wraps 
for lunch later that day. After walking along the beach to 
Port Arthur, we had some time to relax before our tour 
started, so we all sat down to finish the snacks. Our tour 
guide welcomed us to the site, and his persona made the 
tour so much more enjoyable. He used his charisma to tell us the stories of the land around us, 
which were haunting. I and I think many others in the group found it difficult to believe that a 

place as beautiful as Port Arthur had such a horrific past, 
even though I had visited before many years ago. He 
explained that each building had its own history and stories 
to tell, and walking through the buildings made me feel 
teleported back to the 1800s. After an enriching and 
educating tour, we were given free time to wonder the site, 
eat lunch and take pictures. My friends and I found a lovely 
spot under the shade of an enormous willow tree, which I 
decided would be the tree I would write about for my poem. 

As we ate lunch, I contemplated what exactly that tree saw throughout its years, how the 
environment around it had changed, and what horrors it 
had heard. After eating, my friends and I wandered the 
site to take photos. We then had the option to join a boat 
tour of Isle of the Dead - a cemetery on a small island a 
couple hundred metres from the shore of Port Arthur that 
homes 1646 graves. A few of my friends and I hopped on 
for a beautiful boat ride before docking and walking back 
to the campsite whilst taking pictures of the water and 
plants. When we reached the campsite, we rested for a 
short while before cooking dinner. The Three Capes group had to cook, because the film group 
cooked for us the night before. We made burritos (that tasted amazing), before a little group 

meeting. We discussed our challenges during the walk 
and how we overcame them. It was great hearing 
people's personal triumphs. We then decided that the 
strings from the string game would become the symbol 
of our walk, and we all tied them on our wrists. We then 
piled on the bus to go to a ghost tour of Port Arthur. Our 
tour guide was amazing! He was so into the stories, and 
clearly had a thorough understanding and passion about 
the site’s historic events. He took us to a church, a 
house, a basement and a solitary prison. I found the 



solitary prison to be the most disturbing of all the places we visited. Only the worst prisoners 
were sent there, and had to wear bags over their heads and remain silent. They were nameless, 
and only called by numbers. There were two long walkways that you could barely see the end 
of, and the only light was from a candle. The place smelled of dust. It could make your skin 
crawl. Although we didn’t see any ghosts, I think everyone was scared enough. We then got on 
the bus to go back to the campsite for our last night in Tasmania. 
 
Day 6 
On Saturday, we got to sleep in again. It was such a relaxing 
morning, waking up at a normal time. We got treated to 
pancakes for breakfast, which tasted delicious. We slowly 
packed our things into our packs for the last time, then 
relaxed until it was time to leave. It wasn’t a busy day planned 
- just driving to the airport with stops along the way. Our first 
stop was at Port Arthur Lavender Farm, which was an 
absolute treat. We got to eat at the cafe, browse the store (I 
bought some soap for my parents), and take pictures of the 
flowers. It was so calming wandering the fields and taking 
pictures with all my friends. Soon it was time to get back on 
our bus to the next stop - the Devil’s Kitchen. My group had 
already been here on the way to our walk, but the film group 
hadn’t, so we all got off to wander around and take pictures 

before getting on the bus 
again. Our next stop was 
a blow hole. The views of 
the ocean were amazing, and the walks were so beautiful. 
Our next stop was the Tessellated Pavement - stone next to 
the ocean that had naturally weathered to create a 
geometric pattern. There were little rock pools filled with all 
sorts of sea creatures and colourful shells that made 
beautiful photos. We then got back on the bus to stop at a 
park for lunch, which was wraps. We had to eat the rest of 
the food, so everybody kept coming back for seconds. We 
relaxed and talked about our trip and how sad we were for it 
to almost be over. Then we were on the bus to Hobart 
Airport. It was a sad bus 
ride, but we were excited 
to be reunited with the 
other groups at check in. 

While waiting at our gate, we all told stories from of our 
Tasmania experiences. Looking around, you could see that 
everyone had bonded so much over the trip. It was sad to 
leave, but I was excited to see my family once we returned to 



Sydney. After waiting to pick up our bags, we had a difficult goodbye to our OEG leader, Toni, 
and then went our separate ways. It was such an amazing trip, and I wouldn’t trade the 
experiences and memories I created for the world. 


