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EDITORIAL

KASK COMMITTEE MEETING
On 23 November 1997, atelephone
conference committee meeting was
held. Main issues discussed were;

1. No movement yet with the KASK
application to the NZ Water Safety
Council.

2.KingldandKayak Survey - KASK
toproducean occasional paper, which
wouldincludebackground notes, line
drawings and photos. 50 copiesto be
printed and sold at cost, and copies
made available to the Canterbury

.

Museum. An abstract to the paper to
beplacedin‘ The SeaCanoeist News-
letter’. Paper to be launched at the
1998 KASK Forum.

3. KASK Handbook - second print
run almost sold out. P. Caffyn work-
ing on layout of second edition, and
hopefully ready for the 1998 KASK
Forum.

4. Finances- 200 membersand heal thy
bank balance.

5. Sea Kayak Racing - a motion was
passed to the effect that: ‘ KASK sup-
ports the Auckland Sea Kayaking
Events Development Group initsde-
velopment of a framework for safe
sea kayaking events in NZ'. Glyn
Dickson gave adetailed report re de-
velopments over the past 12 months.
6. KASK Badge - go ahead for a
KASK badge to be produced by Rod
Banks.

7.1998 Forum- moretopicsand speak-
ersrequired.

KING ISLAND KAYAK SURVEY
From 31 October to1 November 1997,
a team comprising: Peter Sullivan,
Ray Forsyth, Don Currie, John Kirk-
Anderson, Paul Caffyn, with assist-
ance from museum curator, Roger
Fyfe, carried out a full survey of a
King Island skin kayak that has been
in storagein the Canterbury Museum
since 1894. The kayak isin surpris-
ingly superb condition. Using atech-
nique devised by Peter, the full lines
were taken off the boat at 10cm sta-
tions, and have been transferred onto
computer using CAD software. A
considerable amount of information
on the history of King Island and
kayak construction techniques has
been assembled, and an occasiona
paper is currently being produced to
incorporate all the information.

KASKFORUM

The 10th anniversary KASK Forum
will be held at Mapuaat Easter 1998.

Date: 10 - 13 April 1998

Venue: Mapua Leisure Park

Mapuaissmall village on the edge of
Tasman Bay, some 20 minutes drive
west from Nelson. This clothing op-
tional leisurepark frontsboth Tasman
Bay and the Mapua estuary, and is
where Graham Egarr held the first
forum in 1988. A magic place for a
kayak meet.

The forum will include an overnight
paddle to Kina Peninsula. The regis-
tration fee including lunches and two
evening meals is calculated at $90.
Y ouwill need to bring breakfast food
andgourment foodfor theovernighter.
A pick up and delivery for paddiers
and kayaksis planned for the 5.30pm
sailing from Wellington on Thursday
9 April, returning for the 10.30am
sailing from Picton on Monday 13
April. Cost including kayak is $40
return.

Accommodation needs to be booked
at an early stage. The costs are listed
below:

- cabins single $9 per night

- cabins double $36 per night

- tent sites $9

Your must book your own
accomodation with the Mapua Lei-
sure Park. Phone: 03 540266.

Registration of interest to attend form
on page 13 of the newsdletter.
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LETTERSTOTHE
EDITOR

Casefor the Heavy Boat
by Alex (Sandy) Ferguson

Itisunfortunatethat Paul should show
agreat dislikefor thearticle by Grant
Stone. | would agree with most of
what Grant says so why would | disa-
gree with Paul ?

Weight - tell a Colin Archer boat
owner that heshould havealight boat
as he circumnavigates the oceans of
the world. Every quote about weight
relates to the racing syndrome - fur-
ther, faster, first.

When the argument is over whether
we should carry 3 or 6 litres of wine,
thetwo burner stoveand gasbottlesor
just acoupleof liquid fuel stovesand
the Tilley lamp, where does weight
come into it? How much does the
recommended day paddling equip-
ment weigh?Flares- 1 kg?Water (for
3 cups of coffee each plus some in
reservefor visitors- 3kg, A change of
clothes and wet weather gear - 1 kg,
Lunch- 0.5kg. (OK, maybewedon’t
need awhole chicken), Stove or ther-
mos- 1 kg, First Aid kit, camera, etc.
Y ou might go lighter and on a good
day, leave all that behind, but in win-
ter and withthepossibility of dramati-
cally changing wesather, maybe we'll
toss in the VHF as well and a bit of
shelter and maybe another 1/2 litre of
fuel aswell.

Gofurther?Whenthebest “ paddling”
isjust sitting, jogging up and down
watching the scenery and simply “be-
ing there” what advantage is light?

Out run astorm? The light and faster
boat will havefurther togoand sowill
getthereat thesametimeasthe* plod-
der”.

Keepitlight? Tell that to one of New
Zealand’ swell known designerswho,
in his sales brochure, recommends
adding weight when it blows. And
mention that to one couple | know
who hadn’'t read it and wished they
had added |ots of weight.

.

It is interesting that Paul mentions
Graham Eggar, yes he did espouse to
theminimalist style but his seakayak
wasone of the heaviest. Nice boat but
heavy.

Cost - plasticischeaper, usually, than
fibreglass. If that isn’t acritical item
to consider and is criticized if it is,
thenyou aretalking to asingleperson
withnokids. Add awifeand kidsand
see if cost becomes comes into the
equation. That certainly rulesour edi-
tor out.

So, anyone willing to give me $3500
so that | can buy anew fibreglass sea
boat AND have a couple of months
away paddling in Fiji whiletherest of
you only just manage to buy one
kayak? If you don't believe it, just
send the money and I'll send the re-
ceipts and photos.

Sandy Ferguson

GADGETS & BOOKS
from Max Grant

Hi Paul

Hope you've been able to catch up
with some paddling during the X mas/
New Y ear break. We spent afew days
at Lake Taupo, mainly sailing yachts
& hobby-cats, but did get alittle pad-
dling in between times. If you have
some spare space in the next KASK
newsl etter, hereisareport onacouple
of little gadgets| played around with;

1. Kestrel Pocket Windmetre: | caught
Mark Hutson using this instrument
and wasimmediately impressed. Itis
a small hand-held instrument which
you hold up and it gives a digital
reading of thespeed of thewind. It has
a Lithium battery, is waterproof,
shockproof and it floats. It givesthe
wind speed readings in knots, MPH,
KPH, M/Second or Ft/Minute. This
wind metre and severa other small
instrumentsfor measuringwind speed,
water speed and depth sounders, can
be purchased from;

Speedtech Instruments, 10413
Deerfoot Drive, Great Falls, Virginia
22066, U.SA.

2. Map Distance Measurer: gadgets,
digital, shockproof. A great little
gadget for measuring thedistanceyou
have paddled after a trip, or before

you go on atrip. It can be set to any
map scale and by running one end of
the measure over the route, it shows
the distance in miles, kilometres or
nautical miles. Theseareavailableat
Canoe and Outdoor World, or some
places where maps are sold.

