The Sea Canoeist Newsl etter

No. 84 December 1999 - January 2000

THE SEA CANOEIST
NEWSLETTER

The Journal of the Kiwi Association
of SeaKayakers(N.Z.) Inc. - KASK

e



No. 84 December 1999 - January 2000

KAXK

KASK, theKiwi Association of Sea
Kayakers(N.Z.) Inc., anetwork of
New Zealand sea kayakers, hasthe
objectives of:
1. promoting and encouraging the
sport of sea kayaking
2. promoting safety standards
3. developing techniques &
equipment
4. dealing with issues of coastal
access and protection
5. organizing an annual sea kayak
forum
6. publishing a bimonthly
newsletter.

The Sea Canoeist Newdetter ispub-
lished bimonthly astheofficial news-
letter of theKiwi Association of Sea
Kayakers(N.Z.) Inc.

Articles, trips reports, book reviews,
equipment reviews, new techniques,
letter to the editor, and moments when
the word 'Bugger!' was said singu-
larly or often { referred to by some as
incidents} are sought to enliven the
pages of the newsdletter.

Send in aplain brown envelope, or via
cybermail to:

Editor: P Caffyn,

RD 1, Runanga.

West Coast .N.Z.

Ph/Fax: (03) 7311806

E Mail address:
kayakpc@xtra.co.nz

KASK Subscriptionsare:
$20.00 per annum & cheques
should be made out to:

K.A.SK. (NZ) Inc. & sent to the
KASK Secretary:

Helen Woodward,
82 Hutcheson St.

Blenheim

Ph: (03) 578 5429.
email: h.woodward@xtra.co.nz

Correspondenceto the Secretary:
Helen Woodward,

82 Hutcheson St.

Blenheim

Ph: (03) 578 5429.

email: h.woodwar d@xtra.co.nz

KASXBADGES

Canterbury paddler Rod Banks pro-
duced a badge of a paddler and sea
kayak from solid sterling silver, with
KASK NZ engraved. The badge can
be permanently or termporarily af-
fixed to hats T shirts, ties, evening
gowns or dress suits but not dry suits.
And the badge is appeding to the eye.
Sizeis 23mm long by 11mm high.

Priceis $15 plus $1 P+P, and avail-
able from the KASK Secretary, Helen
Woodward.

LRB2-KASK
HANDBOOK2dEd.

For a copy of this mother of all sea
kayaking handbooks, contact KASK
Secretary Helen Woodward:

82 Hutcheson St.

Blenheim

email: h.woodward@xtra.co.nz
COST:

New members: gratis

Existing members: $10 + $1 p&p
Non-members: $18 + $1 p&p

Make cheques out to KASK (NZ)Inc
Trade enquiries also to Helen.

THE LRB2, or the Little Red Book
2nd. Edition, is amammoth compila
tion on all aspects of seakayaking in
New Zealand, by many of the most
experienced paddlersin the Universe.
Following a brief introduction, the
handbook is divided into six sections:
- Kayak, Paddle & Equipment
-Techniques & Equipment

- The Elements

- Trips and Expeditions

- Placesto Go

- Resources

Each section contains up to nine sepa-

rate chapters. The Resources section,

for example has chapters on:

- guide to managing a sea kayak
symposium

- Paddling Literature

- Author profiles

- Guides and Rental Operators

- Network Addresses

- SeaKayaksin NZ listing

FAKAYAKING
NETWORK
QONTACT
ADDRESTES

Auckland Sea Kayak Network
Vincent Maire

7 Motuora Rd, Manly
Whangaparoa, 1463

Ph: (09) 424 2293

Fax: (09) 424 0385

email: asknet@xtra.co.nz
webpage: nzkayak.co.nz

Canterbury Sea Kayak Network
Andy & Deirdre Sheppard
Ph: (03) 342 7929

Sea Kayak Operators Assoc. of NZ
Bronwyn Duff, Admin. Officer

PO Box 255

Picton

Ph: (03) 573 6505

Fax: (03) 573 8827

Bay of Plenty Sea Kayak Network
Dusty Waddell, Ph: (07) 572 4419
Jean Kirkham, Ph: (07) 552 5982

Wellington Sea Kayak Network
Beverley Burnett

Cellphone: (025) 249 4116

email: beverley.burnett@bswip.co.nz
Web site: http://home.clear.net.nz/
pages/wellseak

Auckland Canoe Club

PO Box 3523, Auckland.
Newsdletter Editor: Julia Thorn
Ph: 09 575 3099

Ruahine Whitewater Club
71 Salisbury St., Ashhurst.
Ph: 06 326 8667

Fax: 06 326 8472

ROTORUA CONTACT
Graeme Muir

36 Buchanan Pl, Rotorua
Ph/ Fax: 07 3477106
email: g.muir@clear.net.nz

NEW PLYMOUTH CONTACT
Mark Gardner

153 Seaview Rd,

New Plymouth

Ph/Fax: (06) 753 9881
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EDITORIAL
This 24 page newsletter is a bumper
24 pager to mark the start of 2000,
with some great inspirational reading
for those paddlers unable to hit the
water. The summer on the West Coast
isturning into the mother of al sum-
mers with large blocking highs sited
in the central Tasman. Conrad Ed-
wards arrived Xmas Eve with plenty
of toys, three kayaks and two wave
skis. Plansfor atrip to Fiordland were
put on hold while the surf and weather
were S0 good, but after a solid week of
wave skiing, | was struggling to lift
my armsto tie the skis on the roofrack.
The highlight was a late afternoon
session on a sweeping lefthander at
Rapahoe. Six foot faces and rides up
to 400m! The beach in front of my
cottage at the 12 Mileis sanded up with
great surfing at high tide. Last night's
session was a corker; the first heavy
rain since Xmas, afull rainbow back-
drop against the Paparoas and a mag-
nificent sunset to the south. Sheer magic.

The east coast and North Island seem
to be suffering from the lovely La
Ninaweather - what abugger! Chris
Duff has had aredl battle into souther-
lies on the east coast of the South
Idand. | haveincluded two storieson
Chris, a background interview from
when he stayed at the 12 Mile enroute
to Picton, a compilation by Sandy
Ferguson from the expedition website,
and abook review of hisaround Ire-
land trip. On 20 January, Chris rang
from Bluff where he was preparing
for the crux of thetrip around Puyse-
gur Point. Heislooking forward to
the Fiordland leg and aims to explore
several of the sounds before trucking
up the West Coast.

The Summer ‘99 issue of ‘NSW Sea
Kayaker,” was a bumper 60 page clas-
sic, the swansong of retiring editor
David Whyte. The colour cover in-
cluded a graphic photo of paddler
Arunas Pilka after a 12 foot crocodile
tried to rip hisleg off. Naturally |
found the story of the attack and res-
cue rivetting, having paddled this same
section of of the North Queensland
coast, but | reckon this story iswell
worth including in the KASK news-
letter as an example of how to do
things right when everything goes dra-

matically wrong. The ‘NSW SeaKay-
aker’ newdletter also included aletter
from a Senior Crew Member of Torres
Strait Rescue, which complimented
Mike Snoad and David Winkworth
on their competent first aid and self
rescue techniques.

Several Kiwi parties have paddled
part or all of that section of coast from
Cairns up to Cape Y ork without inci-
dent and asfar as| am aware without
carrying an EPIRB. This coastal trip
is one of the most magic in the world,
with challenging navigation from reef
to reef across the broad bays, stunning
scenery and following trade wind sea
conditions. For future Kiwi parties
planning this trip, 1 would recom-
mend either taking an EPIRB with the
party, or refrain from swimming and
skin diving off the reefs.

KASK FORUM

Planning is on track for the Easter
KASK Forum at New Brighton. Reg-
istration forms were mailed out to
KASK members, and please return
these promptly so that numbers for
catering can be sorted. Regigtrationis
necessary to attend paddlers should
be organising accommodation ASAP
- don't leaveit too late. The forumis
on apublic holiday (Easter) and the
South New Brighton Motor Camp is
very popular. If anyone needs more
info re the forum or accommodation
they can contact Peter Sullivan di-
rectly. JKA (programme organiser) is
in the final stages of sorting out the
weekend's activities which is starting
to look rather good.

Cheques must be made out to
Y2CKAYAK.

The forms need to be returned for a
number of reasons - safety, catering
needs, next of kin in an emergency,
available skills, etc etc.

CONTACT:

Peter Sullivan

7 Monowai Crescent
Christchurch 9 New Zealand.
Ph(03)3883-380

email: dsullivan@xtra.co.nz

L ocation map of New Brighton Mo-
tor Camp on Page 23.

J
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OVEREASTRIFREPORTS

DEADMAN
WALKING

THE NSW SEA KAYAK
CLUB
‘BACK CARFE’
EXPEDITION TO NORTH
QUEENSLAND

David Winkworth

Wednesday 18 August was atypical
winter’s day in north Queensland -
sunny, warm and windy. Thiswas the
day our expedition would end in dra
matic circumstances.

Arunas Pilka, Mike Snoad and | had
left Cairns just over three weeks ear-
lier, bound for Thursday Iland in
Torres Strait, a distance of about 1000
kms. We'd driven together to Cairns,
and paddled north as a close-knit team,
camping on the mainland and islands
within the vast Great Barrier Reef.

From our campsite that morning on a
sheltered beach near Thorpe Point,
we planned to follow the coast to
Round Point and then strike out for a
37 km crossing of ShelburneBay ona
compass heading of 320 degrees Mag-
netic.

From our launch we paddled in fol-
lowing seas to Round Point where we
departed the coast for the crossing.
The massive white sand dunes of
Shelburne Bay, stretching away to the
south west, reflected the morning sun.
With building seas and winds, we
surfed wave after wave across the
bay, Arunas and Mike being assisted
by their sailing rigs. As| had the only
marine compass on deck, the navigat-
ing duties were mine. Surfing down
the waves, a quick glance at the com-
pass and atouch of stern rudder stroke
would keep our group nicely on course.

With haze on the horizon, we didn’t
expect the western shores of the bay to
come into view for some time. Our

objective was Messum Hill, an 81
metre high sand dune within a mess of
60 metre high dunes. A non-too-
prominent land mark for us, but we
were comfortable with our mantra,
“when in doubt, head west.”

Every ten minutes or so, | turned
around to check for ablack and ablue
sail - Arunas and Mike respectively.
Nearing areef system in the bay with
several small clumps of mangroves
visible, | looked back to see one black
sail only - Mike had been engulfed by
abig wave and had gone over. | turned
around to go back and nearly back-
ward looped on the first wavel

Mike self-rescued OK and retrieved a
few floating bits and pieces. “Lets
land on theidand ahead for lunch,” |
shouted over the wind.

Arunas and Mike nodded in agree-
ment. We approached the mangrove
stands and saw that they were part of
ahuge reef system, which disappeared
over the horizon to the south. So,
skirting the reef to the north, we soon
found the ‘top’ and paddied around to
asmall sand cay protected from the
wind on the north-western tip of the
reef. A prominent sign above the beach
here proclaimed this place to be
Macarthur Island. From here, the
coastline and Messum Hill werevis-
ible, 12 kms to the west. Shallow
warm crystal clear water and clean
white sand fringed by reef greeted usas
our kayaks touched the beach. Thiswas
heaven on earth, no doubt about it!

With the boats just clear of the flood-
ing tide, | stripped off and entered the
water for a swim in the shallows.
Mike prepared afirefor acuppaat the
top of the beach and Arunas circum-
navigated theidand, ajourney of about
four minutes duration!

Arunasjoined me at the water’ s edge.
| sat down next to my boat as Arunas
stripped off and waded out into the
sandy shallows of our little cove. He
flopped forward into the water, alittle
further out than where | had swum,
but still in only thigh-deep water. We
joked briefly about hislack of faithin
my navigation.......

And then it happened.....

Arunas let out acry - ahalf scream,
half shout. He was on his feet, there
was terror in his eyes as he looked at
me. The surface around him was froth
and foam, the sand all churned up. A
big animal had him by the leg. Wasit
ashark? Wasit acroc?

| jJumped up and ran out into the water
theten or so metresto him. Below the
surface | could see the outline of this
thing. It was a big crocodile, and it
was trying to sweep Arunas off his
feet in adeath-roll.

Arunas stuck hisfingersinits nostrils.
It didn't let go. He put hishandsin the
croc’ s mouth, attempting to prise open
the jaws, cutting his hand on atooth.
Still it wouldn't et go, it’ steeth firmly
embedded in Arunas right leg. |
straddled the croc’s back and put my
arms around its smooth hard belly and
hung on.

Whether it was me on it’ s back or not,
we Il never know...but it did let go. It
shot through so powerfully with barely
aflick of it’stail, back out onto the
reef from whereit had come. | felt the
curveof thecroc’ sbody asit spat me
off. THIS was a hig hard strong ani-
mal.

The croc was gone, but would it come
back? | stood up next to Arunas. We
were now in deep shit! There was an
angry croc out there and we were still
inits hunting territory. It now had four
legs to choose from!

“Get out of the water Dave,” yelled
Arunas.

“Not without you mate....come back
with me....keep coming,” | coaxed.

I held my arms outstretched out in a
defensive position as we retreated.

Mike was there with us at the water’s
edge, and we now worked as ateam to
care for Arunas. We lowered him to
the sand. Hisright leg was a mass of
puncture marks and ripped flesh, but
luckily there was little blood loss and
minimal shock for him. | put my rashie
around Arunas' thigh as a precaution-
ary tourniquet. We were later to find
that the croc’s teeth came perilously
close to hisfemoral artery.
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At the water’ s edge we were still in
danger. The croc could come back at
any moment.

We helped Arunas to his feet and |
supported him from behind, my face
on his

shoulder, as the narrowness of his
escape hit me. “ Oh shit mate, shit shit,
oh God.”

We moved together further up the
beach, Mike and | observing Arunas
aswewent. Wedidn't want him to fall
over becauseif hedid, we didn't think
we could pick him up again.

