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EDITORIAL
KASK AGM

At the AGM the committee elected
for the 96/97 financial year is:
President: Paul Caffyn

Secretary: Peter Sullivan

Treasurer: Alex Ferguson
Committee: Helen Woodward, Glyn
Dickson, Dave Herrington, Mark
Hutson.

$10 subscription will remain for
another year.

Therewassomediscuss onwhether
KASK shouldremainautonomous, or
affiliate to a national body such as
FMC, NZCF or NZ Water Safety
Council. A reportontheprosand cons
of affiliating or joining one of these
organizations will be included in a
future newsletter, with any decision
made subject to a postal vote or a
motion for the 1997 AGM.

Helen Woodward and Ray Forsyth
have been active on the conservation
front, and a request from Helen for
notification of any environmental
problems particularly in the North
Island where KASK needs to be in-
volved.

1996 PICTON KASK FORUM

There aretwo reportsin this newsl et-
ter onthe 1996 Picton Forum, thefirst
by Andy Sheppard on the overall fo-
rum, and a second more specific re-
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port by Mark Hutson on the leader-
ship and organi zation of theovernight
paddie.

Peter Sullivan has produced two
detail ed pages each on the minutes of
the4th. KASK AGM and thedebrief-
ing held at the conclusion of the fo-
rum. Theseareavailablefrom Peter. |
have reproduced the salient points of
Peter’ s notes and added a few of my
own recollections of the forum.
1996 Forum Debrief:

- Anzac weekend is preferred

- 4 days preferred time span

- acutoff datefor pre-registration will
be set for 1997

with adiscount for early registration
Ideas for 1997 Forum:

- more videos and slide shows

- venue in lower part of the North
Island

KASK Handbook
At the 1995 Titahi Bay forum | sug-
gested KASK should be aiming to-
wardsproducingaKASK ‘Little Red
Book’, or guide to New Zealand sea
kayaking.

Twelve months later, the ‘KASK
Handbook’, or tothosein theknow as
the LRB { Little Red Book}, wasaus-
piciously launched by Nora Flight at
the 1996 Picton Forum.

An initial scoping document
schemed by Mark Hutson, Peter Sul-
livan and myself met with a good
response from paddlers throughout
the country in terms of rating what
material should beincluded, and who
was willing to write and advise on
various topics.

The133page'Handbook’ isaquan-
tum leap forward for New Zealand
sea kayaking. It has been aconcerted

effort, with numerous KASK mem-
bers contributing, editing and proof-
ing. | was impressed with quality of
the material submitted and feel al
KASK members can be proud of the
result. Some sectionsweretoo latein
arrival for inclusion and the odd im-
portant section such as navigation
dlipped the organizational net, but
what has been produced is a superb
effort by al concerned.

Peter Sullivan undertook the time
consuming mission of co-ordinating,
scanning, editing and producing the
first edition of the KASK Little Red
Handbook. | would like to record the
gratitude of myself and al KASK
members to Peter for his outstanding
effort.

Theschemefor thenext six months
istoallow abreathing spacefor refin-
ing the contentious bits, adding miss-
ing sections, adding photos and dia-
grams and sorting out funding for
printing the *mother of all sea kayak
manuals'.

Feedback to date is positive, with
many of the suggestionsfor improve-
ment already in hand; such as more
diagramsand photos, and afull listing
of resource books and magazines.

Now isthetimeto criticize/praise/
amend/add a missing section. Send
the information to either Peter Sulli-
van or myself.

This first edition is nearly out of
print, however asecond print run will
includetheinformationwhich did not
arrivein time for the first printing as
anaddendum at therear of themanual.

The first edition of ‘The KASK
Handbook’ is available from either
Peter Sullivan or myself at $12 for
current financial KASK members or
$18full retail pricefor those paddiers
not aware of the secret handshake.
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1996 KASK FORUM

FORUM REPORT
by Andy Sheppard

The 1996 Graham Egarr KASK Fo-
rum was held at Picton from 25-28
April. Fine sunny weather prevailed
aspaddlersfrom Aucklandthroughto
Dunedin exchanged news and views.