And when | was not on the water
sailing, kayaking or fishing, | was
inside reading the book; Kabloonain
the Yellow Kayak’

Written by Victoria Jason, this book
is about her 7,500 kilometre journey
through the Northwest Passage dur-
ing the summers of 1991 to 94, from
Churchill, Manitoba, to Tuktoyaktuk
on the Beaufort Sea.

| found this book very good reading
and Victoria's descriptions of the ar-
eas she kayaked through, the people
she meet on the way her kayaking
experiences during her trip were ex-
cellent. Victoria Jason, a 50 year old
grand mother of two, started out from
Churchill together withfellow adven-
turer Don Starkell and Fred Reffler.
Fred Reffler dropped out early on due
to an injury, while Don and Victoria
continued on together until the sec-
ond year, when they finaly parted
company at Gjoa Haven. The only
downsideof thisbook ishavingto put
up with the incompetences of Don,
but once they parted company and
Victoria carried on by herself, | just
couldn’t put this book down.

Thefinal two yearsof her triumphant
journey were alone, paddling from
Fort Providence on the Mackenzie
River to Gjoa Haven. Among the
Inuit people she became know asthe
Kabloona ( the Inuktituk word for
stranger) in the Y ellow Kayak.

Anyone who has an interest in the
outdoorswill enjoy reading this book
as Victorias descriptions during her
journey are easy torelateto and area
joy to read. It comes in hard back
form, has 295 pages and good colour
illustrations throughout. This book
can be obtained from some libraries,
and is available to buy from Canoe
and Outdoor World of Christchurch
for $39.00.

Max Grant
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Rotorua kayaking

The Editor

P. Caffyn

The Sea Canoeists Newsletter

Firstly , congratul ations on an excel-
lent publication ,The Sea Canoeists
Newsdletter. My wife and | find the
information containedwithinitspages
very informative and useful to usin
many ways. Keep up the good work.

| am writing to inform readers of
events happening locally in the
Rotorua area.

So kayakers, display alight if you are
going paddling on the lakes at night.

TheRotoruaDistrict Council requires
kayaks (or any other type of boat for
that matter) hired from acommercial
operationfor useonthe Rotorualakes
to be licensed with them. Thisisto
ensuretheboatsare suitably equipped
for local conditionsand, presumably,
appropriate advice and instructions
given. There have been a few inci-
dents where kayaks have been hired
from backyard operatorswiththepad-
dlersthen gettingintolifethreatening
situations and, in some cases having
to be rescued.

Those requiring further information
on this matter please contact :-
David Pilkington

L akes Inspector

Rotorua district Council

Private Bag 3029

Rotorua

Ph 07 3484199

Fax 07 3463143

| have to add that David Pilkington
hashimself beenakeenseakayakerin
past years and isfavourably disposed
towards our needs.

Regards

G. B. Muir

From:Jane Wickham
j-wickham@clear.net.nz>

HUMOUR

Did the Brits descend
from the I nuit?
by John Winters (Wave Length)

| was recently asked if, in my kayak
researches, | havediscovered any sug-
gestion that the Brits are descended
fromthelnuit. Whileonecannever be
precisely sure about such things| am
reasonably confident that such isthe
case.

All migration of European peoples
hasbeen southwardtowardsthe M edi-
terranean beaches. | have personally
observed this on my frequent tripsto
Monaco and Cannes where Anyone
who is Anyonein Europe eventually
fetches up. Why? you ask. Simply
put, the European Navigator A ppend-
age is drawn to warmer climes and
nude beaches. One need only attempt
a Number One on a cold Canadian
night to understand the verity in this.
Today wealthy Brits encumber the
warm southern beachesin great num-
berssucking on each other’ sextremi-
ties none navigating extremities and
having ajolly timein front of admir-
ing paparazzi.

This southern migration is the prod-
uct of great human Rossby wavesthat
undulate around the planet drawing
northern peoples south where they
name geographic points of interest
and take credit for discovering them.
The benefits to Existing southern oc-
cupants who cannot speak English
and have no cartographers, are con-
siderable. Prior to English Explorers
no one knew that New York even
existed much less had a name. Of
course, the Brits had to come from
somewhere and surely they drifted
southonthecrest of the Rossby waves.

Further confirmation can befound in
the English Public School System
whereintimaciesbetweenyoungwell-
to-do English students resemble in a
remarkableway thesharedintimacies

the masculine C-1 paddlerswho have
been unkindly branded as being ef-
feminate but it cannot be denied that
the canoe (and by definition the C-1)
is awoman'’s boat as the Inuit have
said all along. Sexual ambiguity asit
stems from the careless labelling of
boat typesis evident than in the Eng-
lish use the term “canoe” to describe
the kayak. One must expect some of
thisin asociety wherethewomenrun
about bashing each other at field
hockey and the men play cricket and
sip tea.

| digress, however.

The British claim that they invented
the Sea Kayak is an example of per-
ceived reverse cultural exchange.
Their Inuit heritage forgotten (there
being no Inuit Shakespeare to set the
record straight and having been scan-
dalously bastardized by invading
Frenchmen, Romans, Vikings and
what-not) the Brits have erroneously
adopted the kayak when, in fact, itis
the Umiak that British paddling
poofters should be paddling.

The confusion has spilled over to the
colonies. The ICF and the IOC were
dominated by British poofters who
labored under the delusion that kay-
aks were canoes hence the name In-
ternational Canoe Federation. We
must not be harsh in our judgments.
Wedo owe thelOC and | CF adebt of
gratitude for clearing up the Profes-
sional/Amateur controversy. Wenow
know that an amateur is an athlete
who gets paid for performing but
whose money is held in escrow (or
stocks and bonds) until he becomes
professional.

Finally 1 am indebted to Professor
Invernobon who has pointed out that
the British rebelled against the Ro-
man occupiers who tried to impose
central heating and straight roads on
thenativeinhabitants. Couldanything
speak moreeloquently for the heredi-
tary desire to bring the outdoors in-
side where the Inuit in every Brit

Graeme Muir of Inuit families. Itisnosurprisethat  could feel more at home.
36 Buchanan Pl the English explorersinthe north felt
Rotorua somuchat homeandthismay explain ~ Cheers
Ph/Fax 07 3477106 thesexual ambiguity of seakayaksvs.  John Winters, Redwing Designs
canoes. One must sympathize with ~ Specialists in Human Powered
\_ Watercraft
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TRIPREPORTS

D’Urvillefor Beginners
by Alex (Sandy) Ferguson

The thought of doing the trip had
surfaced afew monthshbefore, friends
inBlenheim, being near that area, had
it down as one of the placesto go and
I'd partly regretted not going earlier
in the year when we' d had such good
weather for such atrip. I'd just spent
5months*“training” my paddling part-
ner and was confident that she could
handleit. It wasonly amatter of when
or rather which school holidaysto suit
our Blenheim paddlers (the warmer
the better).

Waveney and | droveup ontheFriday
night to Havelock and camped, got
away reasonably early but with me
convinced the others would be ahead
of us and waiting, pushed it hard on
the gravel road to French Pass. The
quoted 2 hours was much more like
one. And they weren’t there! It gave
ustimeto brew up coffee, havelunch
and leisurely pack the boats. That
usually consistsof transferring every-
thingfromthecar toakayak, if it’ snot
in the car we have it and probably a
month’ sworth of foodtoo, never know
if we'll get storm bound or for how
long.

So eventually we four headed north
from the village until | figured we
were out of the main current which
runs through French Pass (up to 8
knots) and could angle over to
D’ Urville Island, our first way-point
being Rabbit Island and from there
directly to the finger end of the
D’ UrvillePeninsula, pointingat us. A
grey sky and the lightest of breezes.

