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A Kayak Cruiseonthe Turkish Coast,

EDITORIAL
The S.O.PM. (serious overseas pad-
dling mission) as noted in newsletter
74, as the reason for the late arrival
of this newsletter, was a great suc-
cess. The cunning plan was a pub
tour around Ireland, the pub bit being
enticement for young Conrad to join
me. Well, the use of an Irish travel
agent for thefinal leg from Heathrow
led to a flight across a vast ice cap,
and landing at an airport where the
uncomprehensible language spoken,
sounded like someone continualy
trying to clear their throat.

We had arrived safely at Kangerlus-
suag, onthewest coast of Greenland. A
few anxiousmomentsensued until our
kayakswereunloaded ontothetarmac.
A ride was teed up to the head of the
fiord, maps bought from the airport
tourist office, enough tucker chosen
from the village shop to last until the
next Inuit village, and late afternoon
we were on the water. The timetable
was tight, but we made the 1100km
distance to the airport at Narsarsuaq
with afew days to spare, and visited
many of the 1000 year old Norsesites
in South Greenland before winging
our way home, Conrad back to work,
and myself following after two weeks
paddling on the west and east coasts
of Sweden.

Within hours of arriving home, | was
attendingtheinaugral IMOFFfestival
(International Mountain and Outdoor
FilmFestival), heldat Hokitiaover the
weekend of 1 - 2August. Thefestival
was a sellout success, with speakers
including Lydia Bradey, Graham
Charles, Anna Cook, Cam McL eay,

Colin Monteath, Geoff Gabites and
yours truly. Which brings me to the
subject of this editorial.

Abel Tasman

National Park.

Geoff Gabites talked about many
issues affecting outdoor adventure
in New Zealand today, and made
pertinent comments relating to in-
creasing pressure on the resources of
the Abel Tasman National Park. He
blamed yours truly for the increase
in popularity of sea kayaking, and
predicted that within three years, a
permit system will be in operation
for paddlers, asisnow in placefor the
likes of the Routeburn Track. There
are some eight commercial opera
tors putting bums in seats currently
in the park, and Geoff noted that on
Easter Friday there was either 200 or
400 (travel lag memory loss) rental/
guided paddlers heading out into the
park. The increasing pressure on the
beaches, campgroundsand associated
facilities, and loss of lone wilderness
experience for the mobs of paddlers,
isan increasing problem. And | must
agree with Geoff that unless controls
onthenumber of concessionoperators
and number of boats per operator is
brought under control by the Depart-
ment of Conservation, therewill have
to be a permit system introduced to
limit the number of paddiers in the
park at onetime.

| understand from one of the long
established operators, that each fresh
commerical concession application
made has been objected to, but DOC
hascontinuedtogrant theconcessions.
| can only rationalize this, on the
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(basis that demand by the head office
Wellington womblesfor parksto self
generatefunding iscausing this* pad-
diersin the park’ overload.

Inarecent pressrelease (Christch-
urch ‘Press’ 27/08/98):
Conservation Minister Nick Smith
hasstarted aprocessthat could add
1000ha of beaches, estuaries, and
rocky shorelineto New Zealand's
most overcrowded national park.
“It's an anomaly that the beaches
of Abel Tasman are not actually in
the park,” Dr Smith said.

“It comes from an era when only
land-based conservation was seen
as important. The addition of the
foreshore makes good sense and
| hope the community will sup-
port it.”

Adding the foreshore to the park
would enable the Department of
Conservation to better manage
the park.

“Abel Tasman National Park isthe
iconof our regionandour favourite
playground. We need to focus on
how wecan ensurethat it staysthat
way for all the next millenium.”

DOC’s Nelson-Marlbourough
community relations manager,
Alan White, said DOC was not
looking at the Abel Tasman fore-
shore for revenue gathering.

“What we' retryingtodoisgrapple
with how we deal with increasing
use of the coast.”

Some operators who transported
peopleinto the park by boat would
need to get concessions, he said.

An accompanying map with thepress
articleshowsover 95%of theshoreline
would be added to the park, with only
two small areas excluded in Torrent
Bay andthesouth sideof AwaroaBay.
Thismoveisobviously long overdue,
as previoudly there has only been the
Tonga Island marine reserve under
DOC control.

But the attraction for me of paddling
this pristine coastline in summer no
longer exists. The chance of finding a

beachtoyour self inmid-summer or at
Easter isasgood aswinning|lotto. For
Kiwi paddlers, wishingfor theremote,
pristine wilderness experience, there
arealternatives, moredistant|ocations
or mid winter park visits.

So what to do? Isit not high time the
Department of Conservation stopped
granting concessions to new com-
mercial operators? | would assume
itisway too late for DOC to impose
controls on the maximum numbers of
seats per operator.

Toavoidtheingtigationof apermit sys-
tem, control on the numbershasto be
initiated. | can envisagethat it would
be impossible to ask the operators to
[imit their numbers. Thus to retain a
little of the wilderness experiencefor
both Kiwi paddlers and rental guided
paddlers (not having 40 other kayaks
onthesamebeach) DOC mustimpose
maximum numbers of boats in the
park at any one time on commercial
operators. | would not like to see the
day arrivewhenKASK membershave
to book in for a paddle in the park
some 12 months ahead - but unless
thenumberspressureiseased, | totally
agree with Geoff Gabites that we are
in for a permit system.

What can KASK do? Letters to the
DOC Minister, Nick Smith, and to
the local DOC community relations
manager, expressing our concernover
theincreasing number of commercial
operators and the lack of number
controls per operator.

Anyone with strong views on the
subject, please write. And remember
thisis only a persona view and not
necessarily that of the KASK com-
mittee.

P. Caffyn

‘Out on a Wing'
by Rod Banks
(reprinted from the
Canterbury Sea Kayak
Networ k Newsletter)

Ever since | had first seen the wing
paddle, around the time our Olympic
paddlersweredealingtotherest of the
worldwiththem, | hadbeenimpressed
by that lovely shape, therevol utionary
look that exuded design and function-
ality. When | first tried them on the
water, | was somewhat disappointed,
theactionwasall wrong for me. They
tendedtodragyour armsout sideways
asyou completed the paddle stroke, a
very unnatural feeling. It might have
looked very glamorous on the Avon,
but | couldn’t imagine using them in
atippy sea kayak in a beam sea, not
to mention any recovery stroke |l may
have been forced to use.

So | had gone back to thinking tradi-
tionally, wooden paddles seem to me
to be living things and | have some
Canadian White Water paddles by
Nimbusthat have agreat feel. Wood
inwinter ispositively cosy compared
toaglassshaft. Their seabladeslooked
great, but efficiency shouldbethemain
consideration when planning to use
a paddle for prolonged periods. So
esthetics were relegated to the back
seat and | settled with Asymmetric
Blades and have used them for a
number of years. They didevery thing
| wanted from them, they were light
and could handle awide spectrum of
conditions and strokes. Their main
flaw was the way they would flutter
when paddling hard, that is to say,
turbulence generated as the force of
the blade is drawn through the water
and as the water spills off the edges
of the blade causesthewholething to
vibrate and quiver.

| had talked to quite alot of kayakers
about paddlesand havewatched some
fine exponents of the sport leave me
in their wake. | had decided it was
worth trying the new generation of
Wing Blades on the market. These
newer versionswere apparently more
user friendly alowing one to use a
wider range of strokes. Well | wasn't
completely sureabout themuntil | had
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(borrowed aset and had given them a
good work out at thelocal swimming
pool. “I wanted to know” can | draw,
can| scull, can | roll, sweep, Dufeck,
dlap, brace and any number of trendy
poncey strokes | have yet to learn
with apaddle. The answer was with
some modification to ones grip, an
emphatic yes, the only question mark
was Drawing and Sculling. Not very
positive in this area, a bit like trying
to remain upright using a Draught
Sausage! - till, | could roll easily
with this paddle, so it meant | could
proceedtothefield of battle' The Surf’
and really test these blades out.

Well | gavethe borrowed blades back
and demoed a variable length set out
in the waves, well | had a ball, they
were great for putting in that burst
of speed needed to get on awave. It
really felt like you had a hold on the
water, agigantic handful of thrustwith
each stroke, no spilling off theface. If
you went into a broach, it didn’'t pay
to brace off the back of the blade for
long, for as soon asthewavereleased
you, it was belly up folks before
you'd quoted those immortal words
of Homer Simpsons “DOH!”. | was
certainly getting to like these things
and now after a number of day trips,
| Love them.

Justification - how can one justify
somethingyoucan'tlivewithout. I'm
sure that if the Inuit had found drift
woodlyingalongtheir beaches, which
were dightly dished with an over
hanging top edge, they would have
been positively planing after sealsin
theBering Strait. Whenyoulift these
paddles up in your local kayak shop,
they feel rather strange, they seem to
want totip forward al thetime. Well,
thisweird feeling in the shop istruly
natural whenyou’ reonthewater. For
best results, you have to fully rotate
your frame as you paddle, instead of
push and pulling the paddles without
movingyour upper body, youareusing
the wrong muscle groups for a start.
Theflat water paddlersmay look abit
over thetopwhenthey power downthe
Waimak. but it's all about efficiency
and its certainly working for me.

Rod Banks

-

SEEING AND BEING
SEEN
LIGHTS FOR SEA
KAYAKING AT

NIGHT.

by Kerry Howe
(Reprinted from the ASKNET
Newsletter, June-July 1998)

Seeing:

Night fishing and paddling can be
exhilarating. You seldom require
continuous lighting to see where you
aregoing. Thereisusually anamazing
amount of light at sea, and the human
eye snightvisiontechniquesgenerally
mean that we can see adequately. But
sometimesif thereisnomoon or stars
and if you are away from the glare of
the city you may need light to spy out
half-submergedrocksor seek suitable
landing spots, or check a compass
bearing. Possibly the most useful
light for kayaking is aheadlight, that
is, alight attached to your head. That
way you can keep paddling and still
shine the light where you want it. A
headlight is pretty essential if fishing
- try getting a hook out of afish with
one hand holding a torch! The more
popular models in the reliable Petzl
range are mostly splash proof but
seem to do the job very well. Some
headlights are submersible, and are
relatively inexpensive.

If youwant ahand-heldlight, theever
reliable Dol phinlampispowerful and
totally waterproof. However itisbulky
ondeck. If youreally want tovaporise
the dark, you can have a handheld
spot attached by alead to agel battery
tucked away somewhere. Whatever
you use, a totally waterproof torch,
suchasasmall Mag-light, inthe PFD
pocket is an essential back-up.

