
Beyond 

the

Southern Sea

––––––––

by

––––––––

Ian D Bass


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright © 2026 Ian D Bass

Beyond the Southern Sea

Dedication

Beyond the Southern Sea

Part I — The Restless Horizon

Part II — The Decision to Depart

Part III — The Long Crossing

Part IV — First Sight of the New World

Part V — The Call to Explore

Part VI — Into the Unknown

Part VII — The Strait Beyond the Storm

Part VIII — The Voyage of the Norfolk

Part IX — After the Discovery

Part X — Return to England

Part XI — Return to Sydney

Part XII — The Final Venture

Part XIII — Into the Silence

Historical Notes

Author Bio

Other Titles by the author

Disclaimer

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Copyright © 2026 Ian D Bass

[image: ]


All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.

This is a work of historical fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental, except where historical events and public figures are depicted for dramatic purposes.

The author gratefully acknowledges the extensive body of historical works concerning the early exploration and colonisation of Australia during the late eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries, particularly the voyages and discoveries of George Bass and Matthew Flinders. 

Digital Edition: May 2026

Cover design by Ian D Bass

The Small Bites series grew from a simple, personal aim: to create stories that could be fully experienced in a single sitting. Written for readers with little time to spare—for moments stolen on trains, buses, or during lunch breaks—each piece delivers a complete, emotionally resonant narrative without demanding a long-term commitment. The stories are immersive yet concise, distilling the depth and power of a novel into a form that respects the reader’s time while never diminishing its impact.
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Beyond the Southern Sea follows the remarkable life of George Bass through his own eyes, from his restless youth in England to his mysterious disappearance in the southern oceans. Driven by an unshakable desire to explore the unknown, Bass leaves England as a young naval surgeon and sails for the distant and unforgiving colony of Sydney.

Arriving in a harsh settlement struggling to survive on the edge of the world, Bass becomes captivated by the wild Australian coastline and the untamed interior beyond the colony’s fragile boundaries. Through dangerous inland journeys and perilous coastal expeditions, he develops a reputation for courage, endurance, and daring seamanship.

The novel vividly recounts Bass’s historic partnership with Matthew Flinders as the two men explore Australia’s southern coast in tiny open boats, enduring storms, hunger, and isolation to uncover new waterways and chart unknown shores. Their greatest achievement comes with the confirmation that Tasmania is separated from mainland Australia by what would become known as Bass Strait.

After returning to England and finding himself unable to adapt once more to its ordered society, Bass returns to Australia, drawn back to the sea and the promise of opportunity.

Set against the brutal beauty of the early Australian frontier, Beyond the Southern Sea is both an adventure story and a personal account of ambition, discovery, and isolation. It culminates in Bass’s final voyage into the vast southern waters, where history fades into mystery and the explorer disappears beyond the edge of the known world.
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For all those who look beyond the horizon

and feel the pull of places unknown.

To the explorers who risked everything

upon uncharted seas,

and to the restless souls who could never remain

where the map simply ended.

And in memory of George Bass,

whose name endures not only upon the waters of Bass Strait,

but in the enduring spirit of discovery itself.
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Part I — The Restless Horizon
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Even as a boy, before I knew the names of oceans or the shape of the world, I understood one truth as clearly as breath in my chest: the horizon was not a boundary, but an invitation.

I was born in the quiet countryside of England, where life moved according to season and custom. The fields around us were ancient things—divided by old hedgerows and worn paths trodden by generations long dead. Men there did not dream of distant lands. They dreamed of good harvests, fair prices at market, and sons willing to inherit the same life that had sustained their fathers.

My father believed firmly in steadiness. A trade. Respectability. Routine. He was not an unkind man, but he distrusted restlessness in the way practical men often do. To him, ambition was dangerous if it reached too far beyond one’s station.

My mother spoke more softly, though no less firmly. She believed in duty, in humility before God, and in accepting the life one had been given. She hoped I would become a man of learning perhaps—a physician, respected and settled, with a modest home and orderly habits.

But even as a child I felt apart from the life expected of me.

I remember sitting beside the fire on winter evenings while rain tapped against the windows, tracing my fingers over maps that fascinated me less for what they showed than for what they did not. Vast stretches marked only by uncertain coastlines or empty spaces where cartographers had guessed rather than known.

Those blank places seemed alive to me.

Promises rather than absences.

I would listen to sailors in taverns when I was old enough to wander near the docks alone. Rough men with weather-cut faces and voices worn raw by wind and salt. Many exaggerated their tales, no doubt, yet even their lies carried the scent of distance. Storms in southern oceans. Islands thick with forests no Englishman had named. Waters where stars hung unfamiliar above the mast.

Each story settled inside me like a spark.

England felt... finished.

Not in the sense of decay, but in completeness. Every field hedged. Every road worn smooth by centuries of passage. Every church bell marking hours already measured by countless lives before mine. Every life expected to follow a pattern already written.

I could not bear it.

As I grew older, that feeling sharpened into restlessness. I walked endlessly through the countryside, imagining roads continuing beyond the horizon instead of ending at the next village. Sometimes I climbed hills simply to see farther, standing in the wind and wondering what lay beyond the seas to the west and south.

I hungered for movement.

For uncertainty.

For something untouched.

Yet dreams alone could not carry a man across the world. I possessed neither fortune nor noble name. Exploration was not a profession open to common men without purpose.

So I turned my thoughts toward medicine.

At first it was practicality more than passion. A surgeon’s skill was valuable everywhere—in cities, armies, and aboard ships. But as I apprenticed under experienced practitioners, I discovered there was something compelling in the work itself. The human body was its own unmapped territory: delicate, stubborn, and endlessly vulnerable.

My training was harsh in the manner of the age.

There was little gentleness in eighteenth-century medicine. I learned anatomy not from elegant books alone, but from blood, suffering, and the crude necessity of survival. The smell of spirits, stale sweat, and opened flesh clung to the rooms where we worked. Instruments were cleaned quickly and used again. Men screamed during procedures because there existed little to dull agony beyond alcohol and restraint.

I learned to steady my hands.

To think clearly while others panicked.

To act decisively when hesitation meant death.

Many students abandoned the discipline. Some fainted at the sight of wounds. Others discovered they lacked the stomach for suffering. But I endured, not because I possessed unusual courage, but because I understood something important early on: fear could be mastered if purpose outweighed it.

And my purpose had already begun to take shape.

The sea.

I spent time near ports whenever possible during my training, drawn by the forests of masts rising above the harbours. Ships fascinated me. They were entire worlds unto themselves—fragile wooden structures carrying men into waters vast enough to swallow nations.

A surgeon afloat was different from a physician ashore.

At sea, a man became part healer, part labourer, part witness to extremes. He battled disease, storms, injury, malnutrition, and despair alike. He crossed oceans few others would ever see. He stood at the edge of the known world and, under the banner of duty, stepped beyond it.

That life called to me with increasing force.

Not merely because I longed to travel, but because the sea seemed to strip life to its truest form. Aboard a ship, rank and refinement mattered less than ability. The ocean cared nothing for manners, lineage, or wealth.

It tested only whether a man could survive.

I wanted that test.
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