At the top of the beach we lowered
him to the sand again with a plastic
bag behind hisleg keeping sand out of
his wounds. | put up the tent while
Mike stayed with Arunas. Mikeand |
took turnsto stay with him at al times.
Aswelifted Arunasto take him to the
tent, he nearly passed out.

To this stage, there had been no talk of
calling for help. I'd earlier thought
that we could tow him to the mainland
where our map showed 4WD access
to the coast, but would there be any-
one there? Infection was going to be
Arunas big problem - crocs have
dirty teeth. We had to get help quickly
or Arunas could die.

Mike had brought an EPIRB with him
but none of us had ever had to use one
in an emergency. If ever therewas a
time, thiswasit. (I wonder how the
Maatsuyker Club, who shun such
modern rescue devices, would have
handled this scenario?)

“The EPIRB Mike - switchit on,” said
Arunas, aswe propped him up on cool
waterbagsin the tent.

Mike wedged the little yellow EPIRB
into the sand &t the top of the beach and
switched it on. It immediately began
singing its song to the satellites.

We dressed Arunas’ wounds, admin-
istered strong painkillers, a double
dose of antibiotic capsules and his
favourite black tea. We kept awritten
record of all medications and obs for
the paramedic we hoped would come
soon.

There was nothing more we could do
for Arunas but we till had other jobs
to do. We moved the kayaks to the top
of the beach out of the reach of thetide
and placed two of theminaV, the
internationally recognised distress
sign. We cut up alarge yellow plastic
bag of Mikes and made a2 metrelong
V sheet. Using another yellow bag,
we attached it to a paddle as a signal
flag. We wrote the words ‘CROC
ATTACK - ONE EVAC' in the
smooth sand of the beach in 1.2 metre
high letters. We did this many times
as the strong wind continually
smoothed out our writings. We also
prepared a smoky signal fire.

We saw severd shipstravelling north
way out to the east in the inshore
shipping channel but were unable to
attract their attention.....and
then.....exactly 2 hours after the at-
tack, we were buzzed about six times
by a Coastwatch Dash 8 aircraft. It
banked low over our island.

“Y ou bloody beauty,” we shouted.
“You’'ll be out of here soon Arunas,
he's seen our sign for sure.”

Mike and | then cleared a helipad on
the top of theidand which we marked
with alargeyelow plastic “H” and sat
down to wait - there was nothing more
we could do.

We heard the resonating “thump
thump thump” of the chopper before
we saw it, coming in low from the
north and homing in on the EPIRB
signal. What a beautiful sight! The
pilot landed the chopper and a
paramedic and volunteer assistant
went to Arunasin the tent. Paramedic
Dave Barz inspected Arunas’ wounds
pronouncing, “You’re not going to
die,” inserted an intravenous line and
within ten minutes Arunas was gone,
on hisway to Thursday 1sland Hospi-
tal.

Arunas, we' d agreed, would arrange a
fishing boat to pick us up from the
island as soon as possible. We had 2
weeks food and unlimited fresh water
with our desalinator. We were content
to share thisidland with the crocodile.
It was gone for now but would come
back later.

Mike and | sat down and made a
cuppa, trying to “come down” from
the tension

of the previous 4 hours. “Shit,” | said,
shaking my head.

“Yeah, shit,” sighed Mike.

As the sun disappeared behind the
coastal sand dunes, we were prepar-
ing dinner. Suddenly two rubber
duckies full of sailors appeared off
our beach. We ran down to the water:

“Don’t get out in the water, there' sa
big croc here,” we shouted.

They ran their boats up the beach and
jumped out. A few sailors carried au-
tomatic weapons. The croc appeared
on the surface off the point at our
beach.

“Thereheis,” called asailor, and we
saw weapons being cocked and raised.
“Y ou’re not going to shoot it?” we
questioned. They didn’t, but we think
they would' ve if we weren't there.
“Where’s the patient? I'm a
paramedic” said one of the sailors.
“You'retoo late. He went hours ago,”
we replied.

The Executive Officer then introduced
himself. “We' re from the minehunter
HMAS Huon which iswaiting out in
the channel There are also three war-
ships standing by to assist out in the
Cord Sea. W€ ve cometo rescue you.”
“Wedon't need rescuing. We're OK,”
we replied.

“We ve cometo take you to Thursday
Island,” he said.

“Can you take our boats too?” we
asked.

“No can do. Just you.”

We folded our arms...body language
speaks volumes.
“Then we're not going,” we said.

Thiswas going to be interesting! We
know the Navy isin need of some
good publicity after the Collins Class
Sub problems but can you imagine the
tabloid headlines: “SEA KAYAKERS
REFUSE TO BE RESCUED BY
NAVY!” Therewas aflurry of radio
chatter to the mother ship. The Ex
came back to us, “ OK, we can takethe
kayakstoo.”

-
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And so we left this beautiful place to
the crocodiles, with our kayaks bal-
anced precariously across a rubber
duckie. Mike and | were well looked
after by the Navy. We were trans-
ferred to the Thursday Island Navy
boat at 4am in mid channdl near Thurs-
day Idand - the Huon wasin ahurry to
get to Darwin - Eagt Timor matterswe
think. The T.I. Navy boat was full of
media - cameras, reporters, spotlights
- you name it. These guys work fast
and the Navy needed good publicity -
remember?

Meanwhile, at Thursday Island Hos-
pital, Arunas was also being well-
looked after. They kept his wounds
open for aweek before stitching him
up to check for infection and pumped
massive amounts of powerful antibi-
otics into his veins. There was no
infection at all.

Mike and | stayed with the Navy and
Army for a few days - they were
terrific - we had accommodation, a
place to keep the boats AND they kept
the media away. We thought if we
didn’t say anything at al to the media
that they would go away but that was
naive - they just made stuff up!

Chegue-book journalism is alive and
well and living in little Thursday Is-
land. - there were lots of offers! In the
end we took their money and didaTV
piece for “Today Tonight.” We gave
the proceedsto Torres Volunteer Res-
cue and Thursday Island Hospital.
We met Paul and Rhyson T.l. They
aretheidand’ sresident sea kayakers
and they gave us great hospitality.
Mike went for aday paddle with them
in their Rosco’s.

Thursday Island, the commerce hub
for al the Torres Strait ISlandsis one
laid-back place. No-one gives a stuff
about road rules and many of the cars
are held TOGETHER by rust! One
night, we were returning to our hostel
after visiting Arunas when acar came
down the main street in an erratic
manner, “Let’ s get up on the footpath
Mike. Thisguy may have had afew.”
It was the local paddy wagon.

We shipped the kayaks back to Cairns
with Sea Swift for $50 each. When
Arunas was discharged we flew back

to Cairns, picked up the vehicle and
kayaks (thanks Mike) and, with the
patient on a mattress in the back,
headed for home, stopping at hospi-
tals each day for Arunasto have his
wounds dressed. It was nice to finish
as ateam.

Our Cape Y ork Expedition began life
as a 10 week Kimberley Expedition
but two weeks before we were due to
leave, | ended up in my local hospital
with a pulled back muscle. That trip
was off and Arunas proposed the North
Queensland substitute. The ‘Back
Care Expedition’ was born!

Arunas, Mike and | |eft Canberraon a
minus 6 degree morning wearing all
our clothes. Two days later we were
down to shorts and tevas in Cairns!
We launched on the Cairns Park wa-
terfront, our three boats flexing dightly
under the weight of 30 daysfood and
25 litres of water. Arunas Greenlander
won the heaviest boat award: aKim
Beazley autographed picture of a
Collins class Sub! We paddled out of
the Cairns mudhole early morning
with the SE trade winds up and blow-
ing. As we turned north at the first
point to run with the wind, Arunas
capsized when his sail gybed sud-
denly. We sat there for quite awhile
for Arunas to pump out with hislittle
gdley footpump and named that place
‘Pilka Point.’

The westher, till about Cooktown,
was overcast, cool and drizzly, the
water inshore quite murky. Just be-
fore Cooktown, we moved offshore
to spend a couple of nights on the
Hope Islands. These were named by
Cook when he realized his ship, holed
on Endeavour Reef to the south,
wasn't going to sink after all! At Hope
Island, Mike won our coveted Rex
Hunt Award for the biggest fish of the
trip - a magnificent queenfish, which
we cooked in the coals of our camp-
fire. That night, after going to bed, our
campfire exploded, scattering big hot
coasin atwenty five metreradius. A
piece of bamboo, which had water
inside it had exploded. Lucky Escape
No.l.

There were half a dozen yachts at
Hope Idands and we were able to get

~

some good advice on islands and
coastal areas to avoid because of croc
populations

We'd all started the trip with sailing
rigs. Early in thetrip, Arunas bent his
mast in strong winds. | preferred to
paddle only and gave him my mast
and everything worked out well. With
Arunas and Mike sailing/paddling and
me paddling only, we were more or
less equal for the whole expedition.

Cooktown was a nice place on the
Endeavour River. We stopped here
for half a day to collect fresh water
and visit the James Cook Museum -
well worth avisit.

North of Cooktown the weather im-
proved and the water began to clear.
The winds kept howling each day - up
to around 30 knots. We had some
terrific downwind paddling but it was
impossible to go back because the
winds blew all night. Once past
Cooktown, we had to go all the way.
The amount of junk and rubbish on
the beaches was amazing. Anything
and everything was there for scroung-
ers. At Temple Bay we came upon a
fisherman’s camp where the house
was made from beach debris. Pieces
of fishing net were everywhere, plas-
tic items...and thongs, millions of
thongs. At Cape Sidmouth, Mike
found amobile phone and an artificia
leg. We did Rolf Harris impersona-
tions that night!

At Three Idlands, we moved offshore
for 3 nights as we travelled north,
avoiding large areas of swampy croc
habitat. Mike lost his hat near Cape
Flattery - it sunk - and boy was he
pissed! Fair enough too, because small
items assume great importance on trips
like this. Arunas gave him his spare
hat.

We didn’t have time to paddle to
Lizard Iland, so we opted instead for
the Turtle Group. In these places there
are dozens of idandsto explore - you
do need the time though! Some groups
are aseakayaker’ sdream - large areas
of shallow reef which make theis-
lands difficult for yachtsto visit. Sea
kayaks just surf right over the reef
shallows.
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We returned to the coast at Barrow

Point but not before coming very close
to a collision with the bulk carrier
“Hardwar.” For dayswe d been criss-
crossing the shipping channel inside
the reef and keeping a nervous look-
out for ships.They travel fast and are
on you in a matter of minutes. We'd
seen ‘Hardwar’ to the north coming
right at usfor about 10 minutes. There
were also another 3 shipsline astern
behind us! We were boxed in on a
corner in the shipping lane! Luckily,
the northern ship turned inside us asiit
reached us....but it was close. Lucky
Escape No.2.

We skipped around Cape Melville,
picking up sweet fresh water from a
spring under the huge granite boul-
ders of the Cape. From here it was a
short hop across Bathurst Bay to
Flinders and Stanley Island. Water
was available here from tanks at a
National Parks campsite. With ared
sandstone landscape, Flinders re-
minded me of the Kimberley. Flinders
was our jump-off point for Princess
Charlotte Bay - the halfway point of
our expedition.

We didn't have a marine chart for the
expanses of Princess Charlotte Bay -
our longest crossing for the trip - to
work out a compass heading, so we
called on ayachtie anchored in the
channel at Flinders. Using some trac-
ing paper, we copied al the detailswe
required from the yachtie’'s chart -
lights, shoals, reefs, courses etc and
that was the “ map” we used. It worked
too!

The P.C. Bay crossing of 60 kmswas
thelongest of thetrip.....it was also the
only calm day of the expedition. We
had to paddle adog leg course, skirt-
ing 3 huge expanses of reef . Thecam
seas meant we had a fantastic view
around the reef edge of schools of
fish, dolphins, dugongs, sea snakes,
hundreds of turtles and colourful coral
heads. At the end of the crossing we
landed on the one tree Stainer Island,
and joked about it being a sea kayak-
ing ‘shrine.” It was herein 1981, that
Paul Caffyn, on his Round Australia
Expedition, bunkered down to sit out
Cyclone Dominic, as most of theis-
land went underwater. The smell of

bird shit on the * Shrine’ was over-
powering so we paddled on to Pelican
Island for the night.

Another island camp the following
night and then a short day to Cape
Sidmouth. We had to cut the day short
here because the next forty or so kilo-
metres was croc country and we didn’t
have enough daylight to clear it. |
managed to light a respectable bush
firewhile boiling the billy but Arunas
said it was OK because Bush Fire
Brigades do it all the time at home.
We put it out just like they do too!

An afternoon walk along the beach at
Cape Sidmouth brought us to a creek
mouth with alarge sandbank.” Go and
get the tent Arunas - we' Il camp here
tonight,” | joked. And then...on the
sandbank in front of uswas a 12’
crocodile. 1t did into the creek and we
stood on the bank watching atrail of
bubbles. It surfaced not far away to
watch us. When it submerged again,
we |eft.

The next day, in close to a beach near
ariver mouth, | saw asmall “piece of
driftwood” not 10 metresin front of
me. As| leaned the boat to steer around
it, the driftwood surfaced fully and
became a black 16' croc! It quickly
submerged and | lost sight of it. When
you can’t see them....you worry. |
called to Mike who was paddling just
behind me,” Keep paddling Mike. This
is not a good place to stop.”

We camped at the *Old Mission’ south
of Lockhart River that night and
crossed Lloyd Bay the following day
to Restoration Idand just off the coast
at Cape Weymouth. The small com-
munity of Portland Roads, an Allied
sea base in World War 2 is nearby.
Restoration (“Resto” to the locals)
was named by Captain William Bligh.
He landed here in 1789 after crossing
more than 4,000 kms of the Pacific
with 18 crew before proceeding on to
Timor - truly one of the great small
boat voyages of dl time. But, William
Bligh has gone and “Resto” is now
leased by Dave Glasheen, a nouveau
beachcomber from Sydney. Dave has
plans to develop an eco-resort here
but we found it OK just theway it was.
Dave, whose favourite attireisa G

~N
string (no washing) has the most in-

credible all-over tan:
“Even the crack of hisbum istanned,”
commented Arunas.