Being seen:
Probably most lighting on kayaks
is so that you can be seen. Whether
anchored fishing, or paddling alone
or in agroup, some multi-directional
white light is agood idea, especially
in the crowded Hauraki Gulf. Don’t
have something too bright which will
destroy your own night vision aswell

as blind your travelling companions.
(I once saw the front paddler in a
double with a working strobe on his
back, inches from his rear paddier’s
eyeballs! - perhaps the latter’s mind
wasdestroyedand hejust paddledlike
aduck up the Huka Falls...)

Therearetwo excellent light sources.
One is a cylume stick. These come
in different intensities. A medium
white one will last up to 6 or more
hours. Everyone hasthem at Concert
in the Park. They are fool-proof - no
bulbs or batteries to fail - but once
you start them by bending them and
breaking a phial inside they can’t be
turned off, and at $5 ago they are not
cheap. They are good when paddling
inagroup since their soft light won't
blind others.

The other good light is called a C-
Light. Itisasmall pen-cell typelight
powered by two AA batteries and
is submersible. Its lens is unusually
shaped (like the top-knot of a Rus-
sian orthodox church) which gives a
thin but intense 360 degree band of
horizontal light. It can be seen from
some miles away. | always use one
of these when paddling and fishing at
night. They cost about $20 from the
Auckland Canoe Centre.

Both cylume and C-Light are best
taped to athin bamboo/al uminium/fi-
breglass pole, about 3 feet long. This
canbeheld up by fixingittoyour PFD
(put cork on the bottom and put it in
a PFD pocket), or you can arrange a
holder for it on your deck - preferably
behind you so you are not troubled
by the light - but make sure you can
reach the holder! Some people make
waterproof box-type holders which
containlargebattery packswithwires
running upapoletoabulb. Most of the
ones |’ ve seen have atoo dazzlingly
bright light.

Some people put a lit Dolphin lamp
inside their kayak, making it glow,
some would say obscenely in red
plastic kayaks! The problem with
this technique is that if thereis even
small chop, thekayak canbeinvisible
from a short distance. An effective
'being seen light’ needs to be white
and have a bit of height, preferably
above head-height.
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If some crazed speed boat is bearing
down on you and you really want to
draw attention to yourself (other than
by setting off aflare), a small strobe
light is the answer. They can waken
thedeadwiththeir pul sating brilliance.
They costabout $35dollarsandonone
AlkalineCbattery they will flashupto
15 hours. In the unlikely event of an
extended sea or aeria search for you,
they arepriceless. | bought mine after
thestory of aunlitdinghy driftingwith
a helpless crew all night across the
Bay of Plenty whilst an aircraft flew
blindly over themmany times. Strobes
aresubmersible, and somemodel swill
float up theright way. | attach mineto
my PFD shoulder so that it will also
be of someuseif I’'min the water, or
evenunder it. Scubadiverssometimes
use them. They are good in fog. It's
agood ideato take them even on day
trips, especialy in the winter when
darkness can set in early.

RedflashingLED bikelightsattached
to a PFD can also warn people of
your presence, but they are a bit
too directional, besides being mind
distorting. Red lights are sometimes
a bit of a problem in that they have
another maritimepurpose-toindicate
port-side, or a port marker. A single,
multi-directional white light is the
proper indication of a moored ves-
sel, or a relatively slow vessel like
a kayak under way. But any lighting
is better than nothing when you can
hear a launch bearing down on you
in the dark.

Redflashinglightsor whitestrobesare
not in themselves a signal for assist-
ance. Coastguard, for example, will
not investigate them. But people will
know you are there, and if someone
is actually looking for you, then any
light can be potential lifesaver.

Silver reflective tape can al'so bevery
effective. If someoneshinesalightyou
will glisten like a Christmastree. Put
some on your cap, on your PFD, on
the stick holding up your light, and
on your kayak. By far the best tapeis
the Solas brand, but it is very expen-
sive at about $27 a metre. However,
unlike some other reflective tapes it
is saltwater proof. | got all excited
when | found a cheap version, but it

delaminated after ashort time. | know
of at least one bad person who triesto
peel bitsof Solastapeoff thoseorange
road cones marking roadworks.

Batteries:

Thefewer battery types/sizesyouneed
the better. All my lighting equipment
runs on AA’s, (except for the C cell
strobe, which is a non-rechargeable
Alkaline which | replace every 12
months- but you can get AA powered
strobes). Common-size batteries are
more convenient for charging, and on
along trip you can just take awhole
jar along without too much thinking.
For many years | used the very reli-
able rechargeable Nickel-Cadmium
(NiCad) batteries. But about three
years ago | discovered Recharge-
able Alkaline Manganese (RAM).
They cost $3 each, about the same as
NiCads, but have many advantages.
They put out 1.5 volts instead of
NiCads 1.2 but still have asimilar or
better current rating of .6 Amp hours.
A charged battery will holdits charge
fortwoyearsonashelf, unlikeNiCads
which slowly discharge when not in
use. Most importantly, RAMSs love
being recharged at any stage of their
cycle. Whenever you get home after
using them, no matter how briefly,
just whip them into the charger. That
way you always know they are fully
charged when you next head off into
the darkness. You can't do that with
NiCads because they may develop
memory if they do not go through
a fairly full cycle of discharge and
charge. Unlessyou are totally anally
retentive and time how long you use
your NiCads, you can never be quite
surejust how much lifethey haveleft
in them. RAMS, containing no Mer-
cury or Cadmium, aresupposedly less
harmful to the environment.

Therearetwo potential disadvantages
withRAMS, though | don’ t think they
are at al significant. You can charge
them only about 100 timesasopposed
to NiCads claimed 1000 charges (so
how long do you plan to spend in the
dark?). Alsoyou can’'t chargethemin
your existing NiCad charger. RAMs
need a special tapering current, con-
stantvoltagecharger. But thesearethe
samepriceasaNiCad charger - about
$30.Aseach cell becomescharged, the

power switchesoff toitandared LED
goes out. | bought my RAM charger
and beatteries from PM Distributors
(PO Box 27-557, Mt Roskill). | think
they are great! RAMS aso come in
size D (6 Amp hours) and C (3Amp
hours). Both use the same charging
unit asAAs.

Are there any other bright ideas out
there?
Kerry Howe

Updatefrom Kerry on

battery suppliers:
With regard to the suppliers of the
Rechargeable Alkaline Batteries that
featureinthearticle, could you please
add more information, namely:
PM Distributors Ltd
PO Box 27-557
Mt Roskill
Auckland
phone (09) 625 0020
fax (09) 625 0040
mobile 025 789 861

(see aso page 6 for a follow up ar-
ticle by Kevin Jose on kayaks and
lights.)

COASTBUSTERS ‘98
by Susan Hill
(reprinted from the
ASKNET Newsletter
April - May 1998)

I'd signed up weeks in advance,
announced it to the family, and put
it on the calendar, but as the day
approached, | could feel the tension
building: Mom’s abandoning us! |
know, they’re old enough to be self
sufficient and they’ve been on their
own before, but they still have to be
taken care of. Intheory they are sup-
portive of my gallivanting about, but
inpracticethey’renot sosure. Onthe
other hand, if Momma ain’t happy,
ain't no one happy, So, one kayak
on the car, camping gear in a Bean
bag, and off throughthewind andrain
to Shakespear for the Coastbusters

Symposium.

Friday night, lodge-stayers discussed
snoring and chose bunkmates while
campers established their own dry
zones amongst the raindrops and

~
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peacocks on the grass by the beach.
Kayaksof variouscolours, shapesand
sizesweresprawledabout. Wewereon
our own for dinner, somewith snacks
from home, some with carry-out for
the journey, but we met in the hall at
about 8:00 for the evening's inspira-
tional entertainment: slide showsand
storiesof journeysnear andfar: Gerry
and TrishMaire'strek to Turkey, Paul
Caffyn’s circum-navigation of New
Caledonia, and Paul Buckley’sson et
lumiere of sights closer to home.

Generous wind and rain overnight
did little to dampen spirits, and after
Jannien’s breakfast and a fascinating
explanation of traditional Pacific
navigation methodsby Rawiri Taonui,
determined paddlers set out for Army
Bay, on the ‘calm’ side of the penin-
sula, in-the-water workshops. My
own self designation asan intermedi-
ate paddler seemed alittle optimistic
giventheconditions, but our groupdid
manageto perform rescuesof various
sorts in the type of conditions where
they would probably most likely be
needed. | must say though, that | was
feeling abit green about thegillsfrom
pitching and rolling and trying to stay
within earshot of the instructor, and
was relieved to head for the beach
throughthelargest surf I’ veattempted
(and very nearly successfully!) My
wish for a warm shower and a criti-
cal session on the mechanical kayak
machine (not very realistic, but | did
get somegood points) took methrough
to the afternoon workshops, on dry
land and at this point, with a bit of
sunshine as| recall.

It was hard to get to everything |
wished to see, but Saturday afternoon
and Sunday morning, | managed to
participate in a discussion of estab-
lishment of funding, and regulations
for sea kayaks trails; get some sug-
gestions on nearby places to paddie;
witnessthecreation of pizzabrownies
over a camp stove; and be awed by
the creative gadgetry that fits inside
- or ontop of - akayak. (I too havea
cordlessdrill, but have abandoned the
ideaof attachingfan bladesto createa
favourable wind, as the wind always
seems favourable in this part of the
world!) | missed out on electronics,
handling extreme conditions and a
couple of others.

Saturday evening, Friday’sfull moon
putinan appearance, and thecol oured
lights and jukebox in the marquee
were bright and loud, eased along
with what people had BY Oed. We
demonstrated our non-paddling skills
until thewee hours of thislengthened
night (most of us remembered to
changeour watches), andthe* Susans
gatheredto celebratethe(almost) |des
of March.

Sunday morning, almost before the
wind came up, some 90 of us were
divided into teams to get back on the
water and pretend to go on aday trip,
dealing with various hazards set up
to test our coping skills. | think we
handled potential disasters sensibly,
but some of ushad trouble navigating
around invisible blue buoys placed
somewhere out there in the bay.

Thelast sessiononlslandsin our own
Hauraki Gulf was an appropriate end
to a wonderful weekend. Thanks to
al organisers and participants - an
incredibly varied group of peoplewho
shared this time together.