The peninsula points south and we
skirted its outer eastern edge, stop-
ping for nibbles before we left it and
dropping a line for a few minutes.
With the sea so flat and having only
done alittle over an hour we carried
on rather than landing at Penguin Is-
land as was originally intended.
WhareataBay would bethe campsite,
intotal, nearly 3 hours paddling. The
ground where the old school used to
beistheareal now use, lumpy though

.

it maybe (and my side of the tent was
the lumpy one). We spread out cook-
ersand food and put together ameal.
The night got darker and alittle driz-
Zle, followed by rain during thenight.

Fortunately themorning, dampthough
it was, looked as if things might get
better. The Rangitotosweren’ttoofar
off our course so we headed, once of f
Old Mans Head, for the channel be-
tweenthesoutherntwoislands. | snuck
through afew slotsbetweenrocksand
surprised asea (or he me) before we
got to the middle of Tinui I1sland and
itssandy beach. Timefor astretchand
coffee and to check the campsite to
see if it, 10 metres up the hill, still
existed. It did.

The wind appeared to be lifting a bit
so we cancelled the proposed visit to
the hermit on the next island and
headed north to Patuki. A bit over an
hour’ s paddling with thetide pushing
us up the coast and metrying to keep
Carrie heading to port to allow for it.
The original point in the gloom that |
was aiming for turned out to be our
destination, its outline clarifying as
we neared it. Thereisasmall island
off thebeachand | hadn’t realised that
at that state of thetidethereisadrying
bar running out to it. Round the other
side, it was just possible to cross the
reef into the small lagoon and run up
thebeach at thefoot of thefarm track.

Martyn had made arrangements and
knew the owner and once we found
thenew homestead (after waltzing of f
over the hills) we were made wel-
comeand had therun of theold home-
stead. All mod cons, electricity, hot
shower, running water, maybenot the
sort of thing “real” sea kayakers use
but not something any of us were
goingtoturndown. Fromthecramped
quarters of a tent we now had over
half adozen bedroomsto chosefrom.
Thesun cameoutintheafternoonand
alowed usto dry wet gear.

Another still morning as we headed
north, the seas getting lumpier as we
neared thetop, thetidal run startingto
stir the waters. Bilhook Bay, The Gut
andthen HellsGateand into the Bish-
ops Cauldron, bouncing our way
acrossit to the Sisters. On aprevious

trip we'd noted, and Don had been
caught in it, the “meeting of the
waves’. Martyn and | werewillingto
giveitago, probably convinced we' d
beabletotimeitright, Waveney would
have blissfully paddled through and |
expect, made it, but Carrie wasn’t
going near it. The next passage had a
2 knot tide running through it but flat
water providing you didn’t look be-
hind to see where it was going. |
figuredwe’ dbeabletopunchthrough,
given time. | left Martyn to act as
“sweep” and headed through, the
rocky islandsvery slowly drifting by.

Once through we were out into Port
Hardy, aswell rolling in

from Australia on our starboard side
and the roughness of atidal run still
evident. A seal surfaced besideusand
swam past my stern. An occasional
gannet flew over.

A very messy seg, that I’ d beenalittle
queasy myself earlier inthe day made
merealisethat Waveney, though smil-
ing wasn't really herself. Carrie had
someseasick tabletsand | threw atow
on to up the pace on the long haul
acrossthebay. After nearly two hours
we neared the other side, Trafalgar
Point, torunintoanother tideripaswe
ferry glided acrossitand snuck through
the rocks to a sheltered beach.

Most definitely timefor lunch, alittle
sun to warm us and athermet to turn
out copiousquantitiesof hot water for
coffeeand tea. We had nearly 2 hours
before we needed to make a final
decision about our destination how-
ever it soon came time, find a bay to
campinor catchthetideandfair wind
for the run down the west coast. Was
Waveney really uptoit or just saying
she was?

We made the decision to go for it,
managed to get the boats between the
rocks (the tide had dropped) and
headed out, the tide rip now running
inour favour aswerounded Trafalgar
Point and headed for Nile Head, the
northwestern end of theisland. There
wassomediscussionastowhether we
should stand out to sea to round the
rock off the point or head through the
gap, Waveney and | wentforitandthe
othersfollowed, it being more benign
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than it looked as we' d approached it
and the white broken water being an
illusion of the roughness.

From there, there's an hour of sheer
cliffs before the next sheltered bay,
the boats lifted along on an easy run,
alight wind behind and the swell on
the aft quarter, the sun lighting up the
mottled cliffs. Off the south corner of
Otu Bay there’s avery high rock is-
land and it actually shelters the pas-
sage between it and D’ Urville. There
was no sign of white water and aswe
approached the channel we could see
that most of it was filled with rocks,
there being a small gap, deep and
wide enough for kayaks. The rock
isand must be quite a bit over 50
metres high and sheer.

Formthereit wasastraight run down
to Greville Harbour, a bit over an
hour. We kept clear of theisland asit
curvesin and we wanted thetide, our
course setting usfor therocksthat lie
off the entrance to Greville Harbour.
The afternoon wore on and Two Bay
Point drifted closer, eventually (as
always happens) we dlipped through
the reef and into Greville Harbour as
thewind changedtoasou’ easter, right
on the nose. It was obvious that |
shouldn’t have doubted Waveney’s
staminaas she powered through it for
the far end of the bay that lies just
inside Greville Harbour and our pull-
out point for the day.

There was a little surf and while
Martyn tried hisfishing line | ran in
and on to the beach between the sets.
As | stood there | noticed that they
wereall sittingwherethewavesstarted
tolift; shout or say nothing?\Waveney
caught the next one and surfed in,
catching the broach before it became
seriouswhilethe othersfollowed, too
surprised to do much with the waves.

Though Martyn had contacted the
owner, he was away and the other
owner appeared. He presumed that as
we' dasked for permissionto camp he
couldn’t very well throw us out and
carried ondowntotheend of thetrack
with his wife and kids to play on the
sand. Therewasreally no shelter, but
abit of atablewecould usefor setting
out ameal and adinghy to shelter by.

.

A meal wasthefirst priority followed
by tents after the farmer had left,
mainly becausethetrack lookedlikea
goodflat areatoput thetenton. Martyn
and Carrie wandered off to look for
something moresheltered astheir tent
wasn't the best for windy conditions.

Though we'd been assured by the
landowner that a sou’easter didn't
carry rain, the forecast was right and
we had rain and a gale all night and
through alarge part of thenext day. A
damp sleeping bag (being hit by the
sides of the tent) is not my idea of
pleasure, nor is cold baked beans for
lunch.

Therain stopped in the afternoon and
we went for a walk, getting back in
timetosort outameal. Wepropped up
thedinghy to make some shelter from
the wind and got a stove going. I'd
admitted to Waveney that afternoon
that it was my birthday so the meal
wasfollowed by adoubleinstant pud-
dingwithacandlestuckinit. Obvious
that thewind had died somewhat as |
had to blow it out. We retired to our
damp tent and the othersto the Chilly
Hotel, a very large chilly bin that
they’d found that didn't leak and
wouldn’t get blown away. Chilly be-
cause that was what it was intended
for, but hot because it was well insu-
lated.