We spent arest day on Resto. The
fishing here was pretty good, athough
we had competitors. Arunas camein
one day after some trolling and said:
“I've just seen avery big shark.”
“Oh yeah, how big?’ we asked.
“Just a bit shorter than the
Greenlander,” hereplied.

The following day, | hooked up to a
decent trevally near where Arunas
saw the shark. | hauled it up and just
before | was going to grab it in the
water, a shark relieved me of most of
the fish. The bite radius and teeth
markstold methiswas avery big tiger
shark. We called this place Shark
Point. Lucky Escape No.3.

We paddled on, electing to paddle
across Temple Bay to the Olive River
instead of cruising up the inside of the
reefsto Cape Grenville. At the Olive
River, Mike had to remove and
straighten his rudder after it was
whacked by a shark.

“Get all that black paint off it Mike.
Makeit nice and shiny. That'll fix it,”
we joked.

The Home Idlands off Cape Grenville
are worth areturn visit. We stopped
there briefly for lunch - a coral trout
and vegies lunch at that. There are
extensive reefs, the fishing is first
classbut....don’'t go in the water.

From a commercial cray boat in
Margaret Bay, we picked up water
that day, the penultimate day of our
expedition...and continued on to
Thorpe Point for the night.

So, what do you make of North
Queensland? Sun, sun and more sun,
space, solitude.....a sea kayakers
dream? Perhaps...but watch out, the
sting is not necessarily in the tail!

-
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MORE ON THE CROC.

ATTACK

Bevan Walked discussed the croco-
dile attack, as we both have paddied
this section of coast, and Bevan on
several occasions snorkelled on the
reefsin search of fish. What we were
intrigued to learn more about, was the
visihility of the water at thetime of the
attack.

From: David Winkworth

Hi Paul,

Some notes about the croc attack:
Macarthur Island is about 12 kms off
the coast. The water there was as clear
as awell-filtered swimming pool. Un-
derwater visibility was probably 20
metres or so. We were in pretty shal-
low water. When Arunas was attacked
he was only in thigh-deep water. He
was on sand but the reef started about
3 metres out past him. He saw the croc
comein at him off the reef and latch
onto hisleg but it was so quick he had
no time to do anything - not that there
was much he could have done. He was
inthe croc’ s territory fair and square.
Mate, it was aclose thing - this animal
was around the 12 foot mark and boy
was it strong. | really felt like | was
nothing on it’s back.

When we got to Thursday Island, an
officer from the Qld EPA caled meto
get the details of the attack. It ishisjob
toinvestigate all croc attacksin Qld.
We thought that this croc may have
been forced out of anearby estuary by
a bigger animal but he said that all
crocs leave the estuaries and travel -
ie., it was quite normal for thiscroc to
be there. He said they travel thou-
sands of kmsin their lifetime. | asked
him what the difference was between
us swimming on thisisland and the
thousands of tourists who snorkel off
the dive boats further out on the reef.
Hisreply was, “Nothing.”

They arejust asmuch at risk! Food for
thought isn’t it? | did quite a few
interviews up there but none of my
comments about thismadeit to air! |
guess they’ re guarding their tourist
industry pretty well!

Cheers

Dave

HaidaGwaii -
notaTripReport.
by Roy Dumble

Reading the book review on the Queen
Charlotte' s made me realise how time
flies. It's so easy to get caught up in
the merry-go-round of life that you
forget how great it isif only you can
step off, and the read in the last journal
made me realise it was 2 years ago
that we were there - surely time to stop
spinning again! Anyway, thought
some readers may beinterested in a
kiwi sea kayaker’simpressions of the
area. Thisisnot atrip report - for those
with a destination list of places to
paddle before you die, put this some-
where near the top and follow your
own path. What is below are some
issues, remembrances and informa-
tion that may assist your travels.

Planning

We were briefly tempted to head to
Johnston Straight and paddie with resi-
dent orca, but asfar asjourneys go we
weretold it would be abit like walk-
ing down Queen Street, Auckland -
everybody else would be there too!
After friendly advice from staff at
Ecomarine, we decided on a2 month
journey comprising of 2 parts- amonth
paddling the Queen Charlotte’' sand a
month paddling back towards Van-
couver Iand from Prince Rupert. As
usual, the decision making was the
easy part - preparing for the trip took
two weeks of hard work. A ferry strike
due to the ‘ Salmon Wars' between
Canada and the USA removed our
transport option, which meant just
getting to Queen Charlotte City be-
came an adventure. Rental cars and
the Greyhound got us close and we
finished off hitchhiking with our kay-
aks out of Prince Rupert toward the
ferry termina. Within minutes we
were picked up and befriended by
another kayak group who were head-
ing to the same destination for a quick
5 day reconnaissance in preparation
for future commercial tours.

The main accommodation areaisin
Queen Charlotte City, which is about
5km away from Skidegate - the ferry
landing. Because of the Orientation

requirements, we couldn’t just start
paddling off into the sunset, and had
to spend time in Queen Charlotte City
organising entry permits and travel to
launch sites. So after anight of seep-
ing on the floor of the ferry, we ended
up paddling around to Spruce Point
Lodge. Thiswas an excellent B & B
right on the beach overlooking
Robertson Idand. The owners under-
stood sea kayaking and sea kayakers
and were very helpful.

The big paddling attraction in the
Queen Charlotte’ sisthe Gwaii Haanas
National Park. The areaisfamousfor
its wilderness, flora and fauna and
culture. Theloca Indian band (tribe)
isthe Haida, agreat seafaring warrior
nation which has |eft abandoned vil-
lages dotting the coastline. Some of
these sites still have mortuary poles
standing, with the most famous,
Ninstints or Skanggwaii, being de-
clared aWorld Heritage Site.

With one month’s food stashed in our
kayaks, we found ourselves bumping
along aforestry road in a Simpsons
school bus. After six days of travel we
were finaly getting to our launch site!
The areanorth of Gwaii Haanasis il
being milled and the roads and the
eyesore of clear felled areas were cour-
tesy of none other than Fletcher For-
ests. The whole Park area and indeed
the whole of the Queen Charlotte Is-
land group was the site of keen politi-
cal action trying to stop the felling of
original growth forest. Out of this
action in the 1980’ s the Park bounda-
rieswere set, athough hot issues such
astheright of private land ownership
within the Park, marine reserves and
economic sustainability of local peo-
ple are still at the forefront of debate.

Backcountry Management

The issues surrounding this area are
very similar to New Zealand, and we
had interesting discussions with lo-
cals and the Parks Service regarding
the management of them.

Paddling Gwaii Haanas requires per-
mitted entry. The commercia opera-
tors, some of whom are from other
parts of Canada, have aredtricted quota
system and independent paddlers, as
Hilary and | were, are limited to a
daily maximum of 12 (being Septem-
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ber, the end of the season, we had no
trouble getting in. Entry to the Park
now incurs afee, ranging from $C10
- $C80, dependent upon length of
stay). To get a permit we had to attend
an evening ‘orientation’ run by Parks
Canada at Queen Charlotte City. This
was to ensure we were conversant
with local practices such as cultural
considerations and low impact wil-
derness camping. It ranged from bear-
proofing camp sites to inter-tidal
toileting methods. This areais also
thefirst in Canadathat is co-managed
with the local Band and the systems
they are adopting are still being devel-
oped. As such we were asked to take
part in a Parks Backcountry Manage-
ment study to help them collate data
aswe went on our journey. This Park
is at the cutting edge of investigating
issues such as random versus desig-
nated camp sites, limiting numbers
inside the Park boundaries, restricting
numbers of people ashore at specific
sites, flight corridors for air traffic
and qualifications and concessions for
the operators. The sheer pressure of
numbers wanting to get there is caus-
ing management concerns, and hence
practice. Many of these issues are
pertinent to New Zealand - what role
should local iwi havein the Conserva
tion estate, how can we handle the
impact of numbersin areas such as
Abel Tasman, how do we resolve the
toileting issue in heavily used areas
such asthe Abel Tasman and the Bay
of Islands?

Camping.

Sea kayak journeys appeal to usfor
many reasons but one of the strongest
atractionsisthe rhythm that is devel-
oped - away from the stresses and
distractions of everyday life. Thereis
something about a long sea kayak
journey which connects the transcend-
ent spirit to the surrounding environ-
ment. | find the rhythm has two key
parts - on water and on land. Low
impact camping is essential in this
area, where visitors pay to get to a
wilderness and they don't appreciate
pulling up to a beach only to find
obvious signs of other paddlers. Sound
camp hygiene adds to this feeling of
wilderness but has a more immediate
effect of bear proofing the campsite!
Thisisthe home of the largest Black

bears in North America. We had
landed in Canada 3 weeks earlier to
the news of a stalked Black bear at-
tack which killed two and mauled
another, so we were very bear-wary.
We had armed ourselves with every
anti-bear device except firearms but
were told good camping practice
would avoid most encounters. This
resultsin acurious divorced fedling in
the campsite. Cooking in one area,
hanging al food stuffs, including
toothpaste, in atree in another area
and sleeping in yet another area! And
it can't be just any old tree - it should
be 7 meters up and 1 meter out from
the side of the trunk. Even though
forest is right down to the waters
edge, finding that perfect hanging tree
was never easy.

The beaches were a mix of boulder,
shingle or sand and seldom enticing
enough to pitch the tent. However, the
Spruce, Cedar and Hemlock forest
came right down to the waters edge
and browsing animal s enabled good
campsites to be found without too
much trouble. Some beaches were
crowded with logjams and landing at
high tide was often difficult. Because
of these restrictions, certain areas have
become favourite sites for paddlers,
and although camping is non desig-
nated, we frequently found campsites
that had been heavily used. Thisis
especialy so in certain ‘hot spots'.

There are anumber of strategic stag-
ing postsin Gwaii Haanasthat ‘quickie
tourists' useto seethe favourite sights.
Groups get to these spots by boat or
float plane and then spend from a day
to 1 week exploring. Swan Island,
Hotspring Island and Rose Harbour
are 3 such areas. Until recently, pocket
cruise ships used to bring up to 70 day
trippers at atime! The key attractions
are the old Indian village sites and
their mortuary poles. Such large num-
bers are now banned because the pres-
surewas just too great for the minimal
(or zero) amenities. At any landing
site within the Park boundaries, rules
now apply. A maximum of 12 people
can be on site at any one time and
boaties and kayakers must radio ahead
to ensure the numbers aren’t too many.
At any campsite, if itisoccupied, itis
expected of you to carry on and find a
new unoccupied site!

~N
Crittersand Other Wild Things

We had been told that by paddling the
Charlotte's, the chances were high we
would get to see orcajust aseasily as
in the Johnston Straight area. In the
daysleading up to us getting there, we
were hearing reports of a pod of 60
orcain the Hotspring areal Unfortu-
nately the whole time we were there,
we saw a small pod of orcafrom a
distance only once! A pair of minke
whales was the last of the large sea
mammal s that we encountered. How-
ever, this was made up for in many
other ways. The forest and the inter-
tidal zone was an amazingly unspoiled
environment. The Burnaby Narrows
is so heavily encrusted with intertidal
marine life, visitors are asked not to
get out of their boats to walk in the
tide. Instead you are asked to do a
‘float through’. Every footfall would
literally crush hundreds of animals
and plants. To prevent this, the Man-
agement Board isinvestigating an ‘in-
tertidal boardwalk’! The multi hued
starfish and urchinsin the park area
are absolutely dazzling.

Although ill rare we came across sea
otters afew times and Bald eagles
frequent the area. Raccoons crunch-
ing shellfish and squirrels scurrying
around the campsite always kept us
entertained. Asin New Zealand there
is aproblem with introduced species,
and hereit isthe deer. They eat awide
variety of foods, including seaweed,
but are causing irreplaceable damage
to the forest by eating the Spruce and
Cedar saplings. A curious ruling of
the Park management prevent them
from being hunted, even though they
know of the damage they are causing.
They are trying to establish deer free
islands but these deer are determined
swimmers and so far their research
extends to establishing how long it
takesfor the animalsto swim back to
the islands they have removed them
from! Rats are another problem and
they are trying to establish rat free
zones, with expert advice from New
Zealand’ sworld renowned ratbusters.
The bears were an anathema to us.
Thisbeing our first timein bear coun-
try, and what with the horrendous
news of the recent attack, we were
very cautious. Hanging every night
and even camping away from stream
mouths where they are attracted to the

.
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salmon, we hoped not to have an en-
counter. However some perverse
streak inside wanted to get close
enough for that photo opportunity.
One paddler we bumped into had had
abear through his campsite that morn-
ing. It had given his kayak a good
going over but he was very blase
about it all. The paddler had been
fishing and storing the catch under his
bungys which had attracted the bear.
Our decision not to do any fishing on
this journey may well have saved us
from any encounters. Asit waswe got
to see one bear from a distance while
we were safely at sea. In the end we
were satisfied with this!

Highlights

Paddling the eastern side of theseis-
lands afforded us with the most shel-
ter from weather, although care was
still needed. September was the end
of the paddling season and the start of
winter with storm fronts becoming
more frequent. (One surreal moment
was when we were storm bound on a
small idand for 4 days, collecting
water from the fly runoff, and listen-
ing to scratchy radio reports of the
death of Princess Di. It all seemed
quite unreal.) We ventured onto the
western side of theidands on only one
occasion, and that was when we vis-
ited Ninstints and the village of
Skanggwaii. Crossing the channel in
flat weter, we decided to paddle around
the idand before landing. From inside
alagoon we looked out and watched
asal -2 meter break closed in from
the Pacific Ocean beyond. Confident
we could handle that we headed out,
but within 5 minutes we were in the
biggest seas either of us had paddled
inand in no position to attempt to turn
around! We decided the best thing
wasto keep going. We eventually
turned beam on to 5 meter seas and
made a run down the outside of the
idand, surfed in through a break in the
reef at the southern end and settled our
heart rate in the calm waters there 20
minutes | ater!