A few minor mishaps occurred: one
pair of glasses found their way to
Davy Jones' locker, one electronic
car systemwasdisabled by salt water,
and my hat blew away. At the end of
Sunday’s water-top event, | removed
hat and drybags from my kayak in
order to try a few more underwater
exercises, and placed them on the
beach - properly weighted, | thought.
| returned from the so-called French
Rescue to find the hat apparently
blown away. It didn’t turn up at the
lost and found session, but someone
said he had seen it rescued from the
water, so please tossis back my way
if you haveit - sand coloured canvas
Aussiestyle, elasticinthebrim, |eather
chin strap, and meant to be with the
peacock feather | found in my tent.
Susan Hill (09) 445-3236

COASTBUSTERS

by Vincent Maire

Coastbustershasonceagaincomeand
gone. By all accountsit was a huge
success in spite of the weather and
wind; indeed, theevent hasbecomeso
closely associated with crappy weather
itcouldbehired out todrought stricken
areas as a guarantee of heavy rain.

The weather so impacted this time
that at lunchtimeon Saturday, | rushed
home to the computer, published
another programme which Kevin
Dunsford and | had drafted out, and
returned in time to aert the punters
that they wouldn’t be spending the
afternoon on the water as previously
planned. | hadtoagreewithKevinthat
the mark 2 version of the programme
was definitely superior to the original
model and we once again learnt a
valuable lesson on how to continue
the process of honing this wonderful
event called Coastbusters.

Over 90 delegates participated this
year and although this was about 20
less than we anticipated, the event
broke even.

What of the future of Coastbusters?
We did learn that the YMCA Lodge
and Shakespear Bay combinetomake
afirst classvenue. Tradeparticipation
wasbetter thanever andthenew venue,
plus the weather, combined to give
the trade a significantly higher level
of exposurethan ever before. | know
of four seakayaksbeing sold over the
weekend and havehad generally good
feedback from the trade.

Coastbusters may be back in 12
months time in its current form, but
then again it may reappear as some-
thing different. Personally, | was
disappointed with the lower than ex-
pected number of ASKNET paddlers
taking part. Don’'t know the reason
why butitislikely tobeacombination
of anumber of things.

One thing this Coastbusters did have
in quantity was a very high standard
of speaker. Thetopicsseemed alittle
different, almost unusua this year.
Both Rawiri Taonui and MikeL eehad
superbly informative presentations.
Our Australian guest speaker, John
Wilde came to us following the very

~
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recent death of a close friend from a
heart attack, whilst on aseakayaking
expedition. He used thistragic story
as the focus of his presentation and
made us realise (yet again) why this
sport means so much to us. John is
multi-talented and | wouldn’t mind
betting we see him here once again.
Paul Caffynwas hisusual fascinating
self andtheworkshopsdrew largeand
appreciative audiences.

| admit that | found this time around
to berather stressful and | didn’t start
to relax and enjoy myself until late
on Saturday. | have one big regret;
not saying hello to so many faces,
both new and familiar. There were
many highlights but one stands out
for me. On Friday evening we had
slidepresentationson Turkey and New
Caledonia but when Paul Buckley
gave us 20 minutes of his collection
of local dlides, | couldn’t help think
what a fabulous place we livein - it
really is a sea kayakers paradise.
Vincent Maire

KAYAK LIGHTS -
ANOTHER VIEW

by Kevin Jose
(reprinted from the ASKNET News-
letter August -September 1998)

ThanksKerry for bringingupthetopic
of lights. Maybe more of us should
use the newsletter as a way of pass-
ing on our experiences. With more
articleslike thiswe can find out what
works for other people and adopt the
solution that best suits our one needs.
| think it will always be an ongoing
saga and there is not likely to be a
definitive answer.

When choosing alight there are alot
of factors to consider. May be one
light will not cover al cases. Do
you want the light only for staying
in contact with others of your group
or is it so that you can be seen by
that thundering gin palace? What's
behind you? Do you have to stand
out against the lights of Auckland or
the darkness of an unlit island? How

N

intrusive is the light and how much
power does it need?

When | went on my first night trip,
there were just the two of usin my
double. We soon left the lights of
Kawakawa bay behind and were
enveloped by the darkness. It was a
wonderful, moonless and still aswe
just glided across the water. We had
no fixed lights and did not use our
torch. With no background noise or
any lights, if anything el sehad moved
we would have known about it. Be-
ing there without a light is the spirit
of night paddling. Wefelt part of the
environment. When you have alight
on it ismore like a bubble travelling
throughthenight. Sincethosedaysl
havedonealot morenight trips, some
just aroundtheharbour and otherssuch
as crossings from Whangaparaoa to
the Noises and Tiritiri to Motutapu
or | leave al the lights and traffic
behind and go out from Te Uengabay
intheBay of Islands. Inor aroundthe
harbour there is just too much traffic
nowadays not to have alight.

Not long after | started night paddling
inthe harbour strobelightscameonto
the market and three of us bought
one each. We thought great, a small
waterproof light, but the last time |
used mine was about 5 years ago. |
now really believe that strobe lights
are no longer a valid option and are
in fact dangerous.

An incident that made me look for
another typeof light occurred at about
11pmonenight. Two of uswerecom-
ing back from Motuihe with strobe
lightsmounted on our decks. Wehad
passed Brownslsland and althoughnot
crossing the entrance to the Tamaki
river wewereinanareainwhichboats
start to converge to go into the river.
Asaways even with alight on | had
been keeping watch and had seen a
boat coming in the Motuihe channel.
It was now at about 170 degreesto us
and maintaining course. It continued
to get closer. We hoveto and a 25 to
30 foot launch passed at speed about
30feetinfront of us. Thiswasaclose
cal. It was only when we were not
backlitby thelightsof townthat hehad
seen us. He came back to apologise
and to seeif wewanted alift. He said
that hehad beenkeepingwatchandyet

we had been invisible to him.

It is very hard to tell the distance of
an object at night when al you seeis
alight. Isitabright light along way
away or is it a dim light close up?
Your brain needs more information.
You expect a light to illuminate an
area around it, a deck, the water or
ground. If you can not see anything
then you interpret it asalight along
way away. Mike Swifttellsmeof an
incident when the Coast Guard knew
that there were a group of kayakers
using strobe lights. They could see
themandwereclosinginonthemwhen
without warning they found that they
wereactually in amongst them. Even
whenthey knew what they werelook-
ing at they could notjudgethedistance
theboatswereaway fromthem. Matt
C only a few months ago was out
night paddling and saw a strobe light
across the water. He thought it must
be a kayaker as we are mainly the
only people to use strobes. He was
at Mission bay and thelight appeared
to be in the channel over towards
Devonport about 1.5 km, only it was
moving very fast Yesit was akayak
but only about 100m away.

| have just heard of another good
story. Chris Gulley was in a yacht
off Tutukakawhen he saw a flashing
light in front of him. It appeared to
be quite close when according to the
chart there should not be anything
there. It turned out to be Cape Brett
45km away.

Over the last few days | have spoken
toMichelePatefrom Coast Guard, the
deputy harbour master Hans Swest,
and Mark Fifeild the operationsman-
ager from Fullers.

Coast Guard were most helpful and
although they to do not know what
the answer iswere keen to work with
usto help make some progress. They
dothink weareasmall low obscured
object below the line of vision that
most boaties would be looking at
for another boat. Even with lights
we should still have a bright torch
readily accessible. THERE WILL
BE ANOTHER NIGHT WHEN WE
WILL TEST VARIOUS LIGHTS
WITH COAST GUARD INPUT. IF
YOUHAVEALIGHTINGSY STEM

6
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/THATYOU WOULDLIKETOTRY

OUT PLEASE GIVE ME A CALL
AND | WILL TRY TO ARRANGE
ANEVENINGPROBABLY INLATE
AUGUST.

At this stage we do not appear to be
a problem for the ferrys other than
that sometimes groups get spread
out. He made the comment that the
bridge tends to be higher than that
of pleasure craft so they tend to look
down on things as they get closer
and so we are not so disguised in the
backgroundlights. Hansisawarethat
lights are an issue but did not have
any answers. Hewas concerned with
visibility in general and would liketo
seeour radar profileincreased. More
than once he made reference to the
point that he would not like to be the
operator to hit a kayak as though the
way things are going the outcome is
inevitable. All threeaccept that strobes
areagood start, but thiswasin refer-
ence to groups when there would be
lots of flashes from one area.

| have been out one evening with an
onshore observer to compare lights
and their visibility.

We had eight lights:

1 20 watt halogen mast head

2 8 watt incandescent ( a standard
marine mast head light)

3 6 watt halogen tri light

4 4 watt halogen mast head

5 1.8wattincandescent and Auckland
Canoe Center special

6 0.3 watt orange C light

7 white strobe

8 Dbluestrobe

With the observer on the end of
Okahu bay wharf we paddled into the
lights of the container terminal, the
most extreme back lighting. Across
towards Devonport, to come down
the harbour with moderatelighting in
the background and finished up with
Rangitoto as a background.

Findings:

Thisisfor singlelights, themorelights
the easier it should be to see.

If you are competing against back-
ground lights the colours of the
background lights tend to be yellow,
orange or white, therefore the green
and red of the tri light stand out.
The strobe and the C light are good

to about 300m. If the strobes have a
faster pulse rate, then their visibility
isincreased.

Our speedissoslow thatevenwhenwe
arecrossing acrossthebackgroundwe
do not have that much relative move-
ment. If you are being approached
from the stern then movement is
minimal so you are concealed by the
background very easily.

The bigger the better for being seen.
For you however if the light is too
bright then you tend to want to switch
it off asit ruinsyour night vision. A
small plate under the light will keep
the light off your boat and does not
upset your night vision as much but
does nothing for the people near you.
Thetri lightisgood aslong asyou are
side by side. A red light is the least
disturbing to your night vision. The
white 4 watts is OK as long as you
are more than about 10m away from
each other.

Just two thingsto finish on. If aboat
is closing on you at 20knots, then it
will cover 500m in 50sec.

Theferries operate from a darkened
bridge, what is the chance of the
pleasurecraft havingalight on?pretty
high if you ask Coast Guard.

If you have alight you would like to
try out, pleasegivemeacall and | will
try to arrange an evening, probably in
late August.

Kevin Jose

Ph: 09 846 6796

TRIP REPORTS

Meéelanie's Cook Strait
Paddle

by David Herrington

To haveago at paddling across Cook
Strait had been on Melanie’smindfor
acouple of years.

EarlyinMay 1998 MelanieGrantwas
very fit from al the training for the
local multisport events. (Getting her
share of the prize money too, | might
add.) The weather pattern looked
promising for some calm conditions
inCook Strait, southerlieswereonthe
way out and aridge of high pressure
would give 48 hours of good condi-
tions before the next northerly set in.
Therewasathreemetre swell but that
was on the decrease.