Next morning wasstill, aswetracked
down damp and windswept gear,
cleared abit of sand off the boats and
packed. | had hoped to be away by
8.00 am. but it was nearly an hour
|ater beforewewere on thewater and
heading south. Thiswas not aday for
rest, we had to make French Pass
sometimeabout 1.30 p.m. to catchthe
tide or at least go through before it
turned against us. We paddled south,
Swapping pairs at times with eventu-
aly Martyn and me someway behind
the girls, a sprint to catch them and
lead the way through the reefs, then
round the point and into
Manuhakapakapa, along bay stretch-
ing down to the south west point.

The wind had freshened a little and
Martyn suggested we sail. He'd had
pockets sewn into the corners of his
tent fly so, with the four of us rafted

up, we swept on south. Eventually as
thelast reef appeared we dropped the
sail, scraped through a gap, crossed
the small bay and rounded Sauvage
Point and into Current Basin. Still |
wouldn’t let them rest or stop for
[unch until we' d passed the Le Brun
Peninsula as there's a very shallow
neck running out to it, fortunately
withstill enoughwater over ittocross.

A very short lunch and out into the
channel as | presumed we still had
sometideinour favour. It appeared so
by the time we made, though as we
approached the Pass, a marker buoy
showed that we werelate. In the mid-
dle of the Pass, there’'s a small light-
house and we made up to it in its
“shadow”, pointed into the current
and were swept away acrossthe chan-
nel to the back eddy under the cliffs.
Hereit was possible to fight through
the current and round the corner. |
beached a bit further on and came
back with aline to assist Carrie and
Waveney throughtheworst of it. Once
through it was ashort paddle acrossa
small bay, round the point and into
Elmsie Bay where the French Pass
village is sited.

Sandy Ferguson

Notes:

This was the second multiday trip
Martyn and Carrie had

done, the first for Waveney.
Kayaks -
Martyn,
Aurora
Carrie, Quality Kayaks, Puffin
Waveney, Ferguson Kayaks, Sea
ward (wooden)

Me, Ferguson Kayaks/Norski,
Seaward (fibreglass)

Quality Kayaks, Southern
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TRIPREPORTSCONT.

LOST ON URUPUKAPUKA
By Karin Mentzing.
Sweden.

Mark and Paulinelives next to Paihia
in Bay Of Islands and runs a little
canoe centrethere. Paulineisanative
Kiwi, but Mark was born and grown
upon Hawaii and hasalso beenliving
many years on the American Pacific
coast. Kentand Y vonnelivesin Seattle
and brought their kayaksto New Zea-
land for a holiday.

Myself, I'm a sea kayaking swede,
who have escaped my ice covered
home waters for a few months. The
five of us are brought together by a
happening and are having dinner in
Mark and Paulines car-port. Pauline
will be running a“girls-trip” the fol-
lowing days, so Mark has got some
timeto use up by hisown. Hedecides
totakeme, Kent and Y vonneonatrip
around Cape Brett.

It"sbeen raining continuousfor acou-
ple of daysnow. It’s certainly warm,
but everything is grey and dripping
wet. Kent, Yvonne and | hire alittle
hut on the Russell camping and hang
our tents under the veranda roof, to
hopefully get them about dry “til to-
morrow morning. Wet clothesgoesin
the dry-tumbler and wewalk downto
the village to buy some food for five
days paddling.

We are setting off early in the morn-
ing, to go and park my car by the
planned landing place ontheeast side
of the peninsula we will be paddling
around. It's a hard way to go on a
hilly, winding gravel road and my old
Ford heaves and complains wildly.
Ontheway back inKentand Y vonnes
much fresher car, | even manage to
get alittle nap.

We meet Mark, Pauline and her girls
at Hauai Bay. Load the kayaks,
launches and paddles the three kilo-
metres out to Urupukapuka Island.
The idand is a nature reserve and
there is a little settlement of huts,
where Pauline has hired a hut for
herself and thegirls. Therest of ushas
brought our tents, so we put up our

.

camp afew baysfurther east. A mod-
erate swell is rolling in towards the
north-east facing coast of
Urupukapuka and our intention is to
empty the kayaksand spend the after-
noon playing around there, in among
the rocks and caves. While we are
sitting on the beach, having lunch, a
pod of dolphins appears around the
corner. They areplayingaroundinthe
bay for awhile, just a couple of hun-
dred metresfromwherewearesitting
and asusua when | seedolphins, I'm
getting happy and frisky. | want to
paddle out there and play with them,
but their journey goesonbeforel have
finished my meal.

It’s about 15 kilometres around
Urupukapuka. The first half -where
theswell isrollingin- takesusamost
two and a half hour to accomplish.
The second half, only just over an
hour. The coast here mostly consists
of black lava rock, covered by giant
barnacles. Mark and | are paddling
roto moulded plastic kayaks, but Kent
and Yvonne are in their glass boats
and hasto beabit morecarefully with
groundings. Sure the hull would be
rather wounded by theserocks. Don't
talk about ones skin! At least we are
wearing helmets when we headlong
throwsourselvesintotheleapsfor joy
of rockhopping.

Rockhopping is fun and exciting.
When | get the timing right and with
thespray swirlingaround my head are
shot through the gaps, 1'm getting
filledwithhighspirit. Butyet | haven't
got enough experience, that | canmake
aquick judgement of which way the
water is going to take and how it's
going to effect my kayak. | alsofeel a
bit unfamiliar with this-for me- huge
supertanker 1'm paddling, so its a
matter of wait and observe. Watch
carefully how the waves are moving.
Wait for “the seventh” and watch
what’s happening when it goes
through. Consider where that break-
ing wave is going to take me. Where
shall | placethekayak and whereshall
| point the bow to prevent a crash
landing ontherocks? Should | paddie
straight through or should | wait some-
where in there, to catch a wave that
goes in another direction? When |
havefinally mademy decision, | try to

go for it, without hesitate somewhere
ontheway through. | often ask myself
if I really made the right judgements,
but those occasions | start to hesitate
when I'm in there, | mostly fail in
some way.

The evening will be spent BBQ:ing
with Paulineandthegirls. By thetime
| realize, Mark, Kent and Yvonne is
going to paddle over to their place,
I’'m aready in my dry clothes, pre-
pared to walk. | also know there will
be wine with the dinner and | don’t
like the idea of paddling back in the
dark, with half a bottle of red inside.
So | walk and the other are taking the
kayaks.

Mark and Pauline are excellent cooks
and tonight they serve chicken with
many accessories. For instance, oys-
ters. Raw for those who wish. Well
done for me, please!

Whentheparty isover, it'stimefor the
four of ustogo back hometothetents.
Mark, Kent and Yvonne are in their
kayaks, as you remember. Myself,
I"'m setting off up the first hillside.
It"sabout two or threehills, withafew
groves in between. It's pitch black
and drizzles. I’'m wearing a thin cot-
ton top, tights and Teva sandals. I'm
carrying a tiny Mag-Lite torch. I've
got North Europe's worst sense of
direction. It can only end up in one
way! | really thought | wasonmy way
intheright direction, but | don”t think
the forest was this thick last time |
walkedover. | better correctthecourse
abit. Oops, here'sasteep! | turn back
a bit and tries in another direction.
Now I’'minthat forest again and can't
seeabit. Hang on, here'sapath.....and
suddenly I"monapromontory. Down
to the right, | can now see the little
settlement with itslights. And some-
where on my left, afew baysaway, is
my tent. Holding a warm and dry
sleeping bag. If | could only get down
to the shoreline and follow it, |
wouldn't fail to hit my tent. But to get
downtotheshoreline, | would haveto
force brushy jungle vegetation in 45
degrees slope. And that's more than |
can manage in this poor light.