However, hair-raising paddling was
never the intention of thisjourney. It
was a wilderness journey aong a
coastal forest. Thefloraand faunaand
the views of the San Christoval moun-
tains were eye smacking. The bewil-

dering variety and colour of the forest
fungus made coastal exploration fas-
cinating.

The old village site of Skanggwaii
with the poles and house remains was
avery specia placeto be. It would be
like visiting old Pa sites on our own
headlands, but with palisades and
whare remains still there, reminding
us of the people and culture that lived
there.

The hotpools on Hotspring Island
would have to be the best natural
poolsin the world - make sure you
take the forest walk to the pools from
the southeast shore. Can’t camp on
theisland itself but there is an awe-
some (but waterless) island tucked in
between Hotspring and House I1sland.
Gordon Islands are an excellent stag-
ing post for thetrip acrossto Ningtints.
Beautiful lagoons enclosed by fantas-
tic pillow lavaformations. A very tiny
campsite up on asmall knoll with a
spring down below. Like most of the
smaller islands, bear free.

All Alone Stone - hey, just the nameis
inspiring!

Some Considerations.

Ferries - the terminals never seem to
be any where close to accommoda-
tion. Be prepared to organise trans-
port from or to anywhere you are
staying. If you have to hoof it, find a
place nearest to the ferry terminal. In
Prince Rupert, we stayed at the An-
chor Inn - walking distance to the
ferry with our kayaks.

Time of Year - we were paddling in
September and met up with only one
commercial tour, which happened to
be the last of the season. Even though
this destination is along way from
anywhere, paddling in peak season
would surely mean bumping into oth-
ers. However, end of season can mean
end of settled weather!

On Route Supplies- there aren’t any!
Once you leave Queen Charlotte City,
no more ice cream! Well, that’s not
quite true. Right down the bottom in
Rose Harbour, avery nice family live
in agingerbread house. Patrick and
Mary are one of avery few private

land ownersinside the park. Y ou will
have to visit them to hear their story.
We had heard arumour of these guys
back in Vancouver but weren’t too
sure where they lived. They run Gwalii
Haanas Guest House and used to run
seakayak tours (the last | looked, their
web page was down, but other con-
tacts may work - P.O. Box 578-P,
Rose Harbour, Gwaii Haanas, Haida
Gwaii, BC, Canada VOT 1SO. or
email plemaire@idand.net or ph (250)
624 8707 (March to October) or (250)
559 8638 (October to March). Why
they don’t do it now isanother story.
Anyway, we were running short on
flour, so called in and they sold us
some. If you planned ahead they would
probably be able to restock many sta-
ple supplies - but be prepared to pay!
They are not rip-off merchants - it’s
just that food doesn't come cheap
when you are in the middle of no-
where.

Thiswas the longest unsupported trip
we had undertaken and had underesti-
mated our flour and sugar needs - be
warned!

Kayaks - a number of outfitters can
rent kayaks, including Patrick and
Mary. For those wanting the fully
catered options, arange of fully ca-
tered/guided trips are available. Many
of these, especially those of shorter
duration include float plane drop off
and pick up. There are companies
based on the idands e.g. Queen Char-
lotte Adventures and out-of-townies
e.g. Ecosummer Expeditions - an ex-
cellent guide being Morgan Davies.

Nature of trip - most of the guided
trips are easily completed by beginner
paddlers who have an understanding
and experience of wilderness camp-
ing. Independent travelers have to be
much more experienced in both tech-
nical and management skills. We took
18 paddling days to cover 387 km.

Further information - a most excel-
lent web page for Gwaii Haanas, in-
cluding sea kayaking at:

http://www.harbour.com/parkscan/
gwaii/

Other sites also available, just do a
search on the words Gwaii Haanas.
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WeélingtonSea
Kayak Network
LeedershipCourse

From: Grant Rochfort

Earlier this year the Wellington Sea
Kayak Network put together a safety
panel to discussissues arising on net-
work trips. Asaresult of these meet-
ings severa initiatives were actioned,
the first of which was a guideline
published in our newdletter and, | be-
lieve, the KASK newsletter, on the
Pod culture. The second was produc-
ing laminated checklists for leaders
and the third was to employ me to
develop and run a weekend |leader-
ship course. | thought long and hard
about the content of a course designed
to develop leadership skills applica-
ble for leading peersinstead of lead-
ing commercial clients. | believe lead-
ing peersto be much more difficult as
clients expect to be told exactly what
to do.

The course was run over a Friday
night with full days on Saturday and
Sunday.

On Friday we covered the theory of
Towing when and why, Navigation
piloting, Trip planning, Channel cross-
ing, Tides and currents, Localised
weather effects, Why every trip needs
leadership, Risk management and Peer
feedback.

On Saturday we covered awide range
of rescue skillsin the morning. Most
of the participants fine-tuned their
rescues. Communication during res-
cues was one area that was identified
to be more important than previously
thought. Tight manoeuvring skills
needed to be improved.

Saturday afternoon we ran asmdl trip
where each of the six leaders took a
turn as leader in afresh southerly in
the Titahi Bay area. After each gtint as
leader a peer feedback round was held.
The group found the peer feedback a
useful system for learning from expe-
rience in anon-threatening way. The
|eaders experimented with position-
ing themselves in different places

.

within the group and the use of group
ferry glides. Basically it was found
useful for the leader to potion them-
selves between the group and athreat
and identify themselves as a border.
This meant that by paddling where
they felt safe the group automatically
was well positioned. Also the leader
could see what was going on in the

group.

The whole of Sunday was taken up
with scenario training. Each paddler
led ashort trip and at some stage
during their stint | had organised for
something to go wrong. Rather than
going through every scenario I’d like
to share with you some of the interest-
ing findings from the day. Only about
half of the group carried tow ropes.
However, most agreed that in some
situations a quick tow with an easily
deployed tow rope could turn a scary
scenario into one easily and quickly
managed. One |leader had two pad-
dlerstow one seasick paddler in very
strong winds and this worked very
well. The seasick paddler who wasin
aPuffin had their head buried in their
sprayskirt and had no balance prob-
lemsin very rough seas.

Theferry glideis an essential group
management skill for leaders. An un-
skilled paddler can be coached on
when to head into the wind and when
to paddle their course and in thisway
prevent being blown away from the

group.

Leaders need to have a‘what if’ men-
taity so that when the shit hitsthe fan
they can delegate and organise quickly
to arrest a deteriorating situation be-
foreit gets out of control.

Groups need to stick together espe-
cialy in bad conditions so that they
can communicate and change plans if
necessary.

Our last scenario was a multiple cap-
size in windy condition in which one
paddler let go of hisboat. He ended
up spending eight minutesin the wa-
ter, the main reason being the general
inability of the paddlersto manoeuvre
their boats accurately and effectively
in rough conditions. | may get shot for
saying this but most sea kayakers do

not spend enough time working on
their basic skills; to manoeuvre your
boat effectively in rough conditions
you must have an effective forward
and reverse sweep stroke, a draw
stroke and know how to rail your
kayak. Y ou must also have an idea of
how the conditions will affect your
kayak. Rudders become very limited
in their usefulness at low speeds and
in tight turns.

Leaders with experience and fore-
thought are able to cope better be-
cause they are proactive rather than
reactive. They half expect that things
won'’t go perfectly to plan and there-
fore aren’t surprised (which means
they don’t panic) when they don’t go
to plan. The more options you have
both in skillsand in planning the easier
your life will be as leader when the
wheelsfall off the wagon.

Perfect practice makes perfect. Most
of the group agreed that it was impor-
tant to practise skills including res-
cuesin gnarly conditions.

It's tough to lead your peers and the
group came away with areal appre-
ciation of this They now have abond
which should mean next time one of
them is leading a group they will get
plenty of support from the other pad-
dlers on this course.

I’d like to thank all the paddlers for
working so hard throughout the week-
end.

I’d like to thank Huey for providing
horrible weather which made the learn-
ing so much more real.

I’d like to thank KASK, the Hillary
Commission and Wellington, Porirua
and Hutt City Councils for funding
the course.

And abig thanks Beverley Burnett for
your amazing organisational ability
and for keeping us al sane by turning
up with food when we were all wet,
tired and hungry.

Grant Rochfort
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Subject: Harrassment of
Topcat Fast Ferry.
From: Beverley Burnett

Dear Paul

Regarding the incident involving the
Topcat fast ferry reported in your
October-November issue:

Unfortunately thisis not an isolated
incident. The Waterloo Quay and con-
tainer wharf area are close to the rec-
reational area of Lambton Harbour
and Queens Wharf, so kayakers and
boaties often wander over to have a
look without realising that these areas
are commercial shipping lanes.

Because Topcat is so large, the space
between the two hulls must look quite
inviting (you could fit a couple of
houses under there). It is not apparent
that the engine exhausts are between
the two hulls. Anyone who paddles
under the vessel while the engines are
running has a good chance of ending
up astoast! | saw agroup of kayakers
(rental) paddle under the Topcet while
it was moored at the Overseas Termi-
nal, undergoing trials. Recently afizz
boat was caught ducking in and out of
the Topcat’s hull while it was moored
at its berth at Waterloo Quay. Just
because the vessel is moored doesn’t
mean the engines won't start. Anyone
who plays around under Topcat can
expect to be arrested.

| spoke recently to Keith Pibus, Topcat
CEO. He said that Topcat departures
and arrivals are often delayed because
kayakers, rowers, fizz boaters and
other harbour users are around the
berth in Waterloo Quay and in the
shipping lane. The ship’s radar does
not cover the area between the two
hulls, and the master cannot tell if
anyone is under the boat whileitis
manoeuvering. Blowing the ship's
horn doesn’'t seem to make people
understand that they need to get out of
theway. The Topcat company iswork-
ing with the Harbour Master and his
staff to help harbour users, including
the kayak rental company, understand

that the area around Waterloo Quay
(and also the container wharf) isa
commercial shipping lane and recrea-
tional boaters should be keeping clear.

Mr. Pibus said that the Topcat masters
aredoing their best to coexist safely in
the harbour with recreational users,
and they are hoping that other harbour
userswill make an effort to reciprocate,
particularly by keeping clear of the
shipping laneswhen theferry is due.

We have invited Mr. Pibus to send
one of the Topcat masters to speak at
our next meeting in February, and tell
uswhat it’s like to be driving Topcat
when there are kayakers in the har-
bour. Should be an interesting evening.

Regards, Beverley Burnett
Wellington RSKN

POSTSCRIPT

Unfortunately thisis not an isolated
incident. | saw a group of kayakers
(rental) paddle under the Topcat while
it was moored at the Overseas Termi-
nal, undergoing trials. It is not gener-
aly known that the vessel’ s engines
exhaust between the two hulls. Any-
one who paddles under the vesse
while the engines are running has a
good chance of ending up as toast.
Recently afizz boat was caught duck-
ing in and out of the Topcat’s hull
while it was moored at its berth at
Waterloo Quay. Just because the ves-
sel is moored doesn’t mean the en-
gineswont start.

Kayaksfor sde

For sale. Ex-hire fleet plastic seakay-
aks, complete with paddle, buoyancy
add and spray deck. Kayak models are
Puffin and Sea Quest. Price; $850.00
to $950.00.

Contact; Dave Watson, Marlbourgh
Sounds Adventure Company, Phone
03 573 6078 or 0800 283 283.

Kayak for Sale

Dobbie double sea kayak, Kevlar,
exellent condition, white hull and yel-
low deck, $3550

ono. Contact Pam and Derek
Wakeling, Phone 07 3322198..

SOUTHS.AND

ARCUMNAVIGATION

by Paul Caffyn

North American paddler Chris Duff
left Picton on 5 December 1999 on a
mission to paddle solo around the South
Idand. Chris' s mativation for thistrip
stems from a four month and 3,000
mile cycle trip around the North and
South idandsin 1994, when he scouted
the coastline for along term goal of
undertaking the South Island trip.

Chris sfirst kayak trip after heleft the
US Navy was an 8,000 miles seaand
river trip on the eastern seaboard of
North Americafrom 1983 - 84. He
paddled a Derek Hutchinson designed
Umnak kayak, 15.5 feet long and the
highlights of thetrip can befoundin a
chapter titled ‘' The Lucky One’ in the
Will Nordby edited anthology * Seek-
ersof the Horizon.’

In 1986 Chris achieved thefirst solo
circumnavigation of England, Scot-
land and Wales, and to complete a
circumnavigation of Great Britain, he
journeyed around Irdland in 1996. This
latter trip is the subject of ‘Celtic
Tides,” agem of abook written by
Chris and published by St. Martins
Press (USA) in 1999. Not yet avail-
ablein NZ, the book is available from
Amazon books or try ordering through
a specialist bookshop.

Chris, aged 42, will paddle down the
east coast and has planned aFordland
food resupply drop with friends at
Supper Cove in Dusky Sound on 7
February. He has allowed up to five
months for the trip, and is looking
forward to seeing some of New Zea-
land’s marine fauna. Chrisis paddling
aNigel Dennis designed and British
built Romany Explorer, with 10" di-
ameter fore and aft hatches and an 8”
day hatch aft of the cockpit. The boat
iswithout arudder or skeg, so it will
be interesting to see how Chris copes
with South 1sland conditions.

Chris has awebsite for information on
the trip, www.olypen/cduff, and | will
include progress updates in the news-
letter.
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GEENLAND

ARCUMNAVIGATION

From: Sverre Slotte
| mentioned that two Danes have pad-
dled the northern coastline of Green-
land. Y ou can find info about their trip
on the web at:
http://www.fred.jacobi.com/

Hereis an excerpt::

During the short arctic summer, Dan-
ish polar explorer John Andersen and
cinematographer Frederik Jacobi suc-
ceeded in kayaking the North Coast of
Greenland. The route, that has never
been traveled in summer before, is
one of the ultimate challengesin arc-
tic kayaking. Dueto the rapidly chang-
ing seasons and the great amounts of
packice, the team had to employ ‘al-
pine style' and be prepared to travel in
all possible conditions.