OnTuesday the5th, preparationswere
made for an early start next morning.
These preparationswent well into the
nightfor Melanieandevenfurtherinto
the night for her father Max.
Thealarm was set for 3amto hear the
marineforecast - light south easterlies
dying out about noon, a10kt northerly
developing later in the day and atwo
metreswell. Thissounded pretty good
so by 4.15am we were on our way to
Makara, with another check on the
forecast again at 5am.

It was just breaking dawn and a
cool but light south easterly breeze
was coming down the valley behind
Makara when we set off at 7.10am.
The Brother’s light was flashing it's
signal inthedistanceahead of us. Pad-
dling out of Ohariu Bay, thelast few
flashes of the Ohau Point light were
seen before daylight took over.

Further out into the strait, away from
the protection of Cape Terawhiti, the
swell started toincrease. Max altered
his heading and sped up to do a bit
of surfing down the swells. Melanie
conserved her energy for the long
haul ahead with a steady but strong
paddle strokes.

There was alot of seaweed and kelp
floating about, the aftermath of the
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previous day’s rough seas. A couple
of albatross and a penguin paid us a
visit. Conditionswerefavourableand
judging by the change in the transits
of theBrothers, progresswaslooking
good, even though the changing tide
had been carrying us sideways.

About 4nm (nautical miles) or one
hour out from Perano Head, the
rebound of the swell off the shore
started to become much more ap-
parent, slowly increasing as we got
close to Ruakawa Rock. Méelanie
wasbusting!! “Keeptheliquidintake
up” - what isrequired for racingisn’t
needed to the sameextent onan ocean
paddie. (Melanie's eyes were almost
watering with bladder pressure.) Ru-
akawa Rock was given a wide berth
becauseof anangry seasurgingaround
it. Further over was a small gravel
beach sheltered enough to make a
landing, an ideal spot of a wee stop.
Max made a phone call to Margaret
and the wharf police to say we were
across safely. (That was after asking
aseal to move over asthey beached.)
It had taken four hours to make the
crossing. The cloud hadn't lifted as
promised by the weather forecaster
and surges were coming up onto the
beach trying to take the kayaks, so it
was a brief stop.

Wecrossedthebay to East Head which
is the entrance to Tory Channel with
thecompany of lotsof seagulls. There
was very little tidal flow, but a very
lumpy sea. It took an hour to reach
the shelter of Okukari Bay. Inthebay
we talked to two fishermen who said
a southerly change was coming and
suggested we talk to Joe Heberley, a
third generation fisherman of Tory
Channel. (1 wasthinking noway could
therebeany southerly astheanticylone
was moving away.)

We landed on the sandy beach of
Okukari Bay. It was very cold, time
to grab some food and a hot drink.
With sandwichanddrink inhand Max
and | set off for the house to seek out
Joe. We met him as he was coming
across the paddock on hisway to the
jetty. After introductions he invited
us up to the house where he made a
phone call to his son who was fish-
ing just north of the Brothers. The
weather is good, a 5kt south-easterly

here, everything looks okay was the
reply. We had better get started back
asthereis still afair way to go. Joe
gave Max the phone number of the
fishing boat and was told if there is
any trouble, giveacall they’re only
an hour away.

On our way out through Tory Chan-
nel, the flood tide was starting to run.
Max led keeping close to the shore
and making use of the back eddies.
Wewere out into the lumpy seaagain
without any problems. Wecould head
straight out asthetide would carry us
northwards. Off to our left Perano
Head wasdrifting behind us. Making
good progress we paddied into the
light south-easterly breeze and once
again watching the Brother’s transits
change.

Not as many ships about now. There
had been a big container ship pass
in front of us in the morning. The
shipping in and out of Tory Channel
towards Wellington could still be
seen when we were on the crest of
thewaves, some of whichweremuch
morethantwo metres. Therewerestill
alot of birds about. Four more juve-
nile albatross came to check us out,
gannetsdoingtheir divebombfishing,
and petrel skimminginfront of uswith
their wing tips only a whisker away
from the surface of the sea. Melanie
was visited by one of the small flying
fish that were about. It landed on her
spray skirt enabling usto haveaclose
look atit’slongwing/finsbeforeitwas
reunited with the sea.

Theday woreon, thecloud had drifted
away aswecametothedifficult part of
acrossing. You areoutinthe middle
with no real landmarksto gauge your
progress. You start to feel weary and
don’'t seem to be getting anywhere.
You drift off into your own thoughts
- even those become stale. It is no
good looking at the time because you
did that lessthan fiveminutesago. At
least at the change of the hour some
foodanddrink alongwithafewwords
exchanged make a break from it all.

| don’'t know if it was the midway
paddle boredom or the mid Cook
Strait current whichrunsupto 2.2kt’'s
(3.9km’s), but after our 40’ clock break
whenwerefocused onthelandmarks,
wewereway north of our transit line.

Back to reality, there was still some\
serious paddling to do. Setting off on
asoutheasterly headingrather thanthe
easterly we had been on at the start of
our return trip we continued the task
ahead of us.

Not far now, you could makeout more
detail onthehillsand coastline. Lights
started to appear as the sun disap-
peared over the South Island behind
us. A large moon was masked by a
thin veil of high cloud. Melanie was
paddling in great style, armshigh and
still powering along. I’'m sure Max
was like me and had to work a bit to
keepupwithMelanie. (Agedifference,
I'msure) Itwasdark by thetimewe
closed on MakaraBeach. Wehad | eft
the swell behind us. With just the
cam black water around and street
lights to guide us onto the beach, we
arrived back at 7.05pm. Eleven hours
padding and twelve hourstotal since
we had left Makara.

Tothebest of my knowledge Melanie
isthe second woman to paddle across
Cook Strait. She is the youngest
woman and the first to do a double
crossing in oneday. Congratulations
Mel.

David Herrington

WANTED

Paddling Companion
Giselle Groveswould like apaddling
companion(s) for a10 day trip in the
Bay of Islands between October '98
andMarch'99. Giselleismiddleaged,
and has some paddling experiencein
the Abel Tasman National Park and
Marlborough Sounds.

Contact: Giselle Groves

RD 1, Trass Valley

Wakefield. 7181

Nelson.

Ph: collect evenings, 03 541 8726
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The BCU Coaching Scheme
by John Kirk-Ander son

The Situation was not Good

Two weeks out from a British Kayak
Skills test and my shoulders had as-
sumed the consistency of marshmal-
lows after a month of tramping in
Nepal and the ScottishHighlands. My
legswere as hard asthose of afrozen
chicken, but all my paddling muscles
had quietly sneaked away.

It took acrash coursein weight train-
ingusing housebricksinmy relations
Edinburgh garden before | was ready
to see how the Brits did things.

| wasto attend asymposiumat Angle-
sey inNorth Walesand would then be
assessed for the British Canoe Union
Advanced Proficiency Award. This
award seemed to have taken on
mythical status amongst British pad-
dlers with tales of assessors merci-
lessly probing for weaknessin skills,
knowledge and character.

While treating this folklore with a
degree of cynicism, | had still spent
the past year paddling without a
rudder and trying to master northern
hemisphere weather.

Thefirstlesson of thesymposiumwas
toignoretiming. Thingsweredone at
avery relaxed pace, but most activities
worked well. The only problem was
when a trip to a tide race ran 1-1/2
hours late, meaning the anticipated
whitewater was a mere ripple.

Afterthethreeday symposium, several
BCU courses were run concurrently.
Earlier in the week the weather was
too good and there was talk that the
Advanced Proficiency wouldn’t

run. Thecriteriafor thetest waswinds
of at least Force 4 (11-16 knots), but
a large anticyclone over the British
Isles supplied light variable winds.
Fortunately alow steamedinbringing
southerlies and gale warnings.

\.

The advanced Proficiency (or 5 Star
Award) is the highest in the very
structured BCU scheme. It is alead-
ership and personal skills test where
candidates are placed in challenging
situationsto test their ability to safely
extract themselves and others.

Although aimed at recreational pad-
dlers, al six candidates on my course
had some commercial interest in at-
taining the qualification. By the time
paddlers sit this assessment they will
have worked their way up through
the progressive BCU scheme. | had
an exemption from this background,
however | still had to attend training
prior to assessment.

Most of the testing took place on the
water, but several theory papers aso
had to be completed. The usual skills
of group rescues weretested, butina
5 metre gap between a sea stack and
agap in the cliff. The breaking seas
and 20 (genuine) knots of wind kept
us honest. This interesting area was
also used for rolling testsand towing.
Nearly smashing an assessor into the
cliff during a tow did not help two
candidates' final marks.

Duringour prolongedtimeinthisarea
an RAF rescue helicopter arrived.
Whether the crew were just being
nosy or were expecting business,
I’m unsure.

Group control and boat skills were
tested in the overfalls off the North
Stack, Holy Island. Flooding at about
four knots, they were great fun, but |
was warned that they could end loop
Nordkapps.

While three candidates led a night
trip, | worked on crossing the English
Channel - on paper. Making amistake
converting tide constants meant |
did hourly tidal vector plots THREE
TIMES.

Fifteen paddlers, from other courses,
had put their names down to do the
night trip. However, heavy rain and
25+ knot winds whittled the number
down to three. The group returned at
1.30 am. after searching with mixed
success, for floating chemical light-
sticksin Holyhead Harbour. My own

test, planned for the following night,
was cancelled when conditions be-
came too rough.

Wewerethentoldtoplanatripfor the
following day that would enable the
assessors to check our group control.
Our difficulty wasto find somewhere
safe to paddle. The winds were still
from the south and rising in strength,
meaning some groups were having
trouble getting off the beach.

My plan, which was used, involved a
launchfromHolyhead Harbour onthe
north side of the island. While it was
abit of acop-out, the down-wind run
alongthecoast of Anglesey Islandwas
great surfingfun. Theassessor claimed
the winds had reached gale force
(33+ knots) but there were no dramas
although a mistake in identifying the
beach we were aiming for was duly
noted in the following debrief.

There were some very unhappy faces
after theprivatedebriefswithonly two
of us passing. Three candidates were
deferred tore-sit some stagesand one
person failed.

The Advanced Proficiency is not,
despite rumours, a measure of God-
likeperformancehowever, itishighly
regarded within the British paddling
scene and is a fair test of rounded
paddling skills.

As the top of the pyramid that is the
BCU Skills Award, there is a danger
that holders could believe they knew
it al. | saw quite the opposite, pad-
dlers realised how much they still
had to learn.

The amost military structure of the
BCU is very different to our way of
doing things and | was interested in
how it worked inthereal world of sea
kayakers. Theclub scenein Britainis
very strong alowing this Hierarchy
to flourish. Most paddlers were well
aware of the dangers of following
the party line. | found people very
willing to discuss the merits of dif-
ferent ideas, including rudders and
lightweight boats.