And talking about light, | think the
torchisweakening. Without thetorch,
| haven’t got achance. It'sashlack as
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inasack of coal and | starts wonder-
ing if I will have to spend rest of the
night under atree. | decideto try and
find my way back to the settlement,
before thetorch finally givesup. | try
to save the batteries by shining a di-
rection, switch off the torch and then
stumble and slide towards that direc-
tionfor awhile. |"vebeen out therein
thedark, for morethan an hour, when
| finally slides down the grassy hill
and land in the settlement. | walk out
and stand under thelamp postson the
jetty, hopingthat my friendswill come
and look for me. No one comes. Per-
haps they just went to bed when they
got back. Not thinking about if | had
returned.

It's still drizzling and | starts to feel
cool in my thin top. | walk up to the
settlement to use the toilet and dis-
cover to my delight that they've got a
hand dryer there. My clothesgetsago
under the warm fan. My skin aso
dries quick and everything at once
feels much better.

| walk over to the kitchen, sits down
on achair. Put my head on the table
and falls asleep. |"'ve probably not
been sleeping more than a few min-
utes, when Mark and Kent laughing
tramps in, into this peaceful place.
They've been worried. Running
aroundintheforest, shoutingfor mea
good while. Gone back down to the
camp, to seeif I"vereturned. Out and
shout again and finally decided to go
down to the settlement. Mark and
Kent hasn’t got North Europes worst
senseof direction,“causenoneof them
are Europeans. So very soon I'm at
last in my sleeping bag. Seldom be-
fore, |"veexperienced such apleasure
from that!

It"snicefellows| vegot. They let me
sleep “til | wake up by myself. Weare
today heading north, along the west
side of the peninsula that forms the
east border of Bay Of Islands. Didyou
follow that....?1t becomesalong pad-
dlingday. All of 20 kilometreswill be
covered and theresalot of cavesand
rockhopping to explore, before we
land on Cape Brett.

My relationshipto cavesissomesplit.
On one side, I'm worried that they
will fall in over me. Or that | will be
washed in and sguashed against the

.

bottom of one of them. On the other
side, there’s an absolutely fantastic
world, tempting meinthere. Theside
walls goes up and down beside my
kayak. Showing itsrange of different
colours. Violet, green, yellow, differ-
enttonesof grey and highest up, black.
The lowest part of the walls are cov-
ered by barnacles, different kind of
sea shells, starfish and some vegeta
tion. The ceiling is slowly moving
towardsmeand| msittingthere, hop-
ing it

will decide to go up again, before it
will pressmedowninthewater. Next
moment the cave spits, from deep
inside, aspray of whitefoam over its
intruder. And all thetime, the caveis
squabhbling, puffingandecoing. | can’t
resist this spectacle, so it's with a
mixed feeling of fear and fascination
I go in there. Again and again. If it
looks too wild in there, | let the fear
win and watch it all from a distance.

Thelanding place at Cape Brett isnot
the most sheltered place you would
think of. We are sitting there in our
kayaksfor awhile, watchingthewaves
washing over the little cement shelf
and then sink a metre below it. Dis-
cussing different options of how to
get up there. The safest would prob-
ably be to exit the kayaks and swim
ashore and we have almost decided,
that’s the way we will do it, when
Mark says“No, I’'m gonnatry adryer
variant” . Hemanagesover our expec-
tationsand weinspiresby hissuccess.
Our success is 75%. Only Yvonne
getsaswim.

One s not allowed to camp on Cape
Brett, so we have booked bedsin the
light housekeepershut. Thestepsthat
areleadingupthere, arewell over 200
metres upphill. We make a couple of
roundswith the equipment, so finally
there, legs are shaking and stomachs
rumbling.

We sit down a while to relax and
enjoy the magnificent view over the
sea and Motukokako Island. We sit
and watch alarge number of gullsand
Gannets, gathering and swirling
around just above the water. It turns
out to be a shoal of fish, splashing
around in the surface. Great medl,
with other words! But imagine our
surprise, when ashark appears on the

scene! It jumps up, again and again,
towardsthebirdsand givesits contri-
butiontothekaos, that already reigned
there on the water surface. As far as
we can see, the shark doesn’t manage
to catch any bird, though.

After asomehazardouslaunchingthe
next morning, we paddle around the
tip of the peninsula and then south,
along the east side of the peninsula.
This side faces towards the open sea.
Next stop Chile..... The rockhopping
here is in some places so wild, that
even Mark and Kent

resists it. We cross over one of the
bays and it’s almost dead calm out
here on the

deep water.

Yvonne and | are paddling side by
side, chatting away. Just a short dis-
tance ahead of us, Mark and Kent are
doing the same. Suddenly Yvonne
shoutsout: “Look at that! A fin!” It's
actually the fin of a shark, following
Mark and Kent on just about half a
metre. It’s probably Yvonnes voice
that make the shark quickly turn
around and then dive straight towards
us. I’'m not sure who got the worst
fright; The shark or me and Y vonne.
The poor fish was probably just curi-
ous about these two kayaks, when it
discoveredit wasfollowed by another
two. Anyway, Yvonneand | arehold-
ing our hands quite high for awhile.

Thelast day of thetrip, wefind avery
advantageous surf beach, where | af-
ter afew not very successful attempts
to master thewaves, decidesnot to be
very fond of beach surfing. At least
until further notice......
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BOOKREVIEWS

Titlee The Aleutian Kayak
Origins, Construction, and Use of the
Traditional; Seagoing Baidarka
Author: Wolfgang Brinck

Published by: Ragged M ountain Press,
P.O.Box 220, Camden, ME 04843,
USA

First Published: 1995

Reviewer:  Peter Sullivan

With aforward by the renowned skin
kayak guru George Dyson, this book
hastobe OK ?but - hohum- I think the
author started out with good inten-
tions ie as the title suggests how to
build and use a baidarka but some-
where along theway the plot was|ost
and the author finished up trying to
explain the universe and al thingsin
it, kayaking, as seemsto happen with
alot of kayak books.

Thebook has 13 chapterswhich cover
everything (but not particularly well)
from‘the nature of theboat’ to ‘ using
your boat’. Five appendices include
Fixups and repairs, steamboxes and
ribs, mortised deck beams, sails and
rudders, and kayak dimensions and
checklist. As a construction book |
feel that the second and third of these
should definitely be chapters or in-
cludedin chapters, but seemtobeadd
ons. | say thisparticularly in view of
thefact that 3typesof spokeshaveand
right and left hand crooked knives
warrant serious discussion aswell as
photos areincluded in one of the big-
gest chapters on tools and materials.

There's even a detailed chapter on
making your own paddles using a
piece of 221cm x 8.2cm (that’s nar-
rower than my hand) lumber. (lovely
word - lumber, sounds more exotic
than wood eh?)

The book seemsto bevery disjointed
and | was continually flicking from
the chapter | wasin to other areasto
try and make sense of what was sup-
posed to happen next. This could be
a problem | own as I've aways de-
signed kayaks from the hull up
whereasskinkayak constructionstarts
at the gunwales and thwarts (ie the
deck) with the hull layout done last.