The 2 Danes set out from Station
North, asmall westher station in North
East Greenland, on June 22 skiing on
the sea ice and dragging 100 kilo
heavy kayaks. With the arrival of
spring, the ice was swamped by melt-
ing snow, and progress could only be
made by walking through knee-deep
water using waders. On July 14 they
reached the world’s northernmost
point, Cape Morris Jesup and found
ice-free waters 30 km further west.
Thisis avery rare phenomenon on
these latitudes, and it is probably the
first time anybody has kayaked above
83 degrees north.

The expedition made rapid progress
paddling down the coast, until it en-
countered heavy drift ice in the nar-
row Robeson Channel between
Canada and Greenland. Paddling in 5
foot wide channels between ever col-
liding ice floes and strong tidal cur-
rents called for quick maneuvers and
jumping between ice flakes. Further
south in the Kennedy Channel, the sea
opened up again, and arctic storms
blew &l theice to Canada. This caused
trouble later on, when the expedition
had to passthe 100 km wide Humbol dt
glacier with no icefloesin sght. Faced
with over 24 hours of non-stop pad-
dling with no ice to rest on, they

.

decided to take a 350 km shortcut
across the icecap instead and arrived
in Qaanaag after travelling 1800 km
in 72 days from Station North.

With this expedition John Andersen
is 200 km away from completing a
full circumnavigation of Greenland
in kayak after travelling in the Arctic
for four decades. Frederik Jacobi, who
had never kayaked before, describes
thetrip asa*“great introduction to the
Arctic” and looks forward to editing
the many hours of film footage that
eventually will beturned intoa TV
documentary on the history of north-
ern Greenland seen through the eyes
of modern explorers.

Subject: Re: RobRoy

From: Alex Ferguson

Here'saURL you might beinterested
in. They have converted the entire
text, including pictures, of
MacGregor's ‘A Thousand Milesin
the Rob Roy Canoe on Rivers and
Lakes of Europe’ to HTML. Very
entertaining:
http://eldred.ne.mediaone.net/jm/
TM.HTM#top

JOHN MACGREGOR

For those not aware of John
MacGregor, heis considered by many
to be the founder of modern day ca-
noeing and kayaking. Born in 1825,
MacGregor graduated from Trinity
College, Dublin, with a degree in
mathematics. He travelled extensively
through Europe, North Africa, Rus-
sia, Canada and Siberia before com-
missioning a clinker built kayak to be
built in 1865. He used this kayak,
christened * Rob Roy’, for an extended
trip exploring the rivers and | akes of
France, Germany, Belgium and Swit-
zerland and then wrote the book ‘A
Thousand Milesin the Rob Roy Ca-
noe on Rivers and Lakes of Europe’
first published in 1866. Further ad-
ventures resulted in two more pad-
dling titles, ‘Rob Rob on the Baltic’
(1867) and ‘ Raob Roy on the Jordan’
(1869). The threetitles are not easy to
obtain although reprints of his first
book occasionally surface in the
secondhand bookshops. The August
1999 issue of ‘Sea Kayaker’ has an
excellent background article on the
life and books of this Victorian Era
paddler.

Paul Caffyn

FORUM-SYMPOSUMCALENDAR
COASTBUSTERS2000

Date: 17 - 19 Mar ch 2000
Venue: Puriri Motor Camp, Orewa
Theme: Practical sea kayaking with an emphasison risk
management, making& doing things, planning, going
places, plus demonstrationsin the pool.
Thereisalso afull-day trip to lovely Motuora Island.
Info: Kerry Howe (09) 478 9952
or email: K.R.Howe@massey.ac.nz
or Vincent Maire (09) 424 2293
email: asknet@xtra.co.nz
website: http://member s.xoom.com/coastbuster s/

KASKY2CKAYAKFORUM

Date: Easter 2000, 21 - 24 April
Venue: South Brighton Domain, Christchurch

Info: Peter Sullivan (03) 388 3380
email: dsullivan@xtra.co.nz
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'NoReason'
TheRoof of Britain
Kayak Expedition

by lan Wilson
& Sean Morley

(Thisis the continuation of this ac-
count from the first installment in
Newsletter No. 83)

Day 3

Sunday 13th June 1999 (38 miles,
eight and a half hours paddling)
Wilson entertained me with his snor-
ing during the night. He had adapted
to sleeping in atent so quickly it was
asif he had been doing it most of his
life (which he has)! An occasional
nudge was enough to allow me to
deep until the alarm woke me at
6.00am. It had been raining for much
of the night. A real blessing in dis-
guise as the wind had backed south
westerly. Much more favourable for
our first big crossing. The Point of
Ardnamurchan is the most westerly
point on the British mainland.
Suprised? | too had always thought it
was Cape Cornwall, but check it out -
it'strue! The rugged peninsular thrusts
out into the Atlantic and has stead-
fastly refused to be tamed by modern
man. Itsrolling moorland hills and
secluded lochans are ahaven for wild-
life including red deer, sea otters and
golden eagles.

Sadly we saw none of these as we | eft
Kilchoan under leaden skies. The
massive cliffs obscured all but the
next heather-clad headland. The sense
of remoteness increased as we headed
west then north, the swell increasing
aswe rounded Corrachadh Mor. This
feeling of isolation was spoilt some-
what when Wilson spotted a set of
traffic lights on the single track road
leading to the lighthouse!  Someone
with a sense of humour must have
come up with that idea. There were
many times more sedls than there were
ever likely to be cars. A quick photo
and a crunchy bar, there was nowhere
to get out so we pushed on towards
Sanna Point. Having rounded the
headland we could see the Small Isles
of Muck and Eigg as dark smudges on

the horizon. Visibility was poor, the
wind increasing al thetime. | was not
looking forward to the crossing.
Wilson, as usual, was up for it. |
insisted on a pee stop then we headed
out into the murk. | already had a
bearing worked out for Port Mor (on
theidand of Muck) seven miles awvay.
Thewind was playing trickson us. It
had been south westerly first thing.
Then it had veered southerly and now
east sou’ east. It was asolid Force 4
with gusts of 5to 6. By confusing the
residua south westerly swell it made
for an uncomfortable paddle. We had
gone about half way when | called
Wilson over. | pointed out that if the
wind stayed as it was or went even
further to the east it would make the
crossing from Muck to Eigg extremely
difficult. We agreed to alter course
and head for Galmisdale on Eigg,
passing just a couple of miles east of
Muck. | had wanted to spend some
time on the Small Isles of the Inner
Hebrides but the weather was not good
and the last thing we wanted was to
get stuck on the islands for several
days. We decided to have lunch on
Eigg and then head directly acrossto
Point of Seat onthelde of Skye. The
lyric of Robert Stevenson’s‘ The Skye
Boat Song’ came to me aswe bounced
on over the swell:

Mull was astern,
Rum on the port,
Eigg on the starboard bow

Wl not quite but it was close enough.
We were buzzed by ahundred or more
Manx Shearwaters mid-channel. |
became quite giddy as they circled
erratically around us. The mighty
black rock of An Sgurr on Eigg isone
of the most distinctive features of the
Inner Hebrides. It really does ook
like an upturned ships prow and must
have made an excellent fortress for
the Pictsin the early years of the first
millennium, guarding one of the main
sea paths of the Celtic world. The
shelter created by thisrock wall has
created a sub-tropical micro-climate
where theidandsflora, including rare
ferns and palm trees flourish. We
found no such shelter from the bitter
south east wind and heavy rain that
welcomed us as we arrived in the
small harbour. We were just trying to

find arefuge on the shore when acall
came across the water,

“Do you fancy acup of tea?’

We turned to see a grey-haired, sun-
tanned face smiling at us from the
cockpit of awooden yacht moored in
thesmdl bay. Wewarned him that we
were soaking wet but he reassured us
and welcomed us on board. Out of the
wind and rain it was heaven in that
boat. Hugh Eaglesfield was a fasci-
nating character who spent much of
his summers sailing the west coast of
Scotland. Retired from Dounreay,
the nuclear power station on the north
coast, he would sometimes sail his
yacht around from the east coast where
he now resided, through the Pentland
Firth and around Cape Wrath. This
year he had used the Caledonian Ca-
nal. | had lots of questionsfor him and
his knowledge and experience was
invaluable. Meanwhile Wilson took
over hisgalley and prepared our lunch.
Once we had sat down to eat | could
not get aword in edge-ways as Wilson
and Hugh told tales of their exploits
on the high seas. We could easily
have stayed there all day. Thewind
was howling outside and there was no
let up intheincessant rain. But Hugh,
far from advising usnot to go out init,
encouraged usto get back in our kay-
aks. Not because he wanted to get rid
of us, he assured us, but because he
too had heard the forecast and he
knew we risked getting stuck if we
delayed any longer. He had pressed
the right buttons and we clambered
back into our kayaks for the next
crossing.

Thanking Hugh for his hospitality and
promising to keep in touch we headed
north, following the saw-tooth ridge
of Beinn Bhuidhe until we could see
Point of Sleat some eight miles away.
We took a bearing straight for it. As
we passed the northern tip of Eigg the
massive bulk of Rum wasrevealed. A
shifting window in the clouds allowed
watery sunlight to filter through, fore-
shortening the distance to the island.

The sunlight beckoned us but we re-
sisted the temptation. It would have
meant areally hard paddle from Rum
to Skyelater that day. | would haveto
explorethat idand another day. It was
a major disappointment for me. |

yearned to see white-tailed sea eagles

~
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soaring above it its four high pinna-
cles.

“I’ll be back,” | promised myself.

The Cuillin Mountains were obliter-
ated by thick oily clouds. In my
mind’s eye | had pictured Skye, per-
haps the most romantic of all the Heb-
ridean idlands. It had looked nothing
like the real image that now presented
itself. The steep low cliffs backed by
forbidding hills under a gloomy sky.
We entered the Sound of Slest, a steep
choppy sea making the going difficult
despite the flooding tide. There was
the promise of a bed at Ornsay, a
friend of afriend - you know how itis,
but that wastoo far. We had to settle
for Armadale Bay where we knew
there would be a phone and fresh
water. There appeared to be lots of
placesto pitch atent on the lush green
grass. Closer ingpection revealed it to
be salt marsh riven with little gullies
and ankle breaking pot holes. Even-
tually we found a solid piece of turf,
just a few feet above the high water
mark. | was conscious again of the
imminent spring tides and we waited
until we could be certain of pitching
the tent without it being flooded . The
morning tide would be higher again
so we would have to be up bright and
early. Phone calls made to the coast-
guard and respective partners, we were
happy about the progress we had made
in what could only be described as
crap conditions. We used the toilet at
the nearby boat yard. Cor! A st down
job! We were shattered by the days
effort and it was tent, grub, bed in
rapid succession.

Day 4

Monday 14th Junel999 (39 miles, ten
hours paddling)

| did not deep well, whether it wasthe
rain squalls rattling the tent or the
subliminal worry about the morning
high tide, I'm not sure. | wokewith a
start just after 6.00am. Quickly look-
ing outside, the sea had crept silently
to within two feet of our tent. | shook
Wilson, still deep in sleep.

“1 think we had better get amove on!”
Asit was the tide came no closer and
we were able to eat our porridge with-
out getting wet. It had given us an
early start though and by 8.00am we
were paddling out of the bay into a

\_

following sea. The wind was being
funnelled up the Sound of Sleat and
we made excellent progress towards
the idland of Ornsay, gliding through
the shallows into the small port.

It was raining heavily as we trudged
into the only shop, water dripping all
over the bare floor boards. 1t was busy
with local people getting their morn-
ing paper and bottle of milk. No-one
batted an eyelid as we searched the
shelves for something tasty. They
must get visitors dressed in neoprene
skirts al thetime! Aswe discussed
what we could supplement the days
lunch with Wilson performed a neat
juggling trick with acan of beans. As
it slipped from his grasp he batted it
across the room narrowly missing a
display of carefully placed bone-china
trinkets, probably worth a small for-
tune.

“1 thought it was set up for bar bil-
liards’, he explained.

“Do you take credit card?’ he asked
the shopkeeper.

We left the shop in tears of laughter
and found shelter from the downpour
in a marquee erected on the harbour
sde. It wastheremainsof avery posh
do; chandeliers, ‘champers’, the lot.
Wefelt alittle incongruous as we sat
there, our warm bodies slowly steam-
ing. When it was time to head of f
again we both felt the urge as soon as
we stepped out into the cold. Having
completed our business against the
nearest hedge | was just adjusting
myself when a very smart looking
woman appeared from around the
corner.

“Do you work here?” sheasked in a
very English accent.

“We were sheltering from therain” |
explained.

“You'rein my garden” she exclaimed
indignantly.

| did not bother to communicate any
further.

| puzzled asto what job she thought
we might have been performing. Per-
haps all her servants dressin dry cags,
waterproof trousers and wetsuit boots!

Our delay had been deliberate. We
were about to enter Kyle Rhea, afjord-
like channel between Skye and the
mainland. The tide would be flowing
at up to 8 knotsin the wrong direction

and would not be turning for another
couple of hours at least. We decided
to push on anyway - at least thewind
was behind us. The channel narrowed
until the steep wooded cliffs engulfed
us. Dramatic falls of brown peaty
water cascaded down hidden gullies
asif the very mountains themselves
were bleeding to death in some sacri-
ficia act. A pair of Peregrine falcons
shrieked obscenities as we passed un-
derneath. The wind was more than a
match for the tide so long as we hugged
the shore. The six foot swell kicked
up by the weather tide hel ped us surf
past each rocky outcrop. It was stun-
ning scenery despite the miserable
weather and | revelled in being ableto
defeat the opposing tide. We reached
the reverse eddy in the bay of Bagh
Dunan Ruadh without aproblem. The
next section presented a bit more of a
challenge though. The channel was
just three hundred meters wide and
we were reminded of the speed of the
south flowing tide as a large Royal

Fleet Auxiliary vessel came crashing
down through the standing waves at
high speed. It was an impressive sight
and was evidence of the depth and
volume of water rushing through the
narrow gap. At first glance there
appeared to be no way that we would
be ableto paddle against it. On closer
inspection however it was apparent
that if we hopped the eddies along the
Skye shoreline we could just about do
it. After acouple of careless break-ins
where the tide swept us 180 degrees
back the way we had come we got the
angle right and with the speed of the
Inuks we were able to paddle up-
stream against the flow. We were
being watched, not just by the passen-
gersand crew of the ferry working the
narrow crossing, but also by agang of
seals fishing and playing in the eddy
lines. Aswefinaly madeit into the
reverse eddy by the lighthouse half
way up the narrowest part of Kyle
Rhea we came across a colony of a
hundred or more seals of all shapes
and sizes. Theyoung pups had possi-
bly never seen a kayak before and
could not have been taught about the
historical use of the craft in Arctic
waters. They came to within afew
feet before diving in amelodramatic
flail of fins. One youngster had obvi-
ously watched too many * Flipper’ epi-
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sodes as he came leaping past with
carefree abandon. We just floated
and admired their agility in the water.
Any atemptsto photograph them were
hopeless asthey deliberately dived at
the critical moment.