A National award has its advantages.
Whiletryingtoarrangeapaddieinthe
Orkney Isles at short notice and out
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of the blue, | was quickly able to put
minds at rest regarding my skill.

Could this system work here?

| doubtit, without thestrong club scene
tosupportit, paddlerswouldn’t bother
to follow the paper trail.

The scheme does, however, encour-
ageskill development and these skills
are tested.

John Kirk-Anderson

(John works as a photographer with
the Christchurch 'Press, and is cur-
rently on holiday in the USA. John
isalso a SKOANZ accredited guide/
instructor).

A Kayak Cruise on
the Turkish Coast

Cesme to Bodrum
by Gerry Maire

Many people at some time dream of
cruisingthewarmwatersof theMedi-
terranean Seain their own boat. For
most of us the dream gets lost as the
time and cost involved leave us set-
tling for aweek’sholiday on acharter
yacht. How could we overcome the
seemingly impossible? We live in
New Zealand or just about asfar away
from Turkey as you can get.

Our children had flown the nest and it
was now our time to live the dream.
Having spent summer holidays sail-
ing and kayaking onthe New Zealand
coast, thebest answer tofit our pocket
wasakayak. Not your average small
day trip kayak but alarge double sea
kayak equipped to sail and paddle.
To simplify any oversizeair and land
transport problems, our boatbuilder
soon had our kayak modified for
unboltingintothreepieces. Littlelug-
gage wheels attached to the bow and
stern piecesmadefor easy movement
at airports. Six months of planning
and arranging affairs at home disap-
peared very quickly. Soon the chills
of autumn came and we, like migrat-
ing sea birds, flew north to explore
the sunny summer lands of ancient

N

civilisations.

Sometwenty-seven hourslater, aswe
descended into 1zmir Airport, my jet
lagged mind contemplated the road
transport problem of getting us and
kayak pieces to the sea coast. | was
still thinking about it when my wife,
Trish, took control and achieved the
seeming impossible by fitting us and
our kayak into avery small taxi van.
With half our kayak sticking out the
back of the van, we were soon on the
magnificent new highway to the sea
port of Cesme.

The owners of the small Yelsin Hotel
madeusmaost comfortableaswespent
the first few days obtaining supplies
and gaining local knowledge for our
cruise. Thewindsin the Aegean are
notoriously localised so our weather
information was mostly based on
the Coptic Almanac published in the
TurkishWaters& CyprusPilot (Imray
Laurie Norie & Wilson, UK) by Rod
Heikell. Themonthly weather predic-
tions are based on hundreds of years
of accumulated wisdom.

‘Ahiri eyyami mator’ or the end of
the blessed season of rainy weather
had just passed over and on 3 May
we started out. Rain would not fall on
us for the next three months. Wild
spring flowerswere everwhere onthe
edge of the coast. Up the small fertile
valleys, farmers were well underway
withtheir spring planting. A southerly
gale soon stopped our progress but
‘no problem’ as they say in Turkey.
There was plenty to do and see even
in remote places. Fishermen invited
usto haveteaand villagefolk to have
dinner. One eventful afternoon was
spent with an extended family at a
beach party to cel ebratethe coming of
summer. Thefood cameall afternoon
as did theraki, the local drink.

Back on the water, we found our new
roller furling foresail to be essential
for aheavily loaded kayak. Wecould
sail hard on thewind in up to 5 knots
and with eased sheets cream along
in 12 knot winds, roller reefing if we
got overpowered. Cheating? Don't
believeit! Thedrag istaken off pad-
dling to maintain displacement speed
of 4mph. Attimeswecovered 6 miles
plusper hour. Thecrew (front paddler,

Trish) did not like to reduce sail and )
often called for more speed. Skipper
(Gerry) worked the sail, paddled and
tried not to broach and roll the kayak
asfollowing seasand wind rose. The
water was warm and the sun shone
every day.

Our usual paddling day started early.
Down tent and pack up to be on the
water by 7am. Breakfast wasbetween
9and10amat aseasiderestaurant. All
the small seaside towns had afishing
boat harbour, most no bigger than to
moor a few boats with a restaurant
on the dockside. There isno tide to
speak of so it was like paddling on
a lake. A Turkish breakfast is very
addictive - black sweet tea, dliced
cucumber, tomato, olives, soft white
goat cheese, a boiled egg and lots of
fresh Turkish bread.

Mid-morning, the sea breeze started
and by early afternoon, the wind
strength could betoo strong to paddle.
Thewindusually diedagaininthelate
evening. Assummer was now on us,
thenoonday heat put astopto our pad-
dling most afternoons. A good book
under anolivetreewiththeoccasional
swimmadefor apleasant timeashore.
Bottledwater wasreadily availableso
our water filter was never used.

Between villages, we were always
ableto find aquiet beach to camp on.
Dry land days came up every three
or four days with bus trips inland,
visiting larger towns and ruins. From
mosgues to crusader castles and the
awe inspiring ruins dating back 2000
to 5000 years.

We stayed at the tiny walled town of
Sigacik, about the size of acity block.
Itsstreetswereso narrow, motor trans-
port couldnot beused. Thefamedcity
of Ephesuswasnot missed. Every day
we found and saw new things. No
timetable was driving us.

After our stay at Kusadasi, our first
large tourist town, we made ready for
thetrip around the high mountains of
Can Dagi. Thisnational park wilder-
ness peninsula nearly reaches the
shores of the Greek island of Samos.
Wild animals including cheetahs
and bears still roam this wilderness,
however, wild donkeys were the
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only visitors to our lonely campsite
that night.

The wild grandeur of the high moun-
tains dwarfed our small kayak as we
made passage up the ancient Gulf of
Latmos to the Menders River delta.
Over the centuries, silting has moved
the coastline many miles out leaving
anumber of what were once ancient
coastal cities stranded many miles
inland. Memories of Greek history
lessons and the names of early phi-
losophers came flooding back. This
iswhere many had lived and worked
in the splendour of their times.

Ignoring our weather chart, westarted
at midday to cross the 15 mile wide
river delta. By mid afternoontheris-
ingwindand onshoreseasdecided our
day’sdestination for us. Stranded on
an open beach miles from anywhere,
wefound afew salt bushesfor shelter
and pitched our tent. At day’s end,
as the wind died, we sat eating din-
ner enjoying the seeming emptiness
when two tortoises came plodding
past on their homeward journey after
a day’s foraging. A neat end to an
eventful day.

Passing over the clear waters of the
Gulf of Gulluck, we saw our only
pod of dolphins. The overfishing of
this area of the Mediterranean was
evident everywhere we went. Other
wildlife we were not too keen to find
were snakes and scorpions. Our first
snake sighting in the wild was while
we explored the old city of lassos. |
was glad it was going in the opposite
direction as| wasamazed at its speed
of departure. We don't have snakesin
New Zealand.

From Gulluk, we spent a day inland
visiting Milas then to sea again to
round the Bodrum Peninsula. This
stretch we were not sure as to what
some of the capes and foulground
would be like. We pushed off early
and beat the wind up the south coast
and rode excellent tail winds around
into Bodrum Bay in three days of
early breakfast stops and afternoon
township visits.

Bodrum was geared up for the tourist
season with hundreds of tour boats
tied up onthewaterfront. After three
days of the bright lights, were were

ready for the change back to wilder
and more remote areas. We had now
finished our first month of our Turkish
coastal ramble and only traveled 200
miles. The ancient coast of the lonian
Seawas now behind usand ahead lay
the wild mountainous regions of the
Ancient Carian.

The Carian Coast

Bodrum to Marmaris

From Bodrum, weentered the Gulf of
Gokova. Thislonggulf hasvery high
mountains on both sides, so when the
Meltemwind setsin at approximately
noon, thewind strength canriseto 30
knotsin a very short time. Our plan
was to run down the northern shore
then do an early morning crossing to
Sehir Island. Thethreedaysit took to
run the 50 miles to Akbuk was to be
true to the weather pattern. We were
pushed ashore early twice but with
landing possibleevery few kilometers,
we were able to enjoy the high gran-
deur of the wild mountain faces with
escarpments rising high above us.
Thesmall villageof Orenwith nearby
ancient Keramos gave us an insight
into theway thesevillage peoplelive,
poor but most friendly. Many of their
small homeshaveacarpet loom. The
high chimney of themothballed power
station east of Oren dominated the
landscape, even the high mountains
did not dwarf it. The strength of the
tourist dollar has enabled the local
population of Bodrum to stall the
opening of this power plant and the
pollution the low grade codl it is to
burn could cause.

Managing Risk

Weather information and knowledge
on possible landing places ahead is
what the sea kayaker needs to know
before heading out on the water each
day. A mixture of land and sea maps
and charts, along with a copy of The
TurkishWatersPilot gaveareasonable
picture of landing places. Thisinfor-
mation was mapped out and carried
in a mapcase on deck for each day’s
section of our journey.

Local weather forecasts were not
availableasour Turkish wasnot good
enoughtolistentotheradio. Seasonal
weather patterns, local fishing boat
movements and general observations
served uswell. Thiswasfollowed by

our ruleof ‘ If thenext or previousland-
ing point is more than 3 miles away
and seaconditionslook likechanging,
don’t pushonand hope.’ Takechances
and you end up fighting the elements.
L ongopen coastal stretcheswereonly
done very early in the day.

At Akbuk, we broke the rule and
ventured out at 11.30am asthe 7 mile
crossing to Sehir looked OK. Dead
ontime at 12 noon, the meltem wind
came funnelling down the Gulf and it
went from flat calm to over 20 knots
inminutes. Around we came and high
tailed back to shore. Asweswungin
under the semi-shelter of the shore,
foaming wave crests and wind blown
spray indicated 30 knotsand our slow
progress dictated we land and wait
out the wind.

The previousthree days weather pat-
tern had indicated this could happen.
Why would today be any different?
When theland heats up, in comesthe
wind. TheGulf of Gokovaisanatural
windtunnel, sowhenitblows, itblows
hard. Thesafety of Akbuk was better
than a wild ride down the Gulf and
maybe a swim or two if we rolled.
Our kayak hassevenbuoyancy storage
compartmentsincludinglockerseither
sideof thetwo cockpits. Thisenables
ustoempty out and get underway again
with minimum troublein the event of
arollover. Thiswehaveonly donein
practice, never on the voyage.

Sehir Idland to Bozburun

There is a new international airport
at Yerkesik at the head of the Gulf
of Gokova servicing Mugla and the
coastal tourist resort of Marmaris.
Thisplacesthejetsettingkayak travel-
ler within afew miles of some of the
best cruising waters anyone could
wish for.