.

The book is obviously aimed at the
American market in terms of termi-
nology: lumber sizes and types, and
rudders tied on with bits of string.

The author uses extensive diagrams
and photos which show excellent de-
tail and if for no other reason, this
book is definitely amust have if you
are contemplating building a skin
kayak.

A quote from the book:

“ Skin boats have more spirit than
plastic boats. Objects reflect their
creator’s spirit, which you impart to
your boat as you work on it. The
longer you work, the more spirit the
boat will have. Plastic boats have
very little spirit because the whole
point of manufacturingistokeep costs
down by minimizing human effort.
At best, plastic boats will have very
little spirit. At worst, they’ll have
negative spirit, which comesfromthe
boredom and hostility often found in
factories. 1I'm not saying that you
can’'t improve a plastic boat’s spirit.
As you paddle it, its spirit will de-
velop, but | don’t think a plastic boat
will ever match a handmade wooden
boat in spirit no matter how much
timeyou spendwithit”. There’ smore
but | think you get theideaand thisis
the guy who ties his rudders on with
string.

I’ll leavethedecisiontoread or other-
wise in the comfort of a ‘spiritless’
but comfortably dry and warm plastic
(GRP or fibreglass is aso a plastic)
kayak’'s seat to the reader/s of this
review.

~

Title ThelLast of the
Cockleshell Her oes

Author: William Sparks

with Michael Munn
Publisher: First published 1992 by
Leo Cooper, an imprint of Pan &
Sword BooksLtd. Publishedinlarge
print 1992 by Clio Press
ISBN: 1-85695-125-1
Contents. 215 pages
Reviewer: John Kirk-Anderson

Operation Frankton, the story of the
Cockleshell Heroes, iswell known.

InDecember 1942, fivetwo-manfold-
ing kayaks, or cockleshells, were
launched from a submarine off the
coast of German-occupied France.
Three crewswere quickly lost but the
remaining four men paddled up the
River Gironde to place limpet mines
on German ships in Bordeaux Har-
bour.

Of the ten British Commandos who
paddied away from the submarine,
only two survived. Theleader, Major
Blondie Hasler and his co-paddler,
MarineBill Sparks, escaped overland
to Spain.

This story was first told in afilm in
1955, followed by ‘Cockleshell He-
roes’, written by C. E. Lucas Phillips.
The story was largely Hadler’s, and
toldindashing style. Thesemenwere
heroes, and 1950’ s Britain needed all
the heroes it could get..

Therethestory would haveended, but
for the reduction in a war veteran's
pension.

In 1988 former Marine, William
Sparks, was forced by financial diffi-
cultiesto put his Distinguished Serv-
ice Medal up for auction. His prized
medal had been presented to him by
King George V| for hispartin Opera-
tion Frankton, and its auction thrust
the last survivor of the Cockleshell
Heroesinto the limelight.

One result of the renewed interest in
the raid was the publication of this
book.
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‘The Last of the Cockleshell Heroes',
written by William Sparks, tells the
story of the operation in a different
styleto the previous book. The facts
arethesame, but thestory istold from
a very different viewpoint. Sparks
recountsthe hardshipsand humour of
training, and the desperate moments
of themission, duringwhichheshared
a kayak cockpit with Major Hasler.
The slow, nerve-wracking escape
through occupied France istold hon-
estly, and when despair creepsin, itis
not hidden behind a stiff upper lip.

The difference in the two mens’ sta-
tion in life was illustrated in a tense
moment soon after theraid. Hidingin
a Frenchman’s house, the pair were
expecting to be betrayed:

There was aload knock at the door.
We looked at each other in horror.
“Germang!” | said.

“Go and see,” Blondie said.

“Why me?’

“Because I’'m aMajor.

Bill Sparks' respectfor hiscommander
isclear. Itwaslargely Hasler’ sdeter-
mination that ensured the success of
the raid and his fluent French which
assisted their escape.

Theraid nearly did not happen. After
exchanging torpedoeswith aGerman
U-boat, their submarinewasunableto
launch the kayaks due to rough sess.
On the following night the sixth boat
was holed preventing it from being
launched. They struck a tide race,
something new to them all except
Major Hasler. Two men were lost in
therough seas, eventually swimming
ashorewherethey were captured, tor-
tured and executed.

The next tide race capsized another
boat, and thetwo paddlersweretowed
closeinshore before they wereleft to
theirfate. "Theordershad beenplain:
no man's jeopardy should put the
missioninvain," Sparksrecounts. One
body was washed ashore, the other
was never found. A third boat was
almost discovered by a sentry, sepa-
rated from the group and later holed.
The crew were captured and shot.

.

After many close calls, including
nearly being attacked by a line of
fence posts - in the dusk they looked
like advancing German soldiers - the
two remaining crews placed limpet
mineson several moored ships. Hasler
and Sparks were alongside a frigate,
placing a mine below the water line,
when a sentry shone his torch down
ontotheir backs. Waiting for abullet,
Sparks released his magnetic clamp,
alowing the camouflaged kayak to
drift away. Thesentry followed their
progressalong the hull with historch,
hishobnail bootsringing loudly. The
kayak drifted under the flare of the
bow, out of thesentry’ sview, whereit
stopped again. Remarkably, the Ger-
man lost interest and wandered away,
and the rattled commandos planted
another mine, to teach him alesson.

Rejoiningtheother boat, they escaped
downriver before sinking their craft
and heading off into the unknown
where the other crew were soon cap-
tured and shot.

This book brought into sharp focus
the harsh realities of this operation.
Thecommandos, whilevery well led,
were trained only to the minimum
standard required to complete the at-
tack. Their survival and escape was
not a priority. The escape plan was
weak, with their only hope being to
stumble into contact with the French
Resistance for help. The tough calls
that had to be made to complete the
mission are well described. When
Hasler orderedthat twofreezingmem-
bers of his party were to be left to
attempt to swim ashore, heknew they
were going to die. He sobbed as he
paddled away into the darkness.

After the war Sparks fought, unsuc-
cessfully, for medals to be presented
posthumously to his comrades who
died. He did manage to get a monu-
ment built at thebarracksof the Royal
Marines Special Boat Squadron,
which was unveiled in 1983.

The medal won by the last of the
Cockleshell Heroes was auctioned at
Sothebys for 31,000 pounds.
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HUMOUR

also off the net

MAN CAUGHT BY HIS
CATFLAP
"Inretrospect, | admititwasunwiseto
try to gain accessto my houseviathe
catflap,” Gunter Burpus admitted to
reportersinBremen, Germany. “| sup-
posethat thereason they’re called cat
flaps, rather than human flaps, is be-
cause they’'re too small for people,
and perhaps | should have realized
that.” Burpus (41), a gardener from
Breman, was relating how he had
becometrapped in hisown front door
for two days, after losing his house
keys. “I got my head and shoulders
through the flap but became trapped
fast around the waist. At first, it all
seemed rather amusing, | sang songs
and told myself jokes. But then |
wantedto gotothelavatory. “I began
shouting for help, but my head wasin
thehallway so my screamsweremuf-
fled. After afew hours, a group of
students approached me but, instead
of helping, they removed my trousers
and pants, painted my buttocks bright
blue, and stuck adaffodil between my
cheeks. Thenthey placed asign next
to me which said ‘Germany resur-
gent,anessay instreetart. Pleasegive

generously’ and left me there.