We could have sat there dl day but we
were both getting hungry and we still
had a few miles to do before lunch.
Turning the corner into Kyle Akin the
wind was on the nose again. It just
goesto show that any wind forecast is
amost irrelevant in these parts as the
islands and glens just direct the air-
flow down the line of least resistance.
It was a hard thrash across to Kyle of
Lochalsh, passing underneath the con-
troversial Skye Bridge. | do not pre-
tend to understand all the issues but |
have some sympathy with the opposi-
tion to such abridge. Anything that
takes away what Jim Crummley de-
scribes asthe ‘Idland-ness’ of Skyeis
sad and | would be the first to agree
that the many ferries that serve the
Hebrides should be subsidised by cen-
tral government to ensure their eco-
nomic viability. However, unless na-
tional and local government policy
has, as its aim, to keep the young
Hebrideans on the islands by provid-
ing opportunity and prosperity the
identity of this place will be lost -
forever.

The depopulation of the Highlands
and Islands began when the
Hanovarian army crushed the Jaco-
bite uprising at the Battle of Culloden
in 1745. The lairds and landlords,
once dependent on their tenantry for
military support found they were no
longer ableto raisearms. At the same
time they realised there was more
profit to be had in sheep and sporting
estates. The relatively large
populations in the glens and on the
idands of Scotland’ swest coast, were
forced off their crofts and given little
option but to emigrate, mostly to
Canada and Americawhich they did
in great numbers. The Clearences
continued until the Crofter’s Act of
1886 when a degree of security of
tenure was introduced. Emigration
caused by unemployment and the
promise of ‘abetter life’ in the cities
continued through the twentieth cen-
tury and only recently has the trend

been reversed. How many of the once
empty crofts have been renovated by
settlers from the city in search of ‘the
good life? Theinterest in al things
Celtic has done much to revive the
economy of the Hebrides. Whether
the building of abridge will detract
from the romantic ideal of the Isle of
Skye is difficult to say. It has cer-
tainly made it more accessible to those
lacking imagination.

Ferry gliding through Plock of Kyle
we sought shelter in a gully to the
north of the town. Wilson did his
‘chef thing’ whilst | tried to find the
shortest route into town. | came across
an old man collecting huge lumps of
coa from the side of the railway line.
Relics of a by-gone age they still
provided good fuel, heexplained. Kyle
of Lochalsh isthe terminus for one of
the great rail journeys of Britain. With
lunch eaten in warm sunshine in the
undergrowth to escape the chill west-
erly wind, | volunteered to walk into
town to buy some extra gas canisters.
Wilson had purchased a gas conver-
sion kit for his Trangia which was
proving to be very efficient, boiling a
kettle in about eight minutes. Hewas
now able to estimate how much gas
we would use for thewholetrip and as
thiswasthe last town for many daysit
seemed sensible to get it now. | left
Wilson sat in his boat to keep warm.
Even so by the time | had returned
from a successful shop he was shiver-
ing with cold.

We headed north. My original plan
had been to go across to Scalpay and
up through the Sound of Raasay to
lona. The Force 4-5 westerly put paid
tothat idea. Instead we crossed Loch
Carron to the Crowlin Islands. The
Skye peaks of Sgurr Mhairi, Beinn na
Caillich and BlaBheinn (926m) with
the Cuillin massive behind were sil-
houetted in the late afternoon sun.
Looking across to Wilson, the sun-
light turning the spray from his pad-
dlesinto showers of molten metal, |
was moved by the enormity of what
lay ahead. We were leaving the shel-
ter of the Inner Hebrides, heading up
into the Minch and beyond to the
North Atlantic. Cape Wrath, the no-
torious ‘turning point’ seemed so far
away, yet it was just one of many

magjor headlands that now lay between
us and the relative sanctuary of the
east coast.

Degpite the strong side wind and the
fact that Wilson had been unable to
get warm since lunch, our pace was
perfectly matched. We arrived in
Applecross Bay in pleasant evening
sunshine. Finding a nice spot next to
a stream beside a couple of wooden
boats resting quietly on the turf, we
soon had our kit strewn everywhere.
A very tame male Chaffinch enter-
tained us as we fed him left-over
crunchy bar. He sat happily on adeck
hatch whilst we prepared his and our
supper. As the sun sank over the
Western Isles | was reluctant to get
into the tent. Another big day to
come, | was making the most of being
warm and dry. Thiswaswhy we were
here, thiswas just the beginning.

Day 5

Tuesday 15th June 1999 (48 miles,
nine and a half hours paddling)

| awoke early but dozed until 7.30am.
The bay was calm with alight south
westerly breeze just ruffling the sur-
face. 1t had been agreat campsite and
for that reason perhaps we werein no
hurry to leave. By 9.30am we were
finally underway. | had atendency to
‘faff’ which occasionally meant lan
was waiting for meto get my butt into
my boat. It wasatail wind again. |
made asilent prayer of thanksto who-
ever was responsible because we
needed a big mileage day if we were
to reach our goal of the Summer Ides.
We surfed past the Royal Navy exer-
ciseareaoff RunaLachan. | could see
someone watching us from the traffic
control tower aswe sped past at around
seven knots. We were now due esst of
the northern tip of Ronawith its gleam-
ing white lighthouse. This narrow
island ridge is high on my list for a
return visit. Further west the broken
ridge on the Trotternish peninsular of
Skye dipped towards the Outer Hebri-
des, clearly visible on the western
horizon. Aswe crossed Loch Torridon
the three great mountains of Liathach,
Beinn Eighe and Beinn Alligin domi-
nated the view inland, cumulus cloud
just caressing the high summits. |
took aphoto of Wilson; he had climbed
most of the mountainsin the Torridon
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range but he had never seen them
from thisangle.

We were reminded of how far north
we were by the first of many Great
Skua. These powerful birds would
glide low towards us, checking us out
to seeif we were edible, angling away
at the last moment. We passed Red
Point, our progress slowed by oppos-
ing tide. Without a break we pushed
onto Longaldand, in the entrance to
Loch Gairloch. Wilson was going
well. His ability to surf hisInuk down
the steep following seas whilst | floun-
dered around in his wake, convinced
me that my rear hatch was full of
water. The large hatch cover was
severa years old and quite perished. |
had decided it would do one more
expedition but | was concerned it may
be letting in water whenever it was
rough. | inspected it a lunch time- the
rear compartment was dry, so | had no
excuse. Wilson was supremely fit
and his confidence and familiarity
with his kayak was increasing with
each day. | would dowell just to keep
up with him.

There was no beach on the island but
having paddled non-stop for three and
a half hours we were both desperate
for abreak. We hauled the kayaks
over large rounded boulders above
the surge of the small swell. We ate
lunch in the lee of alow cliff in the
entrance to a cave the size of adouble
garage. A gang of sealswe had acci-
dentally disturbed on our way in came
to see what we were up to. Wilson
posed for more photos. Hisfather ran
abusiness importing vacuum bagged
Saarlander sausages from Germany.
These mini ‘Bullets realy hit the
spot when we were feeling hungry.
During along trip | have found that
just eating high energy cereal bars
leaves you craving something savoury.
A couple of ‘Bullets were a conven-
ient way of taking the edge off that
desire.

Having scoffed half a packet of Chi-
nese noodles, a Fruitini and half a
plum loaf each we were ready to make
more miles. The falling tide had ex-
posed aforest of two-foot-tall kelp
between the boats and the water. Slid-
ing up to our waists between the boul-

\_

ders and mindful of the many sea
urchins, we heaved the reluctant boats
back into the sea. By thetime we had
accomplished this we were hungry

again!

Following the coast due north we ap-
proached Rubha Reigh. Huge cav-
erns and countless sea stacks kept us
fascinated, then under the lighthouse,
seemingly one of the few that is occu-
pied, Wilson pointing out the clothes
fluttering on the washing line in the
stiff breeze. We landed on the iso-
lated beach of Camas Mor, the vir-
ginal sand and vertical stacks remi-
niscent of the golden beaches of Corn-
wall’s north coast. A quick toilet
break trying to not feel guilty about
soiling somewhere so perfectly pris-
tine, we made yet another big cross-
ing to Greenstone point eight miles
away. The flat headland of layered
Torridonian sandstone, ‘one of the
oldest rocks in the world” Wilson in-
formed me, seemed to take forever to
reach. The western horizon was dark-
ening with the approach of awarm
front. The wind picked up as we
crossed Loch Ewe. | doubt if the crew
of the Roya Navy destroyer even saw
us as they entered the loch behind us.
By now it was raining and the wind
was steadily increasing. The Summer
Isles were another ten miles of open
water away. We decided to head into
Grunard Bay to the curiously named

Mellon Udrigle which, according to
my map, at least had atelephone. As
we arrived Wilson spotted an ‘old’

lady walking her dog on the crescent
of white sand. She might have been
advanced in years but she was ‘ young'

enough to paddle her own sea kayak

out to the many islands that litter the
bay. She warned us that unless we
asked permission at the croft up on the
hill, we were likely to be kicked off

the grassed sand dunes that formed a
most basic campsite. The concept of
paying to pitch our tent was some-
what aliento usand | am still not sure
what we actually got for our £2 - there
were no toilets or fresh water pro-

vided, but we worked quickly and
efficiently to get the tent up so that we
could shelter from the steady drizzle.

Wilson was at it again. He went up to
avery smart looking caravan to ask if

he could use their washing line to
hang hiswet kit on. Within minutes
we were ensconced on their luxurious
sofa consuming tea and ginger cake.
Wilson warned me with a look that
did not need reinforcing with words.
He did not intend moving from that
spot until he absolutely had to. | went
off to phone the coastguard and Linda
whilst he did what he does best.

| returned three quarters of an hour
later to find him till chatting away to
the very pleasant couple. Chris, it
turned out, spent most of the year at
Méellon. He had left in December last
year refurning again in February. His
partner joined him whenever she
could. Chrisreassured usthatitis
lovely there when the sun shines and
| am sure heisright. It wasjust a
shame that right then the warm front
had brought visibility down to less
than five miles and it was not looking
good for the next days paddle.

Before going to sleep Wilson and |
chatted about the trip so far. | had
come to the conclusion that it was not
what you do that matters but who you
do it with. During my journey around
Devon and Cornwall | had become
incredibly lonely. It took me by sur-
priseand | did not really have a strat-
egy to ded withit. | missed Lindato
the point where | became desperate to
finish the paddle, somewhat under-
mining the adventure. Beforethistrip
| had mentally prepared myself for
thisand Wilson's company meant that
| wasredlly very content. Of coursel
gtill have the same feelings for Linda
and was already looking forward to
seeing her again, but although some-
times alone during along crossing or
because | felt like some space, | was
never lonely. Wilson proved to be the
perfect travelling companion and |
was S0 pleased he had agreed to come
with me.

Forecast for the next day? 3-4
Sou’ sou' westerly increasing 7-8 later!

(to be continued in n/l N0.85)
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TRHREPORT

AJinLUST!

Reprinted from the December 1999
Nelson Canoe Club newsletter, ‘ Bot-
toms Up.’

What do you call aseakayak enthusi-
ast and trip leader who' d rather take a
water taxi than punch into 25 knot
headwinds for a couple of hours? Sen-
sible, maybe but in AJ s case we're
talking lust! To set the record straight
I’m talking about the annual Labour
weekend seakayaking pilgrimage to
the Marlborough Sounds for the usual
hearty dose of sex, drugs and rock and
roll.

This outing promised a twist or two
including avisit by that well known
seakayak identity the Phantom, there
for theritual stoning and burning of a
jet ski and aformal attired dinner.
Things are on the up and up. The
venue was to be Pipi beach, tucked
away on the western shore between
Kenepuru and Pelorus sounds about
2-3 hours paddle from Havelock de-
pending on the strength of the wind of
course.

As usual paddlers arrived from all
points of the compass, such isthe lure
of aPhantom sighting, afterdl it'snot
every day you see someone wearing
their undies on the outside. However
fate dictated that we al arived on
mass and the fight for tent sites began
with plenty of relish. It wasn't long
before we were all ship shape and the
tall tales flowed like wine and visa
versa. Asthe evening approached the
formal attire emerged with everything
from white ball gowns and pearlsto a
tux complete with cumberbund etc.
There were afew variations on the
standard theme with the odd bit of
rayon and polyester to add a bit of
class. Thefirewaslit and we all
waited the arrival of the Phantom with
bated breath.

It was all abit of afizzer. A murky
caped figure appeared from out of the
dark, incanted something marginally
intelligent then he tossed ajet ski onto
thefire, threw ahandful of rocksat it,
turned into the night and that was the

|ast we saw of him.

Thejet ski put in even less of a appear-
ance as it went up like a rocket.
Whoosh - it was gone, Therest of the
night was spent watching AJ tearing
himself away from being in lust long
enough to bum everything burnable
on the beach.