After a peaceful crossing next day,
weentered akayaker’ swonderland of
inlets, bays, islands and creeks. For
the next six days, that should have
been twelve if we had doneit justice,
we cruised along in clear waterswith
only short sections of open coastline.
Thisarea of theworld used to have a
large population. Citieswere built on
citiesover theages. Fortsand castles
dottedthelandscape. For thosepeople
into ancient history, it'sall here- Car-
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(ian, Rhodian, Confederacy, Roman,

Byzantine, Greek, Turkish and many
others. Ruins where old defensive
walls still stand.

How doesonedescribesuchamixture
of diverseinterest. Cleopatra’sBeach
and theatre ruins on Sehir Island, the
serene Soyut Bay, dubbed Honey
Water Bay. Degirmen Buku (English
Harbour) complete with bronze mer-
maid. Kargilibuk, more like a long
narrow lost lake. Yedi Adalari Islands
with their wild flowers.

The small hamlets and ever present
coastal restaurants with their won-
derful Turkish hospitality stopped
any progress during the heat of the
afternoon. Camping or accommoda-
tion was not a problem if you asked.
WhilecruisinguptoCataloa(Amazon
Creek) totherestaurant oneafternoon,
wefound the stream wasfull of small
turtles swimming in clear water.

To save arather hard and potentially
dangerous 80 mile paddle out around
theDatcaPeninsular withitswildsteep
south coast, we stopped at Buku Cati
(the Fish Jump) and looked at portag-
ing the kayak the 2 miles over. The
road we found was too rough for the
kayak transport cart.

Buku Cati had been a beautiful bay.
Asit has the only road access up on
to the Datca highway, it is used as a
rubbishtransfer point by thegulet tour
boat fleet. Lack of management has
let this spot turn into an open garbage
heap with plastic and other flotsam
strewn around.

A family living in a crude plastic
covered hut indicated their son had
a big car and could carry our kayak
over. Onour return next morning, the
whole extended family was there to
load our kayak onto a new 3 tonne
truck. Grandfather andtheyoungboys
rode on the back of the truck holding
the kayak while we rode in the front
with the driver. Much care was taken
driving over the uneven road surface
up on to the main highway. Wewere
soon set down under the trees in a
peaceful holiday park in the upper
reaches of the Gulf of Datca. Across
the bay stands (Orhaniye) Kecibuk
withitsfort and other old ruins. A few

miles along the coast and alarge bay
was entered leading to Selimiye with
itsmosgue on the waterfront (ancient
Kastabos). L ater that day, paddlingup
beside the high mainland cliffsinside
of Kameriye Island we came upon a
strange wooden structure clinging to
the cliff face.

On a platform above us three silent
figureslooked down. Moments|ater,
avery American accent inquired what
itwaslikefloating over an 9th century
wreck of awinecargo ship. Amultina-
tional teamled by Dr GeorgeBasswas
in the process of lifting its cargo up.
Itisinteresting the care and attention
todetail archaeologistsgotointrying
to discover what life was like in the
centuries past in surveying these old
wrecks. Inthisareaaone, 17 wrecks
wereknown all located by the sponge
divers. After avisit to an old ruined
Greek monastery, headwindsdecided
for usthat Dirsek Harbour waswhere
we would stop for the day.

Well fed, showered and camped beside
theonly buildingin Dirsek, you guess
right, arestaurant, with a cool beer.

Crew somehow pulled the wool over
my eyes in Bozburun and convinced
me the kayak was alittle out of trim
and we would sail better with alittle
more weight down aft. Afteral the
skipper haslost hispot belly and with
it several kg in weight. | must have
been drunk, anyway, we now had a
kilm on board (aturkish woven mat),
rugsandkilmsarewhat everyonetakes
home from Turkey. Now | must be
careful, the crew has set other buy-
ing objectives - decorative platesand
kebab skewers.

It was four days before we finaly
departed from Bozburun with great
memoriesof itspeople. The coastline
down to Marmaris has few landing
places. This should not stop a well
equipped group of kayakersfromcon-
sidering it as the harbours of Bozuk,
Serce, Gerbekse and Ciftlik are well
worth the effort.

Oninstructionsfrom SuzanneYork, a
San Francisco archaeol ogist who had
spent many yearsresearchingthearea,
we found our way over the isthmus
from Serceto the ruins at Thyssanus.

The few families living in this arid\
land still use the same grain grinding
stones as did the people a thousand
years ago.

In blustery wind conditions, we made
our way along the high rocky coast-
line towards Gerbekse. We had been
warned by fisherman if the sky goes
black to the south, get off the water
fast. Away in the distance, we could
see a storm moving down onto Mar-
maris, theair felt heavy aswesighted
three open fishing boats headed in to
the nearest shelter. Wefound asmall
beach and watched. The dark black
storm cloudsmoved closer. Then,ina
matter of minutes, the sky cleared.

Marmaris

Marmaris Bay is magnificent. Sur-
rounded by pine-clad hills, it is easy
toseewhy itspopularity hasgrown so
rapidly. Itswaterfront wasconstantly
alivewith peopleand boat traffic. The
campinggroundonitssouth shorewas
good but the urge for more creature
comfortsafter afew daystenting was
strong. We succumbed and joined
the holidaying throng in the town.
The crew (Trish) has agreat sense of
culinary skill. Shewasawaysonthe
lookout for restaurantsthat specialised
ingoodtraditional food. InMarmaris,
sheexcelled. Most resort restaurants
concentrateonthestandardtasy dishes
of salads, kebabs and seafood. Many
other wonderful dishes were found
and enjoyed.

The Lycian Coast - The Dalyan
Delta

Twenty-five miles south of Marmaris
lies the Dalyan Delta. Travelling
from the coast up to Dalyan involved
negotiating a reed bed labyrinth of
twisting channels to reach the Koyc-
egus River. The aerial photos of this
delta are impressive so were were a
little apprehensive that we could get
lost. Just follow the river taxi boats
we were told.

“Which one will we follow?’called
the crew asthefirst three motor boats
disappearedintothereedsindiffering
directions. It wasnow or never, sowe
chased after the nearest one. After
playingdodgemswiththeseriver boats
in the narrow channels, we finally
foundthefishtrapgatethat markedthe
entry up theriver. With our adrenalin
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now under control, Dalynasoon came
into view. This Turkish version of
Venice serves awide range of tourist
attractions on theriver.

A few miles up river, the deep green
waters of Lake Koyecguz opened up
and we cruised around its shores to
a domed marble thermal bath house
to experience its body harmonizing
waters. That evening we ate our meal
outdoors with a backdrop of Lycian
rock tombs lit up across the river,
our kayak asleep at its river mooring
below us.

Now we knew how the labyrinth
worked, we had a fun paddle back
downtothecoast. Inbetweentheriver
boats parked at the beach, the crew
spiedalocal fishing boat barbequeing
crabsonitsforedeck. “ Stop”, camethe
order. Lunchisbeing served.

The coast was now less inhabited.
Informationonlanding pointswewere
findingalittlemoredifficult toobtain.
L ocal informationwasnot understood
or the correct questions asked. Even
without detailed information, we al-
waysfoundexcellent campsitesand no
uncomfortablesituationsdevel opedto
upset our cruise.

The beauty of the steep land mass
and coloured cliff faces between
Boz Burnu and Disibilmez Burnu
(points) offset the energy required to
push through the choppy seas on our
passageto BabaAdasi. Dalman beach
stretched away to the east. Helped
by a light on shore wind, we were
S00N ON our way again eating up the
seamiles.

Finding a lovely secluded cove on
the far side of Cape Akea, we settled
in for an afternoon of swimming and
reading . Before the night sounds of
distant goat bellsmatched yet another
clear night under the stars.

Skopea Liman, Gocek

You would have to cal Skopea a
boati€e’ sparadiseof worldclass.Along
chain of islandsprotect thissmall gulf
whereitsisland and mainland shores
are indented with numerous bays.

The early morning land breeze soon
died as we rounded Kurdoglu Point

and ran down passed a number of
small bays into Kapi Creek. It was
only 10.30 am and the sun’s heat was
intense. We were suffering from the
heat. We were to find out later an
unseasonal heat wave of well over 40
degrees was to affect the area for the
next few days. Wedid not count them
but the Skopea shorelinewould have
20 plus bars and restaurants around
its shoreline. Most all of these sum-
mer establishments are made up of
a small service building supplying a
shade covered balcony of tables and
chairs on the water's edge. Many
are built on small rock walled areas
of land where people have lived for
thousands of years. Other than these
summer-runrestaurants, therearefew
other buildings, only thetreeclad and
rock landscape.

Kapi wasoneof many wevisited over
the next few days as we crisscrossed
the bays looking at old ruins from
many different ages. By this stage,
we were adapted to locating pebble
beaches on windward shores where
yachtsdid not stay in the evening and
cool breezes could be had to make
for apleasant night's sleep. Lesswas
required in the way of clothes, bed-
dingandshelter. Our tent fly had been
stowed away.

Thehospitality and excellent company
of the Turkish staff at thesmall restau-
rantswastoo muchtoresist and many
eveningsfound usbeing fed, watered
and entertained in grand style before
joining our hosts to a night’s sleep -
or what was left of it under the stars.
Outdoor sleeping platforms, the deck
of afishing boat or therestaurant fl oor.
That’swhere our hosts slept. We put
up our tent liner for mossy proofing
and found a corner for ourselves.
Morning, we were usually up and
on our way by 7am while the local
population slumbered on for an extra
hour. The highlights of Skopea had
to be Kapi Creek, Wall Bay, Tomb
Bay and Tersane, al not be missed.
The big cave off the point north of
Ragged Bay on the outside coast and
apaddle up to Kizilkuyruk if you are
doing thisareafrom Gocek makesfor
apleasant extraday if you have time
tospare. Incloser to Goceck, Yassica
Adalari or the Squiggle Islandsaswe
named them, added to the long list

of nooks and bays to while away hot
sunny days.

We had mixed feelings on what we
wouldfind at Gocek fromwhat wehad
heard. We took our usual precaution
of spending the night just outsidethis
townsowecouldarriveearly andfresh
to work out where to stow the kayak
and stay over. Gocek wasatreat. Set
up around thebareboat hirefleetsand
day trip gulets, this neat little town
still has its Friday market and excel-
lent boat supply food markets. Its
foreshoreislined with the usual bars
and restaurants and its one long com-
mercial servicesroadthat runsparallel
totheforeshorehaseverythingfor the
visitor. Wefound easy landing onthe
western edge of town where many
small pansyions and camp grounds
were to be found. Jungle camp was
to be the home for our small boat for
the next ten days as we escaped the
40 degrees plus temperatures with a
visit to Cappadocia and other inland
sites. (For thejetset kayaker, Dalman
Airport servicesthis area.)