People were passing by and, when |
asked for help, they just said Very
good! Very clever!” and threw coins
intomy trousers. Noonetriedto free
me. Infact, | only got free after two
daysbecauseadog started licking my
private parts and an old woman com-
plained to the police. The rescue
services came and cut me out, but the
police arrested me as soon as | was
free. Luckily, they’ve now dropped
the charges, and | collected over
DM 3,000 ($2,000) in my underpants,
so the time wasn't entirely wasted.”

From “Fire - Rescue” magazine. . .

UPDATEONTHE
N.ZCF

by Max Grant

| recently attended a N.Z.C.F. (New
Zealand Canoe Federation) meeting
and AGM as a representative of
KASK, and thought it appropriate to
writeabrief report for the Newsl etter
so readers may have a better under-
standing of how kayakingisadminis-
tered in New Zeaand.

Our Nationa administrative body in
New Zealandiscalled TheNew Zea-
land Canoeing Federation.

President: Alan Thompson
Secretary: Barbara Howe,

Treasurer: Barry Green

N.Z.R.C.A. Delegate: Paul Macy,
C.R.N.Z. Delegate: Carole Lawrence
N.Z.C.P.A.Delegate:Barry Anderson.

The N.Z.C.F. is made up of those
National bodies which are affiliated
toit;ie. C.R.N.Z. (CanoeRacingNZ)
N.Z.C.P.A., (Canoe Polo Assn.),

& N.Z.R.C.A. (NZ Recreational Ca-
noe Assn. & formaly N.Z.C.A.).
The W.C.C.N.Z. (Whitewater Com-
petition Canoeing NZ) isin the proc-
ess of applying for affiliation at the
moment.

At this time, | don't feel K.A.SK.
needs to be affiliated to the N.Z.C.F.
We are a national body representing
seakayakersin New Zealand, and for
tenyearswehavedonethisvery well.
For usto have continually produced a
monthly newsletter and a full hand-
book on Sea Kayaking is a credit to
the K.A.S.K. executive.

However | feel itisimportant to keep
intouchwiththeN,Z.C.F., and more
so the N.Z.R.C.A., who are doing a
great joblooking after conservational
and recreational issues for all canoe-
istsin New Zealand.

For the future, there may be a couple
of reasons for KASK to consider be-
coming affiliated to The N.Z.C.F..

1. If we had a project which required
large funding, by becoming a mem-
ber of N.Z.C.F., we would have ac-

cessto funding by The Hillary Com-
mission, Water Safety Council and
New Zealand Sports Foundation.
These organizations now only deal
with one National Body, whichinour
caseisthe N.Z.C.F.. K.A.SK. have
applied to become a member of the
Water Safety Council and so may be
ableto deal directly with them in the
future.

2. If wewereto take on board the Sea
Kayak Racing section of sea kayak-
ing, wecould get fundingfor National
and I nternational Eventsfor seakayak
racing.

What would it cost us?

Affiliation to the N.Z.C.F. cost
$1000.00. But K.A.SK. should get
this back as we then become eligible
to apply for and get an administration
Grant Aid of $1125.00. Being affili-
ated would also involve some extra
book work for our Secretary.

As| have said above, at present | see
no reason for usto join the N.Z.C.F.
But | dofeel we should have someone
attend their meetings, just to keep up-
to-date with what's going on with all
aspects of kayaking in New Zealand.

EDITOR'SNOTE:

KASK still hasaapplicationfor mem-
bership of theNZ Water Safety Coun-
cil pending. At the last KASK AGM
held in Wellington, the decision was
made not to join the FMC or NZCF
but the Water Safety Council.

'Skinboats of
Greenland'

Those of you interested in the book
Skinboats of Greenland, hereis
some information for you:

'Skinboats of Greenland'
Published by National Museum of
Denmark

Author - H. C. Peterson

ISBN: 8785180084

For information contact via
email: nmf-es@skibslab.natmus.dk
Website: http://www.natmus.min.dk/

J
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/Vendor: VIKINGESKIBSHALLEN
| ROSKILDE
Postbox 298
Strandengen, 4000 Roskilde
SE nr. DK 27 85 35 28
TIf 42356555
Giro4 150325
Fax 46 32 21 15

Cost:: Dkr. 380.00

Mailing Cost: Dkr. 95.00

Tota: Dkr. 475.00 (US$76.98)
Payments accepted in Danish kroner
only!

My bank provided acheck in Danish
currency and mailed it for mefor a
cost of $5.00.

Happy Harpooning,

Jude Miller

(off the internet)

EDITOR'SNOTE

Thisbook wasreviewedintheNo. 52
'SeaCanoeist Newdletter'. Itisaclas-
sic book of how the Greenland skin
kayaks and umiaks were built, and
well illustrated. It wasrumouredto be
out of print. If you order the book
from New Zealand, ensure you re-
quest the English language version
and not the Danish.

VIDEOREVIEW

“Amphibious Man”
Thisis areview that | drafted for a
local kayaking newsletter, | thought
othersonthislist would beinterested.
For the record, | have no association
with Heath enterprisesother than con-
sidering John agood friend and wish-
ing him well in this venture.

Peddlersat theDelmarvaRetreat were
treated to aviewing of the new video,
“AmphibiousMan” duringanevening
presentation by John Heath. Thisisa
very polished, madefortelevisionpro-
duction photographed by lvars Silis.
John has the exclusive rights to dis-
tribute

thevideoin North America. Running
time is 28 minutes. Purchase price is
$35.00 (price includes shipping and
handling). This video will be avail-
ableafter October 15fromJohnHegth,
P.O. Box 147, Damon, Texas 77430.

.

Amphibious Man isahuman-interest
story crafted around John Petersen, a
Greenland kayaker who is training
and competing for the title of the
Greenland National Kayaking Cham-
pion. (thisisthe same kayaker whois
featured in Heath’'s video
“Greenlanders at Kodiak”). This is
not an

instructional video and is meant to
appeal to general audiences. Hard-
core seakayakerswill find Amphibi-
ous Man interesting and yet it won’t
put your mother-in-law to sleep ei-
ther. The photography is outstanding
and several scenes of John practising
in the frigid, ice strewn water are
breathtaking.

Thekayaking competitionisbased on
points awarded for kayak racing, tra-
ditional rope gymnastics, harpoon
throwing and of course, kayak roll-
ing. Thefilm chroniclesthe competi-
tion (held in Sisimiut) and gives a
glimpse into modern Greenland life.
Wouldyoubelieveskateboards, boom
boxesand jet skis? In onememorable
scenejet-skiersindrysuitsor wetsuits
churnthewater inthe bay where John
Petersen is practicing (you just can’t
escape them; even in the arctic!).

John Heath was critical of one scene
wherePetersen paddlesthroughahole
in aniceberg for dramatic effect. Ac-
cordingto JohntheGreenlanderstypi-
cally givetheiceavery wideberth. If
theicerolls, huge waves can be gen-
erated that have been known to cause
kayaks to tumble end-over-end with
tragic results.

| enjoyed the video and got a few
ideas for anew roll or two. Itisnot a
technique video in the manner of
“Greenlanders at Kodiak” but if you
are into Greenland- style paddling,
Amphibious Man is a “must have’.
And, of courseg, if you want to know
who won the championship

(which was attended by John Heath
and Delmarvainstructor Cindy Cole)
then you will simply have to watch
the video yourself).