The odd person added to the enter-
tainment when they were caught una
wares by thetide. Funwashad by one
and all and thislittle outing AJ organ-
izes each Labour weekend is fast be-
coming acult classic. Infact you'd
better pencil it in the diary for next
year now. | wonder what we'll wear
next time - CROSSDRESSING!?

BOOKREVIBNV

Title: ‘On Céltic Tides
Subtitle: ‘One Man's Journey Around
Ireland by Sea Kayak’

Author: Chris Duff

Published: 1999

Publisher: St. Martin’s Press, USA
ISBN: 0-312-20508-2

Content: Hardback, dustjacket, 269pp,
sketch maps, central 29 pic b&w plate
section.

Size: 16x24cm

Price: US$23.95

Availability: Amazon books or order
through your local specialist book-
shop.

Reviewed by: Ken Winter

Reprinted with permission from De-
cember 1999 ‘ Sea Kayaker.” Also
reviewed by Ken Winter was ‘ Dance
with Waves' by Brian Wilson which
isthe book referred to in comparison.
Thistitle has already been reviewed
by John Kirk-Anderson, see newslet-
ter No.81, pl1.

In direct contrast is Chris Duff’ s book
‘On Cdltic Tides: One Man'’ sjourney
Around Ireland by Sea Kayak,” which
describes Duff’s 13-week odyssey in
the summer of 1996. Where Wilson
was hounded by reporters and camera
crews tracking his corporate-spon-
sored journey, Duff dips quietly dong
virtually unnoticed, save for afew
flabbergasted coastal residents, who

universally adopt him with their own
kind of sponsorship.

Duff eloquently recounts his solo cir-
cumnavigation of Ireland in this heart-
warming book. In the process of
telling histale, Duff opens hissoul to
the reader, describing with arresting
honestv the emotions that drove him
to attempt a solo expedition that would
curl the hair of the world’s finest
paddlers.

No stranger to monster expeditions
either, Duff boasts an impressive
resume of accomplishments, includ-
ing an 8,000 mile trek around the
eastern third of the United States and
Canadain 1983, and the first success-
ful solo of the entire British Islesin
1986.

You don’t just get the feeling that
Duff enjoyed thistrip, but that he
considered it a privilege-perhaps even
an extended form of prayer. The story
Duff tells is tender, sensitive, and
deeply infused with spiritual under-
tones. ‘It was no wonder | felt so
alive, so open and willing to take the
risk of being both physically and emo-
tionally vulnerable,” Duff says, re-
counting a psychic connection he felt
with the land of his Irish ancestors.
For Duff, the trip, and therisk, is
clearly apath to purposeful, passion-
ateliving.

Duff’sinformal writing styleisin-
credibly effective, and perfectly suited
to his sensibilities as a kayaker, re-
vealing wisdom and a sense of rever-
ence and wonder bef orethesea. The
ocean, he explains, is a great teacher
of humility, stripping away the nones-
sentials of ego, societal rank and the
mundane demands of our workaday
lives.

Ultimately, Duff admits that the trip
was his greatest challenge - one he
was not sure he could accomplish at
times. Y et, while he faced hisfearson
the sea, he reveals that his greatest
apprehensions come from the land.
He recounts the crackling tension of
Northern Ireland, a bombing at the
Olympic Stadium in Atlanta, and the
mysterious downing of ajetliner off
the coast of Long Island - events that
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seem to leave him feeling more vul-
nerable than did his greatest chal-
lenge on the water.

Duff’ sbook isamust-read for anyone
who has ever longed to make an ex-
tended voyage by kayak and be funda
mentally changed by the experience.

Ken Winter is areference librarian
and freelance writer living in
Charlottesville, NC, USA. On week-
ends he can be found paddling the
coasts of North Carolina, South Caro-
linaand Virginia.

EXFEDITIONRERORT
SOUTH ISLAND SOLO

Background and progress reports on
Chris Duff's paddle around the main-
land. Received from Sandy Ferguson,
who compiled the information from
the expedition website:
www.olypen/cduff.

Paddling route - clock wise from Pic-
ton, down the east coast, around the
south coast and back to Picton. Chris
plans to spend the next four months
paddling a seakayak 1600 miles
around New Zealand’ s south island,
alone. If the four month, 1600 mile
expedition is successful he will be
only the second person to solo the
south idand (Brian Roberts, an Ameri-
can working in NZ, was the first -
Ed.).

New Zealand has the potential for
being the most challenging of all his
previous seajourneys. At New Zea-
land’ s southern latitudes there is a
continuous band of uninterrupted
ocean that encircles the globe. The
'Roaring Forties," as these latitudes
arereferred to, are known for extreme
winds and some of the roughest seas
in the world. 'The west coast is cer-
tainly on my mind alot, and will,
without a doubt, be the most challeng-
ing part of the trip. The prevailing
winds are south westerlies formed by
low pressure systems out of the Ant-
arctic. These winds breed huge swells
that have nothing to stop them until
they hit the shallow coastal waters of
New Zeaand.'

.

Chris' philosophy regarding the chal-
lenges of thetrip are smple: “You go
with the best equipment available,
you hone your skills to their finest,
and you stay focused. Therest is out
of your control and the only thing you
can doissit and wait for the oceansto
allow you to pass. The key to the
circumnavigation will be acombina-
tion of carefully monitoring the
weather and paddling (like crazy) in
the relative calm between the frontal
systems.”

On 7 Feb 2000, Sam and Martha Baker,
Gay Hunter and Mike Croxford, all
local friends of Chris are planning to
meet him at Supper Cove in Dusky
Sound. They will be hiking in food
and other essential supplies for the
exposed run up the West Coast.

When asked why he chooses to do
solo expeditions Chris explained,
“There are very few timesin our busy
lives where we have the luxury of true
solitude. | love the simple focus of
these journeys, the physical challenges
of the sea balanced by the inner calm
which comes from living purpose-
fully and so simply.”

Given that the Irish trip was approxi-
mately 1200 miles and took alittle
over three months | have extended the
origina four month time frame for the
New Zealand trip to afull five months.
The New Zealand weather, winds and
surf can be unpredictable at best so it
is better to build in enough time to
alow for delays.

Training has picked up alittle but as
aways, | don’t have thetimeto redly
train as| should. | am using a different
boat design for thistrip - aboat that is
more maneuverable in surf and better
in following seathan my old favorite
a Nordkapp. | have had the “new”
boat, aRomany Explorer, for 6 months
now and have it out in some pretty
wild water. It's acomfortable boat in
terms of stability yet it is also respon-
sive and doesn’t loose it’s hull speed
when the water gets rough. We have
had some high winds and fairly rough
water here in Port Angeles. When the
winds are out of the west or the north-
east thereisafair bit of fetch and the

waves can build to six footers - if
you're lucky. The Straits of Juan De
Fucaare not in any way as exposed as
the waters of New Zealand but it does
give me an opportunity to test the boat
in marginally rough water. | feel ab-
solutely confident in how it handles
the bigger seas. Assoon as| amin the
boat and | feel therise of agood swell
beneath the hull, | know the certainty
of thejourney - the solidity of purpose
and singular focus that have been the
companions on previous trips.

Much of the focus of the past year has
been toward this journey that | am
about to become a part of. | say “apart
of” because that is exactly what this
journey offers and at the same time
demands: atotal immersion - physi-
cal, emotional, and spiritual into the
joy, wonder, angst, fatigue and free-
dom that the sea offers. Thisisthe
motivation for picking up the paddle
and sliding the boat into the water
again. | hopeto be updating thisSite as
often as possible during the trip. I will
not have a computer with me and the
New Zealand coastline, even on the
more populated east coast, isfairly
remote. Updates will be made via
libraries and folks | meet in the vil-
lages and towns along the route. 1’1
try my best to keep those interested in
the trip informed asto my progress.”

Dec 2nd: “It is Friday morning here
and | am recovering (dowly) fromthe
flight and a killer head cold. Thirty
five hours on the go with about four
hours of sleep. Good spirits though
and fired up to begin thetrip. | anin
Te Anau, staying with Kevin and his
wife. Spent all day yesterday unload-
ing their container - getting at my
boat. No rental cars availableto get up
to Picton but will bum a ride to
Christchurch late tonight - arrive at
3am, sleep somewhere and rent a car
in the morning. From there I’ll drive
to Greymouth, meet with Paul Caffyn
for the charts that he said he would
loan me and finally head for the put in
at Picton.

Warmer weather than | had thought -
60’ s and overcast. High winds and
heavy rain yesterday in Invercargill
where we were unloading the con-
tainer. Hopefully by the time | get
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there in January the weather should be
better, though it is an area known for
inclement weather.

The boat survived the shipping with
little more than a small spot of abra-
sion. | changed the back rest thismorn-
ing and a so the bungie cordsthat hold
the spare paddles in place. Odd and
exciting to think that just afew days
ago the bungie cord and straps | bought
in Swains now are being put to use
here 7,000 milesaway. Timeisablur
and | am in that mode of preparation
where fatigue isignored and | am
simply focused on what has to be
done.

Already | am looking at Feb 7th - the
date for my meeting Sam, Martha,
Gay and Mikein Fiordland. Odd - |
have to drive amost 1000 kms north,
wait for weather and then start back
south - | will berelieved to finally be
sitting on the beach - tent and and boat
all organized and waiting. It is the
simplicity of the journey - far from
what | am fedling at this moment - that
| sodesire.

Dec 5th: The Millennial Expedition
has started on schedule! Chris has
arrived in Picton and sent a brief mes-
sage. “The boat is loaded and sitting
on the town beach ready to go.”

Dec 12th: We have received the fol-
lowing shorthand message from Chris
after hisarrival in Kaikoura: “1 had a
fantastic day of paddling yesterday -
brilliant weather - hot and no wind,
lots of porpoises, a couple of sharks,
some dolphins and loads of birds.
Emerald green water that is much
warmer than | had expected - makesit
safer. Very beautiful coastline - looks
so much like the Olympics but with
thick bush coming right down to the
water. Met a couple of great fisher-
men yesterday - retired buddies who
go out for crayfish - they gave me a
fish for my dinner. | am very settled
into the trip - it has happened faster
than usual - maybe because of the fine
weather and warm water - so much
less threatening. | paddled with a
bunch of dolphins this morning - right
under the boat, skimming the surface
and jumping right in front of me.
Fantastic! The coastline aong this

shore looks very much like the Olym-
pics - snow covered peaks and high
mountains. Incredibly beautiful.”

Earlier he encountered strong south-
easterly headwinds and was forced to
wait it out at the mouth of Tory Sound.
Then a northerly gale hit and gave
Chris a wild ride toward Cape
Campbell. He had seen lots of blue
sharks and basking sharks. “ They tell
me to watch the Blues- OK so | watch
them, and | bet they are watching me”.

His beach landings have been excit-
ing, with three to four foot surf run-
ning along the entire coast. Today
southerlies are predicted and he has to
get off the beach before they kick in.
The next stop is a sheltered beach 5
miles down the coast. Then it's a
hundred miles to Christchurch where
he will contact us again.

Note: Next day the weather forecast
was rather ominous. * GALE WARN-
ING IN FORCE* Southerly 15 knots
becoming westerly 20 knots this
evening. A change to southerly 40
knots spreading north early morning.
Sea becoming very rough. Northeast
swell 1 metre. Southerly swell rising
to 2 metres tomorrow.

Dec 15th: A brief message from Chris
today - he made 24 miles from Spy
Glass Point just east of Kaikourato
Gore Bay, where he landed safely and
waited out the storm next day. How he
landed his heavily loaded kayak while
huge surf caused by 12-foot swell
which was crashing on the beach re-
mainsamystery! We hopeto get more
details of his adventure soon.

Dec 18th: “I made it to Christchurch
thismorning and met two sea kayakers
dong theway - John and Bruce. They
were as surprised to seeme as| wasto
seethem. It'sniceto have ared bed to
sleep in tonight and to have a chance
to do some needed shopping for food
aswell getting some padding for the
cockpit. | had a splendid day yester-
day and areal test of both my endur-
ance and the performance of the boat.
A big surf was still running from the
southerly that blew in three days ago
- 8to 10 footersthat | didn’t want to
deal with. So, | stayed off shore for the

entire day - eight hours of steady
paddling with a 15-knot wind and
three foot following seas. A bit nerve
racking, as| had to also keep an eyeon
the swell and make sure | stayed out of
the boomer range. It’ sreally amenta

game of not alowing the mind to
control the body - everything istelling
you itstime to quit, but to quit means
you haveto run the heavy surf soitsa
matter of really staying focused and
somehow “going inside.” From what
| have learned of this coast and that
which lies ahead there may be quite a
bit of those long days. Its good to
know that | can sit for that length of
time in the boat and still have the
concentration and the strength to work
it through the surf at the end of the
day. Yesterday, after thelong paddle,
| had to eventually come through some
good-sized waves - five footers. |

waited for alull in the bigger setsand
worked my way through the others. |

got caught by agood one and broached
but was able to turn the boat - very
much to its credit - and finish the run
in. What a fantastic feeling to finish
such along day with a successful surf
run. The weather is changing again,

now southwesterlies are predicted -
very unusual weather for thistime of

year apparently. Normally it isn’t this
cool or aswindy. I'll have ago at the
north side of the Banks Peninsula
tomorrow and find aplaceto lay over
till the winds allow me to continue. |

should be in Timaru in perhaps a
week, weather permitting. I'll bein
touch then. Cheers for now.”

Dec 20th: We have received some
great photographs of Chris after his
arrival in Christchurch from John
Kirk-Anderson. John also drew our
attention to an article about Chris,
“Danger dogs solo circuit”, that ap-
peared in the local news.

Chris has already left Christchurch
and paddled about half way around
the Banks Peninsula. He sent this
message from to Akaroa: Very beau-
tiful coast - all cliff and afew caobble
beaches. Paddled with some Hector
dolphins this morning - adozen or so
swimming with me for the better part
of an hour. Marvelousto have them as
companions. | am thinking of staying
here in Akaroa for Christmas - not
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sure yet, it will depend on the winds.
A southerly is predicted for tomorrow
and it is pointless to try going up
against it.”