4July - Itwasagood feelingtobeback
inthekayak, beingwell supplied with
fresh vegetables from asmall coastal
market. We cut across Fethiye Bay
to a cove inside Merdivenle Heads.
Tucked away inacovefacingwest, we
wereunaffected by therisingnortherly
that movedin that night driven by bad
weather fromtheBlack Sea. Next day,
the morning breeze was more gusty
than usual and a fast ride downwind
to Cape llbis was covered in the first
hour. Holding closeintothecliffs, we
battled increasing winds up the high
northern cliffsto Gemiler. Rounding
the last point, the full force of the
northerly and short steep seas were
just too much and sent us scurrying
back for shelter. The gale also sent
tentsflying onthecoastal resorts. Wild
windgustsfunnellingdownthevalley
sent our billy lid flying out to sea. By
2pm the weather dropped enough for
usto push onto the beach as Gemiler.
The ruins on Gemiler Adasi (I1sland)
are scattered over most of the island
complete with Byzantine churches.
St Nicholas is said to have come
from here.

Wishingto seeOlu Deniz ahead of the
visiting hordesthenext day wecrossed
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(the bay early to drift into the lagoon

and enjoy the early morning to our-
selves. Powered and anchoring craft
are not allowed into this lagoon that
is tucked away behind a magnificent
beach that is also protected by a bay
on itswestern end. All in all, one of
nature’s most unusual combinations.
Just in time the powers to be have
saved most of itsbeauty from sprawl-
ing tourist development. The quality
and colour of the water in thislagoon
isjust magic.

As the lines of beach chairs came to
life with wobbling pink bodies eager
to get atan on their all too short vaca-
tion from the cold lands to the west,
we moved on to quieter places.

A short distance southeast lies But-
terfly Valley. A peaceful valey with
a waterfall at its head and no road
access. Frequented by backpackers
for years, it sounded a good place to
find some shade from the noonday
sun. All we had heard was true until
inthespace of an hour most of the bay
foreshorefilledwithday trippingferry
boatsfoulingthewater withdiesel and
with no respect to the beach space
swimmers were using. The word has
spread of the beauty of Butterfly Bay
and it has fallen to the uncontrolled
thoughtlessmassmarket tourist opera-
tors driving cattle trucks. Disgusted,
we paddled on.

At midday, we pulled up onto a near
deserted beach and settledintheshade
under a large sea pine overlooking
the clear waters. This was Kabuk,
not marked on our map or mentioned
in any travel guide book. A chance
encounter during one of our usual
many afternoon swimsto cool off lead
us to yet another of Turkey’s magic
eveningsout. Back behind the beach
lay gardens of Eden created down the
centuries by generations of inhabit-
ants. Small tree shaded flat gardens
surrounded by stone walls. A short
walk back to thevalley’s steep moun-
tain backdrop lay acool stream. Club
Med had tried every angle to build a
complex here. Oneloneloca manhad
held out long enough to gain notice
from the international press and stop
development. The familieswho live
inthisvalley cater for small numbers
of eco tourists that come and share

their hospitality. Camping outdoors
onsleepingdecks, itwasindeed amil-
lion star hotel. Theevening meal was
shared by all the eight guests and the
host family. Luckily for usaTurkish
born Australian was amongst us to
trandateinmoredetail themany ques-
tionsweall hadrelatingtothevalley’s
environment. Latethat night, slumber
cameeasily inathisvalley completely
at peace with the world. Long may
Kabuk remain as a reminder of what
a wilderness coastal environment is
like without devel opment.

We now faced some long paddling
days as more open stretches of coast
lay ahead. Settled weather next day
made for good progress pas the wild
coastal range known as the Seven
Noisesanddownthelong PatraBesach.
Mid-morningweenjoyedarefreshing
swimwith agroup of people off apri-
vate charter yacht. They were paying
$1500 per day for their holiday. A big
contrast from our $50 aday. Camped
just short of Kalkan, wesleptwell after
our 35 mile day.

Kalkan toKas

Twenty miles of mountains that drop
straight into the sea.  The narrow
coastal highway can be seen twisting
and turning its way along its face,
seemingly clinging in space.

Toseaward, islandsstring out into the
distance. AtthispointtheGreek Idland
of Kastellorizon is only three miles
fromTurkey. Thepreviousafternoon's
high winds had left behind a sloppy
sea that made tough going. We were
amile or so offshore making for the
Burnu Peninsula when a small keel
yacht hovetoo infront of us. “Could
you confirm where Kas Harbour is
please?’ cameagruff voice. Itturned
out that in heavy seasthenight before
their sea chart had been blown away
and, with no obvious land points in
view to confirm their position, they
were not too happy. On looking
around, they were right. Just hostile
rugged coastline and just as rugged
islands. Notaniceplacetohavesailed
into during the night. Then the usual
question we often got. “Where had
we come from?’ Sea kayaks are not
seen on the Turkish coast.

Kasis atourist township with an at-

mosphere al of its own. This small )
compact lively place of colourful
shops, restaurants and crowded little
harbour islargeenoughtohaveanoisy
nightlife during the holiday season.
Day tripsto awide assortment of des-
tinations can be doen from here. For
the sea kayaker, thisisthe only place
wefoundit possibletohireseakayaks.
BougainvilleTravel woulddeliver the
kayaks to anywhere on the Turkish
coast. They aso hire out on a daily
basis trips at Kekova. Ufuk Guven
and most of the staff spoke several
languagesfluently. Their spontaneous
helpin organising transport for usand
our kayak the 700 miles to Istanbul
was typical of the quality of service
thistourist adventure company had to
offer. (Bouganville Travel Fax 0090
242 836 1605 Sea Kayak Hire).

No problem in Turkey

There is a Greek Island off Kas. In
fact, itisonly 4 milesaway, complete
with aport of entry. Excellent. Let's
fill out the papers and go take a visit.
How doesonego about this?Youvisit
the Harbourmaster and obtain port of
exit papers. Then report to the port
doctor for hisstamp, totheport police
to obtain clearance and, finally, to the
Harbour Customs and Immigration
Office. Firstproblem. “Whereisyour
cruising log? All exiting yachts have
alog. Oh, you have akayak and have
come from where?’ “Cesme. Quite
a trip. 1000 kilometers. Very good
photos you have.”

There is a small problem. Kayaks
don'tfit thesystem. Thefax machine
clattersand Antaylareports OK. Fill
out all the papers. Most questions re-
quireaNil answer, likenetttonnageof
craft. “Well, its0.1 of atonne think.
Well, | don't know. 75 kg. How do
| work that out?’

Now up the hill to the police station.
Gee, it's a hot day. On to the port
doctor. “No, we don’t require to see
you until you return to Turkey.”

One hour later, al is filled out and
we are told to return after all other
Immigration officers have done their
jobs to get the fina papers and pay
$30. This sounded fair for the work
required. The computer tells a story
that we have been good tourists and
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/our passportsarestamped. All isgoing

well. Final leg down to the Customs
Office. A new form to fill out. “Do
you haveany of thefollowing?’ VHF,
yes. TV, no. Engine, no. Lifejackets,
yes. Home port, Auckland. Flag of
Country, Yes, New Zealand. At this
point, the Customs Officer senses |
don’t understand the form. Ten min-
utes later, they had a clear picture of
wherewehad comefromandwhat the
kayak was. Itisnot possiblewewere
told. Ohdear, what arethe problems?
First, wheredidthekayak comefrom?
Withusontheaircraft fromNew Zea-
land. Weshow photos. How did it get
into Turkey? No importation note on
your file. Not possible. Oh, yes, we
see, brokendown, it doesnotlook like
akayak. Did you not declareit. We
could not. The porters at the airport
picked it up and Customs waved us
through. OK. OK.

2nd problem. You do not have the
required list of equipment of a craft
going offshore. By this stage, the
whole office thought it was a great
joke. Yes, like most of the world’s
bureaucraticrules, wecouldtravel the
Turkish coast but not cross the bay to
Greece. Comeback whenwejointhe
EC. Then it may be possible or pay
$20 and take the ferry. It is cheaper
but we aretouristsand touristslike to
do uneconomic stupid things for the
fun of living.

August was approaching and our
three month visitor’'s permits would
expire. We decided our ultimate goal
of Antalyawasnot to bethistripaswe
couldnot|eave Turkey without seeing
Istanbul. But before we departed the
coast, therewasstill onemoredestina-
tion on our must seelist.

Kekova Roads

The coast had become more arid and
mountainous with fewer places to
land. More care to navigation detail
was required. Because of heat haze,
visua distancewasonly half what we
areusedtoin New Zealand. Keeping
time/distance under constant check,
weentered alonginlet guarded by the
Sicak Yarimadasi (Hot Peninsul @) alit-
tle over three hours paddle from Kas.
Here, we drifted over the submerged
quays and ruins of the ancient city
and port of Aperlae, theold city walls,

sarcophagi and rock tombs stood in
silence as we drifted, our minds on
times long gone. Turning east again
through the Akar Bogazi channel
some hours later very hot and alittle
dehydrated, wefound shadebesidethe
last collapsed arch of theruined Chris-
tian church in tiny Tersane Harbour.
Out on the seaward side of Kekova
Island, we found enough flat land at
the head of Karoloz Inlet to pitch our
tent. Visiting yachtsmen had been
feeding the young goats here. After
a frustrating half hour of trying (the
impossibl€) to stop asmall goat from
eating anything attached to thekayak,
we had to anchor back in the water.
Luckily, he left our tent alone.

The next day we treated ourselves to
a pansyion at Kale Koy. Using this
as a base, we spent time exploring
the surrounding area of coast. What
started as atwo day stay ended up at
five. But that is another story of a
birthday party and not being able to
get up early enough to paddlethefour
and a half hours back to Kas before
the full heat of the day.

The sunrise on our last morning at
seawas stunning. My wife and best
friend, Trish’sdiary entry sumsup our
feelingson that last day. ‘It'sso sad
to take the kayak apart today. | could
paddle on this coast forever.’

Gerry Maire

SEA KAYAKING NETWORK

CONTACT ADDRESSES
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

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

KASK HANDBOOK

Over the past two months the LRB2
(2nd. Ed. Kask Handbook) has been
closely proofed, and once the correc-
tions are completed, a 200 copy print
runisplanned. For new members, and
existing members ordering the LRB2
from Helen Woodward, the mother of
all seakayaking handbooksshould be
in the mail to you by late August.