Greg Stamer
Orlando, Florida
Wave~Length Paddling Mailing List

SEAKAYAKINGNETWORK
CONTACTADDRESSES

Auckland Sea Kayak Network
Vincent Maire

7 Motuora Rd, Manly
Whangaparoa, 1463

Ph: (09)424 2293

Fax: (09) 424 0385

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

Sea Kayak Operators Assoc. of NZ
PO Box 56 500

Dominion Rd,

Auckland.

Ph: (09) 630 7768

Fax: (09) 630 7768

Bay of Plenty Sea Kayak Network
Dusty Waddell

Ph: (07) 572 4419

Jean Kirkham

Ph: (07) 552 5982

Wellington Sea Kayak Network

Gill Johnston

Fax: (04) 471 0333

email: gill.johnston@ecnz.co.nz
Meetings: First Thursday of every
second month at Bivouac, The
Terrace, Wellington

Auckland Canoe Club

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

Ruahine Whitewater Club
71 Sdlisbury St.,

Ashurst.

Ph: 06 326 8667

Fax: 06 326 8472

KASKHANDBOOK
Thevery last few copiesof thesecond
printing are available from Peter
Sullivan at $13 including P & P for
KASK members and $19 including
P & P for non members:

Peter Sullivan

7 Monowai Cresc.
New Brighton
Christchurch.
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p
CHRISTMASWISHES

by Julia Thorn

Since the Christmas/New Year pe-
riod is still fresh in the memories, |
have reprinted thefollowing editorial
by Julia Thorn from the December
1997, * Auckland Canoe Club News-
letter.

Dear Santa

I know you are absolutely inundated
withlettersright now andthereindeer
are shrieking out for afeed but | hope
you can spare a moment to read this,
just asynopsis of my Christmaswish
list. Life has been extremely tough
for me this year; it has been very
windy for several monthsand another
man | know with white hair keeps
urging me on to super human feats of
endurance.

Anyway, there are many thingsthat |
cannot possibly livetherest of my life
without, and they include:

* A kayak which cannot get scratched
however badly it isdragged along the
oyster shells, rammed into the boat
ramp or scooted over river rocks

* A rubber fish to pull along behind
my boat so that | at least have the
illusion of having caught something
while | was out

* A new pair of shoulders which do
not get sotired when | paddle and can
recover from exertion in avery short
time

* Specia air ventsfor my kayak which
divert wind away from me so that |
can be assured of acalm trip, aways

* Even more polypropylene. Actu-
aly | seethat there are plenty of even
more advanced fibresaround now, so
| may needto replace my entireward-
robeof polypro (whichyouhaveprob-
ably heard all about). I'd like an
assortment of colours, sizesand shapes

* A beautiful recording of my voice
which | can leave behind with the
family when | go away on akayaking
trip

.

* A photo of me which | can leave
with my partner so that hewill recog-
nise me when | return from above
mentioned extended kayak trip

* A big dose of common sense so |
will stopgoing outinatrociousweather
and rough seas

* A cell phonewhichworkseveywhere
so | can remind the family to have
baths and go to bed on time wherever
| am

That’ s probably enough for now, and
| have tried to stick to the important
issues. Thereareother things| really
need likeadishwasher which putsthe
clean dishesback inthe cupboard and
aresident chef, as this would free up
alot of time for me to go kayaking.

A selection of thelatest kayak models
would suit me fine but is maybe a bit
greedy. Anyway please do what you
can and | hope you enjoy my chim-
ney.

Yoursin paddling

Julia

KASKBADGES

Rod Banks, aCanterbury paddler, has
produced abadge of apaddler and sea
kayak, crafted from solid sterling sil-
ver. Beneaththekayak, 'KASK NZ'is
engraved. The badge can be perma
nently or temporarily affixed to hats
or T shirts. The finished product is
quite appealing to the eye.

Size: 23mm long by 11mm high.

The badge will be on sale at the 1998
Mapua Forum at $15.00, but also on
salefrom KA SK'sesteemed secretary
for $20including post and packaging.
Pleasemakeout thecheques, toKASK
NZ Inc. and not P. Sullivan.

Send cheque and return address to:
Peter Sullivan
7 Monowai Cres.
New Brighton.
Christchurch.

N
1998 KASK FORUM -
MAPUA

The form on the opposite page is a
registration of interest in attending
the 10th Anniversary Forum. Al-
though a programme synopsis has
been planned by the Nelson organiz-
ers, we need feedback from paddlers
in what topics they would like pre-
sented. KASK hasahuge resource of
skilled paddlers and instructors. Ini-
tial feedback indicates a demand for
more ‘on the water’ paddle skills,
rescue skillsand evenrolling instruc-
tion sessions.

Libby and her team from the Ruahine
Whitewater Club, who organized the
very successful 1997 Wellington Fo-
rum, compiled adatabase of speakers
andinstructors. | wouldliketousethe
formto expand on the database so we
end up with a comprehensive list of
who can instruct on what topics.

Numbersattending areal so necessary
to organizemeal catering, kayak hire,
and transport to and from Picton.

The tentative programmeis:
Thursday 9 April: registration &
slide shows

Friday 10 April: welcome, work-
shops on kayak orienteering, naviga-
tion, glass repairs, rescues and sail-
ing. KASK AGM early evening fol-
lowing by the dinner and slide show
on New Caledonia.

Saturday 11 April: morning work-
shops, includingtheKing Island kayak
survey, and afternoon paddle out to
the Kina Peninsula for the overnight
camp.

Sunday 12 April: return from over-
night paddle; KASK gamesand BBQ
intheafternoon, with familiesinvited
to join the BBQ.

Monday 13 April: travel home or
local paddie.

PLEASE RETURN THE FORM or a
PHOTOCOPY A.SA.P. TO:

P. Caffyn

RD 1

Runanga

West Coast.

or Fax to (03) 7311 806.
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i 1998 KASKFORUMREGISTRATIONOf INTEREST

Name;

Address:

Phone: Fax:

Level of Experience:  Learner Intermediate Advanced

| require transport from Picton to Mapua (return) with kayak $40 YES NO

Thursday 9 April: Sailing from Wellington, 5.30pm arrive Picton 8.30pm
Monday 13 April: Sailing from Picton, 10.30am, 1.30pm, 6.30pm (please circle)

| am availableto lead a group YES NO
| will attend the Friday Night Dinner YES NO
| require kayak hire YES NO

| have a superb slide/video show on my recent trip & willingtoshow it YES NO
Description of slide/ video show(s):

| am willing to lecture/work shop/ instruct on the following topics:

1

2

3

4

Topics | would like included at the Forum include:
1

2

2

4

5

(Tentative Forum Price is $90 - programme & invoice will be sent after receipt of forms).)
PLEASE RETURN THE FORM or aPHOTOCOPY A.SA.P. TO:

P. Caffyn

RD 1

Runanga

West Coast.

or Fax to (03) 7311 806.

.
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If undelivered, please return to: Peter Sullivan, 7 Monowai Cresc. New Brighton, Christchurch..
SUBSCRIPTIONS - $20 - due 28 February 1998
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