Dec 28th: Chrisarrived in Timaru on
the 27th and sent us the following
message: | am very glad to have this
past 100 milesbehind me. | left Akaroa
on the 22nd - big swell breaking on
the cliffsand afairly high off shore
wind that was a bit threatening.
Couldn’t get under the protection of
the cliffs because of the winds, yet
didn’t want to get too far off shore just
in case the winds picked up - it'sa
long way to the next piece of land due
south which happens to be the polar

ice cap.

That afternoon | made it about four
miles south of Birdlings Flat on the
mainland - six hours of steady pad-
dling in something other than perfect
conditions. Had to land through the
shore break and got rather pummeled
- | seem to have an eye for choosing
the wrong wave to ride in on. They
never seem very big until they are
right behind me and then it sabit late
to do anything but attempt to ride
them until they send the boat into the
inevitable broach. In this case- with
the dumping surf - everything hap-
pens about four times as fast as it
normally does and the only thing to do
istuck tight, lean into the wave and
hope for the best. Of course | got
knocked over right away. A lovely
bath in the fast spin cycle. The water
is much warmer than in Washington
State and it doesn’t have the same
shock effect, thankfully. I did my roll
just in time to look up at the next
dumper - some things are universal
and timing even in the southern hemi-
sphereis everything. Needless to say
as soon as the boat touched the gravel
beach | was out of the cockpit and
running for the bow grab-loop - not a
very graceful way of ending the day
but...

The next day’ s forecast was for south-
erlies- 30 knots by late morning. | left
camp at 6am and landed five hours
later at the mouth of the Rakaia River.
Within fifteen minutes of landing the
windswent from a5 knot southerly to
the predicted 30+ knots. All the fish-

\

ermen abandoned the gravel spit and
with aroar were off on their four
wheelers seeking shelter. | was off to
crouching beside the boat in al of my
Gortex and wind proof gear to Sit out
the gale. Having the VHF radio for
weather reports has proven to be one
of the most valuable pieces of gear on
the trip.

Alas my faithful pink helmet is no
longer part of my gear. | came through
the surf two days ago - ran it rather
well by somehow choosing the right
wave - and jumped out as the next
wave borein. | was going for the bow
loop in order to pull the boat clear of
the wave but decided at the last instant
to jump clear of the boat. The boat is
like alog in the surf - the best thing
you can do at timesisto stay well clear
of it. The wave picked the boat up and
dropped it on top of my helmet which
was on the rear deck. SPLAT... no
more nice round helmet.

The obvious question is why was not
the helmet on the head??? Stay tuned
for an update as | think about that one.
And yes | am buying a new helmet
here in Timaru. Thisfirst leg of the
trip feels asthough it isalmost purely
atime of preparation for what is to
come. | had thought that thisleg might
be a problem in terms of the winds -
Spring conditions perhaps not quite
being sorted out. Asit turnsout that is
exactly what is happening. All the
locals say that this year is the worst
wegther they have seen in many years-
much colder and wetter by far than
usual. There have been two days of
new snow in the mountains- again
each local say thisisunheard of. | tend
to be an optimist and look at all this
inclement weather as great training...
If | can till keep the spiritsup in this
stuff- and that doesn’t seem to be a
problem- then when and if summer
gets here, I’'m really going to be a
happy camper/kayaker.”

Jan 5th:

Finally, after eight suspenseful days,
Chris has contacted us: “1 am in Dun-
edin for a couple of days - time to
restock the boat with food, find anew
helmet and prepare for the next stretch
of thejourney. | have had area mixed
bag of weather since| left Timaru. It

isavery cold summer here, according
to al the locals. The other day 27cm
of snow fell on a nearby mountain
pass- the first snow therein 33 years.
Although it is still much warmer than
the northern hemisphere, it does at
times make paddling a bit of a chal-
lenge. In comparison to the Irish trip
the sea conditions are more techni-
caly difficult.

| have been at thistrip for alittle shy
of one month and dready | have been
upside down twice; that didn’t hap-
pen at al on the Irish trip. Both times
they were a product of dumping surf,
something that is a difficult thing to
avoid. This latest little test of my
rolling skills happened just south of
Timaru - | had landed the previous
night through four-footers that, dueto
aNE wind al night, had built to six-
footers. It was no big dedl redlly, | was
almost expecting it, and so was well
prepared - hat and glasses safely inthe
middle compartment, shirt off and
life jacket on. | suppose a six-footer
looks bigger than what it actually is
when oneis sitting at eye level with
the sea. There is nothing really glam-
orous about getting tossed about like
ahit of flotsam. Thetrick isto hit the
roll clean and get the boat going be-
fore the next roller comesin with the
same greeting.

| fedl like thisfirst 500 miles has been
abit of atest. The wesather, in particu-
lar thewinds, has been abit of ahasse
as | will explain. In addition to the
winds and the unusually cool tem-
perature, this section of the coastline
isn’t the highlight of the journey -
much of the past 200 miles has been
either long expanses of beach, or steep
shingle cobbles. | knew this before
setting out and planned on thisfirst
leg as being a sort of training ground
for the rest of the trip. From herein
Dunedin, to the Bluff area should be
very beautiful and areward for stick-
ing with the focus of the last couple of
hundred miles.

While | wasin Kakanui four days ago,
a southerly came through and blasted
the areawith 30 to 40 knots of winds.
After 36 hours of standing up to the
punishment, one of the polesin the
tent finally let go. Quite a mess of
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soaked gear from the heavy rains and
also course sand scrambled into eve-
rything. Fortunately for me, 1 met
some great folks, Paddy and Susan
Dillon who took mein for two days,
giving me re<t, food and shelter. Paddy
drove me an hour into Dunedin to find
arepair deevefor the tent. Thisisthe
kind of hospitality | am constantly
finding aong this coastline. These
very same people who have helped
out in time of my need are also the
oneswho say, “Wait till you get around
the Catlins and the West Coast - you
won't find nicer people anywhere else
in the world.” | can’t imagine finer
folks than those | have aready met. |
think thiskind of travel- sea kayaking
around small countries - has intro-
duced me to the finer side of human-

ity.

Y esterday as | was paddling into Dun-
edin Harbour, heading for what | was
told was a kayak/windsurfing shop on
the water, afellow walked down the
boat ramp with a cup of tea calling
out, “1 hope you take milk and sugar in
your tea.” He had been informed that
| was on my way into Dunedin by
another fellow | had met the evening
before on a beach. When the going
getstough out on the seq, asit hasand
inevitably will again, it is heartening
to know how much support there is
coming from family, folks back home
in Port Angeles and compl ete stran-
gers who hear of the trip trough the
newspapers and are out there looking
for this Yank in awee little boat.

From today, | have exactly one month
to reach Supper Covein Dusky Sound.
| am well within the time and mileage
range as long the wesather cooperates.
For the last month | have monitored
the weather around the country with
my VHF radio. Every morning at 5:30
| am greeted with “All stations, all
stations this is maritime radio, mari-
time radio....” and then comes the
detailed weather and wind reports
which originate from the same report
which is on this website. The report
for Foveaux Strait has been, if noth-
ing else, at least consistent - gale force
winds out of the south or southwest -
three to four meter swells.

| have learned a bit about the weather

.

and now understand what effect the
low pressure systems coming up from
the pole have on this tiny country.
Unlike in the northern hemisphere -
the high pressure systems spin coun-
ter clockwise and the lows clockwise.
At the present moment, and indeed
much of the summer so far, there have
been a series of lows that roll up from
the south and sit off the east coast,
spinning their southerly winds and
building the southerly swell. All the
locals predict afiner Jan and Feb with
the highs hopefully prevailing. Of
course my hopes are al in agreement.

Regardless of what happens
weatherwise, | fed very confident with
the equipment | am relying upon and
the skills that keep surfacing when
they are needed. Whateverthe winds
and sea offer up, | believeif | move
with cautionand respect for the envi-
ronment | am surrounded by, al willbe
fine. The key is keeping one eye on
the weather and the other on safe
landing spots. In between are the
moments of shear joy when the boat is
escorted by Hector Dolphins, when
gannets swoop by for acloser look, or
when a sunset warms the moment of a
sage landing and there is a pasta sup-
per heating over the stove. All and all
itisafinelife and one | am very
fortunate to partakein.

PresidentsReport

from Phil Handford

18 January 2000
Welcometo all our new members as
the KASK numbers continue to grow
aong with the distribution of mother
of all sea kayak handbooks (LRB2).
The Handbook will continue to be up
graded. It was originally written by a
wide cross section of members and
gtill relies on all membersto improve
it. Any input, comments, updates or
amendments should be forwarded to
Paul Caffyn.

The“Bugger File” that regularly ap-
pears in the newsletter has become
well established now. We can all ben-
efit from these real life experiences
when thisdid not go as planned. If you
have been involved in or know of any
sea kayaking incidents, where there

arelessonsfor othersthen please write
it up. Cathye Haddock can help with
this so do not hesitate to contact her.
Cathye will be involved in awork-
shop on this area at the Coastbusters
SeaKayak Forumin Auckland on 17-
19 March.

The Wellington network have run a
successful sea kayaking leadership
course which is being further devel-
oped and KASK will be aiming to
make thistype of package availableto
all networks. Cathye Haddock and
Beverley Burnett have met with Wa-
ter Safety NZ, (which KASK is a
member of), and will be applying for
WSNZ support for a number of
projects to help facilitate safe sea
kayaking in NZ.

KASK forum replies should be dug
out and sent off to the Christchurch
organisers so they can get a better idea
of the numbers they will need to cater
for. Eagter isa 5 day weekend so make
the most of it and enjoy the paddling
Banks Peninsular has to offer.

Phil Handford

EQUIRVIENT

Nik Naks
By Cathye Haddock

When the going gets tough, the tough
go shopping!! | recently spent agreeat
2 monthsin North America, but it sure
was tough going into the outdoor shops
with aNZ dollar that was worth half
the US dollar. So the solution was, to
spend anyway!! All | could afford at
REI (Portland, Oregon) were afew
nik naks:

A whistle with acompass on one side
and a thermometre (Fahrenheit) on
the other!

Two signal mirrors, one solid glass
type with apeep holein the middle so
you can aim at something (US$7.50);
the other an el cheapo bendy reflec-
tive metal one (US$3.00)

A US$1.00 water proof match con-
tainer with metal flint!

At Mountain Equipment Co-op in
Vancouver BC | bought:

A toothpick & scissor spring to re-
place those missing from Peteis Swiss
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(
army knife (CA$50cents each)

Paul Caffyn told us about the sea
kayak and marine shops at Granville
Island, Vancouver BC. Thiswas a
great day out but disastrous for the
VISA account. We both bought:
Paddle leash

Paddle float

Waist held sea kayak tow line

Dry bags

All except the dry bags were made by
North Water, alocal company spe-
ciaising in rescue and paddling equip-
ment. The 50ft adjustable tow line
doubles as a quick release throw bag
and is mounted on a quick release
belt. Thisis asmart piece of equip-
ment and worked well for rescuing
my niece in the lounge and even bet-
ter in my recent practice on the water.
The staff in the shop told us that
inflatable paddle floats are out of
vogue in Canada now. The new de-
sign isto minimise time in the water
so the victim loses less body heat in
the cold Canadian water. It isathick
piece of closed cell foam flotation
enclosed in mesh and cordurawith a
pocket on one side for the paddle, and
a clip to secure around the shaft.
These floats have no leaks or finicky
valves so are ready inflated on your
deck. The paddle floats replace our
home-made mesh bags with a couple
of wine bladders in them. Much
flasher!

NEWZEALAND-
BUILTALBJTIAN
BAIDARKA

by Peter Oliver

If anv readers are traditionalist gaff-
rig, sweeping sheer-line, gaff-rig,
wooden boat types like me then you
will get akick out of these Aleutian
kayaks, the traditional sea-going
Baidarkathat | am building, and the
Greenland stvle paddles that go with
them.

| have built the first boat for my own
use and the second one on acommis-
sion for my brother. 1 am an experi-
enced woodworker but am having to
learn a lot about kayakmg as my
experience is more limited there. Mv

\

kayak is 17ft 5" (5.34 m), 21" wide(
533 mm), and weighs about 21 Kg. It
istender in the water but is sleek and
fast and moves through the water beau-
tifully. T’ he tenderness will be ne-
gated byimproving my technique and
the narrow hull and deep Vee give it
excellent seaworthiness: as the seas
getsrougher asit doesn’t have to roll
over every bit of wave. Althoughitis
tight to get into | found out unexpect-
edly early onthat | can wet-exit okay,
luckily! And | have only been rolled
by the ocean twice. The next trick isto
learn to Eskimo- roll.

The frame-work is mostlv built from
Tanekaha - noted for its resilient
strength- with ribs made from willow
shoots. These are surprisingly strong.
| tried steam-bending tanekaha ribs
but haven't had much luck yet. After
trying one or two other native timbers,
| have settled on tanekaha for the pad-
dlestoo. They are amost aslight as
carbon-fibre models and should be
unbreakable with proper use. AsKerry
Howe states in his recent article, they
are great to use.

The skin is cotton duck canvas sealed
with oil base paint. The evolved de-
sign of the baidarka has some interest-
ing elements that 3000 yrs of experi-
mentation have settled on. The hull
flexesin a sea-way and this aids its
progress through the water. The split
bow has a verv fine entry into the
water with aflaring bow-plate above
to give the bow lift in waves. The
truncated stern appears to pick up the
following sea and get quite aforward
momentum from the waves pushing
the boat through the water.

What | notice when paddling mto the
wind next to afibre-glass hull is that
where the fibre-glass hull is liffing
and banging down my baidarka dlices
through the chop almost noiselesdly,
just like afine hulled wooden sailboat.
Really pleasurable. | hopeto be ableto
make more of these boats now that |
have ironed out the bugs and | welcome
any cnquinesto talk about these boats
and paddles and the building of them.

Peter Oliver, Lichenstein Rd, RD4,

Rotorua. Ph: 07 362-4321
email: MagicChisd @HOTMAIL.com
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