COSTS:

New members:1 gratis copy
Existing members: $10 + $1 p&p
Non-members: $18 + $1 p&p
Make cheques out
KASK(NZ)Inc.

to

Trade enquiries and orders to the
Kask Treasurer, Helen Woodward, 82
Hutcheson St., Blenheim.

~
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C PRESIDENT'S

REPORT

by Phil Handford
Thisnewdetter isalittlelate, butwhen
the editor is away in Greenland and
Sweden getting some well deserved
adventure and inspiration then it is
alwayswell worth the wait. Thisisa
bit of an update on a few things

The Kask Handbook (LRB2- little
red book, Edition 2) is now close to
its first reprint. The first print of the
second edition was a run of only 50
copies in time for the KASK forum.
It has now been expertly proof read
and now that Paul isback heismaking
the corrections. The second run will
be 200 copies printed in Greymouth
wherewe have managed to get agood
pricefrom along established printing
firm. Thanksfor the patience of those
awaiting copies they have ordered or
new members who are to get a free

copy.

Thanks to Vincent Maire and the
Auckland Sea Kayaking Network
(ASKNET) for the article on KASK
and areview of the Kask Handbook.
Asaresultof thisandthejoiningform,
Helen Woodward has aready had a
good number of new members. Wel-
come to you al and your LRB2 will
be on the way when the 2nd reprintis
completed. With the next Kask forum
in Napier thiswill be closer for those
from northern NZ.

We have finally received written
confirmation from NZ Recreational
Canoeing Assoc. that KASK now
has status as the national sea kay-
aking body. This will significantly
strengthen our case to become a
member of the Water Safety Council.
Our application for WSCNZ isto be
heard in September.

The newsletter is now being printed
in Hamilton, labels are organised
by Helen Woodward in Blenheim
and mailing by David Herrington in
Dannevirke. This change gives Peter
and Diane Sullivan in Christchurch a
break asthey have organised printing
and mailing as well as Peter being
secretary for a number of years now,
soabigthanksfrom The SeaCanoeist

N

readers for your efforts over the past
few years.

| hope to be able to make some more
progresswith promotion of the LRB2
over the months ahead now that we
are better positioned to supply what-
ever number of copiesare requested.
Completion of a small promotional
pamphlet for companiesisakey part

EQUIPMENT
PADDLE WEIGHT
by Paul Caffyn

Picking up on acomment from Peter
Sullivan, regarding the difference
between using a heavy paddle and a
lightweight paddle and the extra en-
ergy required to lift the heavy paddle,
| recently accurately weighed two of
my paddles.

| weighed the paddle used in the trip
around Australiaand the light paddle
| used in the 1997 trip around New
Caledonia. TheAustralian paddle has
a laminated wooden shaft and sym-
metrical fibreglassbladeswhich have
poprivetted, aluminiumwear stripson
thebase of each blade, basicaly anold
style whitewater paddle.

Thelight paddleisonel built using a
New Zealand carbonfibre/fibreglass
shaft and blades that Mike Neckar
(Necky Kayaks in Canada) helped
me build in 1984. The blades are
carbonfibre/kevlar cloth with afoam
core sandwich construction.

Aust. paddle - 3.470lbs (1.575kQ)
light paddle - 2.055Ibs (0.932gms)

The difference in weight is 1.415Ibs
(0.642kg). At 60 strokes per minute,
theextraweight | lifted with the Aus-
tralian paddle calculates as follows:

per minute - 84.9Ibs (38.51kg)
per hour - 5,094lbs (2,310.64kg)
per 8hr day - 40,752lbs (18,485kg)

The staggering difference over
an eight hour day is 18.19 tons!
(18.485tonnes)

Even applying a50% discount factor,
for thenonlifting hand supporting the
other end of the paddle, the energy

saving in using the lighter paddie is\
astounding. It is no wonder that is
took two days to recover after each

of the 120 mile overnighters during
the Australian trip!

So bearing this weight factor in
mind, and that | would be chasing
theyounger and extremely fit Conrad
down the West Coast of Greenland, |
attempted to trim even more weight
off thelightweight paddle. Withanew
paddleshaft fromTony Freein Napier
(Canoe SportsNZ), | reduced the pad-
dle length by 5cms and improvized
super-duper lightweight drip rings.

Although drip rings are not realy
necessary in tropical waters, they are
essential in colder climes to keep the
handsdry andwarm. | decidedthat the
standard black rubber, dripringswere
too heavy and was casting around the
house for an alternative. And - | feel
Sandy Fergusonwoul d beproud of me
-1 foundthat blueor greenplasticmilk
bottle tops from one or two litre milk
containerswereperfect. Thetopshave
aninnerrimorlip (to prevent leakage),
theinside diameter of which matched
perfectly with a outside diameter of
the paddle shaft. A stanley knife and
sandpaper produced a snug fit, with
the outer lip of the bottle top turned
obviously towards the blade.

Theresult - alighter, lightweight pad-
dle (that | can't weigh asitis still in
Greenland), anddripfreehandsduring
the Greenland trip inicy cold seas.

And did the slight decrease in paddle
weight help mekeep up with Conrad?
| am embarrassed to record that the
young fella still had a considerable
edgeonme. Sowhat next ?AsConrad
uses awing paddle, and Rod Banks's
articleal sodescribestheadvantagesof
using awing paddle, itistimel had a
serious trial of awinged paddle.

To conclude, when you purchase a
paddle, bear in mind the differencein
energy requirementsbetweenliftinga
lightand heavy paddle. Particularly for
longer duration trips, | would suggest
theexra$requiredfor alighter paddle
arewell justified.

Paul Caffyn
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(" PRODUCT REVIEW

Canoe Sports

‘SMART SHAFT’
by P. Caffyn

shaft length and blade feather angle.

of assembly instructions.

lightweight.

tion on your nearest dealer at:
Canoe Sports NZ

PO Box 109, Napier

Ph: 06 835 8408

fax: 06 835 8409

email: canoesports@xtra.co.nz

EQUIPMENT

Rubber Hatch Covers
Lengthening their Life
(Reprinted from newlstter No.65)

For al owners of kayaks with the
circular, black rubber hatch covers,
| recently stumbled on a method for
lengthening their life.

The early VCP hatch covers, were
susceptible to UV light deteriora-
tion. Prolonged exposureto sunlight
led to cracking and ultimately gross
failure.

\

At Coastbusters, | was impressed by
the latest development in ‘ take-apart’
paddle technology - it is a ‘Smart
Shaft’ adjustable paddle shaft fitting,
produced by Tony Free of Canoe
SportsNZ,inNapier. Previousjoining
systems used for take-apart paddles
wereeither of threaded metal alloy and
thusheavy, or threaded plasticthat was
susceptible to wear. The new innova-
tive Smart Shaft has a unique thread
designtoavoidthewear problem, and
it also alows easy adjustment of both

For do it yourselfers, the Smart Shaft
comes in a complete kit with a page

Transporting long paddles to the op-
posite end of the globe, is not easy
and | have decided to install one of
these kits in the paddle currently in
Greenland. And this new system is

If unable to have agander at a Smart
Shaft, contact Tony Freefor informa-

In Alaska this year, my VCP hatches
had not been removed from the Nor-
dkapp for four years. | struggled to
remove thefirst one, and in doing so,
cracked the rubber. | then bought a
spray pack bottle of Armor-All Pro-
tectant and liberally dosed all three
hatcheswith the spray. Theresult was
remarkable- hatcheslookinglikenew,
a new lease of life to the flexibility
of the rubber, and so much easier
to slip on and off the hatch opening
coamings.

Although primarily aimed at the car
market, for treating vinyl dashboards
tostopUV light deterioration, thisstuff
is magic. The label notes it ‘guards
against cracking and fading caused
by the harsh effects of heat, ozone
and ultraviolet rays.” For previously
untreated surfaces, three applications
arerecommended. L eavepenetratefor
30 minutes after the first and second
applications. Leave thethird applica-
tion penetrateovernight andthenwipe
off the excessliquid.

Especidlyif youboatisstoredoutside,
| strongly recommend a visit to the
local service station, pick up a small
plasticbottleof Amor-All andliberally
dose the hatch covers.

Paul Caffyn

BOOKS

Recent additionsto my library, asyet
unread, include:

Author; Southby-Taylour, Ewen
Title: Blondie

Published: 1998 (HB)

ISBN: 085052 516 0

Publisher: Leo Copper UK
Biography of BlondieHasler,who led
the* Cockleshell Heroes foldboat raid
on German shipping in the Gironde
Estuary during WW2.

Title: Umiak An Illustrated Guide
Author; Snaith, Skip

Published: 1997 (s/b)

ISBN: 0965872599

Publisher: Walrose & Hyde USA
Awellillustrated book onhowtobuild
an Umiak.

Title: Complete Sea Kayak Touring
Author: Hanson, Jonathan
Published: 1998 (s/b)

ISBN: 0 07 026204 7

Publisher: Ragged Mtn Pr.USA
Good meaty & well illustrated North
American manual.

Title: Inuit Kayaksin Canada. Review
of Records & Construction.

Author: Arima, E.Y.

Published: 1987 (A4 s/b)

ISBN:0 660 10764 3

Publisher: Nat. Mus. Canada

235 pages, with old photographs and
line drawings of surveyed kayaksin
Canadian museums.

Title: Old Kayaks in the Nederlands
Author: Nooter, Gert

Published: 1971 (s/b)

ISBN: 90 04 03431 5

Publisher: EJ Brill Nederlands
Surveys of E. Greenland kayaks in
Dutch museums.

Title: Leadership & Headship E.
Greenland

Author: Hooter, Gert

Published: 1976 (9b)

ISBN: 90 04 04866 9

Publisher: EJBrill Nederlands

Inuit lifein E. Greenland.

Title: Canoe & Kayak Books
Author: Jerry Cassell

Self Published A4, 133 p.

Published: 1997

Aguidetoover 2,000 Englishlanguage
books and ephemera about the canoe,
the kayak and other paddlecraft.

Title: Superior Journeys on
AnInland Sea

Authors: Gary & Joanie McGuffin
Published: 1996 (HB)

Publisher: NorthWord Press. Can-
ada

ISBN:155971 4832

Beautifully illustrated trips on Lake
Superior. Coffee table quality book.

Anexcellentbook 'TheStrip-Built Sea
Kayak' has sold out quickly at Canoe
and Outdoor World in Christchurch.
Stephenhasmoreonorder, and abook
catalogue due shortly. This book is
currently availablefromBoat Booksin
Auckland at $49.95; 202 pages, b&w
photos and drawings; published 1998
by McGraw-Hill.

emailaddress: crew@boatbooks.
co.nz
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