
 
 

 
 
 

 
The most important thing about our 
Year 10 Tasmania trip was the way 
students related to one another; they 
became friends with people they’d 

never really interacted with in their four years of high school. The most talked about aspect of the trip was undoubtedly the bus fire. 
As for what was the most fun or the best experience – for some it was the thrill of the jet boat ride, for others it was delving into  
history at Port Arthur and there were some who were amazed that the wallabies 
at Wineglass Bay are so trusting that you can touch them. 
We spent five very busy days on the island with another two nights in transit. 
We walked around Dove Lake at Cradle Mountain, which was shrouded in eerie 

mist, we attended a play about 
convicts and a sinking ship in 
Strahan with a number of students 
being given roles to perform. A 
morning was spent trawling 
through the myriad of stalls at 
Salamanca Market. Our experience 
of Port Arthur began with the 
sometimes quite unnerving ghost 
tour and was consolidated the next 
morning with an exploration of the historical site and a cruise to the Isle of the Dead, 
where up to 2000 convicts, soldiers and civilians are buried. The jet boat ride at  
Huonville was exhilarating, especially for those who kept their eyes open as we weaved 
and spun our way through submerged trees and clattered over rocks at a furious pace, 
sometimes in merely five centi-
metres of water. 
The climb over The Hazards into 
Wineglass Bay was demanding, 

but once we reached the pristine beach on the other side, everyone agreed that 
it has been worth the effort; walking shoes came off and some serious paddling 
took place as the sea came crashing in to the shore. 
The saga of the burning bus began with a loud bang as we drove along, two 
kilometres past the rather nondescript town of Ouse. We thought a rear tyre 
must have blown. Our bus driver quickly ascertained that something far more 
serious had occurred; students and then their luggage were immediately evacu-
ated, well before flames took hold. We watched as plumes of smoke  
engulfed the rear of the bus and reduced visibility on the highway. It was a chilling sight, but no one was hurt and the only losses were 
a sleeping bag, a backpack, a pair of shoes and our sunscreen. Redline Bus Company organised a replacement bus (an upgrade!) and 
even collected our chocolates from the Cadbury factory as we’d now missed our visit. It was a photo opportunity that was not on the 
itinerary, but which we will always remember. 
Some say that the 2008 Tasmania trip was “the best ever!” 



 