It started with aflourish on Thurs-
day night as Nora cut the tape on the
first box to launch the ‘Little Red
Book’ more correctly known as*‘ The
KASK Handbook’.

Readers browsing through the
handbook werethen distracted by the
first lecture/strip show of the forum
when aportly Stephen Counsell dem-
onstrated what awell (over?) dressed
sea kayaker should wear. Attention
was riveted on him as he reveaed
successivelayers,includingitemsrel -
evant to members of the opposite.

Ray Forsyth then discussed low
impact camping. He is planning to
expand his chapter in the manual by
adding information on Maori proto-
col to be observed on certain occa-
sions.

Thehighlight of thefirst night was
Brian Robert’ s dide show on his un-
supported circumnavigation of the
South Island.

Friday morning beganwiththetra-
ditional * Show and Tell’ with kayaks
ranging from the latest technology to
the traditional, and there was enough
tomakedecisionsdifficult onthenext
kayak you wanted to own. Kayak
choiceand safety gear werediscussed
briefly. Then ademonstration of res-
cues by John Kirk-Anderson wasfol-
lowed by a session honing practical
skills. Several kayakers were seen
practising John’ s techniques - not all
of them by choice.

The Picton Department of Conser-
vationField CentreM anager presented
his views of the activities and prob-
lemsfor recreationalistsinthesounds.
Questions from the floor clarified
somepoints, and everyonegained new
perspectives on the local situation.

After the AGM and dinner, Cathye
Haddock presented a session on risk
management. Lemonsand wild cards
became familiar terms.

Saturday saw gadgets and gizmos

.

being aired (food for thought there).
Navigation and weather werequickly
dealt with, and then after lunch the
preparationsfor the overnight paddie
proceeded apace. Mark Hutson’ splan-
ning (groups, leaders, sub-leaders,
safety gear, etc.,) was detailed and
exhaustive, but by 3.30pmall wereon
the water and well under way for
Mistletoe Bay. Fifty three paddiers
were quite asight to see on thiscalm
sunny afternoon, with some groups
travelling viaDoubleBay in search of
tame fish.

At Mistletoe Bay there were tents
and more tents (atramping party was
alsothere), and mucheatinganddrink-
ing (some claimsto have seen aflam-
ing meteorite were confirmed by the
newspaper on Monday). Atthecamp-
fire there were marshmallows and
popcorn, poetry and song until rather
late.

Sunday morning dawned fine and
cam. Paddlers were refreshed and
rested. By 8am thegroup washeading
back to Picton. The debrief (unlike
that at the last Forum held here) was
very positive.

The organizing team led by Peter
Sullivan and Paul Caffyn are to be
congratulated on a successful forum,
including the first overnight paddie.
We look forward to more forums
where this concept can be devel oped.

Andy Sheppard.

Reflections on Group Leadership
for the Overnight Paddle
Picton Forum - April 1996
by Mark Hutson

Once again another instructive and
fun time was had by al at the ‘96
Picton KASK Forum. Only thistime,
and for the first time, there was the
addition of an overnight paddling trip
to Mistletoe Bay (8kmsaway), which
was perhapsthe highlight for most of
theattendees- | know it certainly was
for me. The camp out provided plenty
of time to relax and socialize around
simmeringbilliesand, later on, awon-
derful roaring campfire with old and
new friends. By the way, who else
was lucky enough to see the meteor
that spectacularly and colourfully
flamed into view in the northern sky
that night. Truly the best I've ever
seen.

Having been requested to lead the
overnight group paddle to Mistletoe
Bay by the organizers of the event,
Peter Sullivan and Paul Caffyn, was
an honour of their trust | must say, but
hey, let's get redlistic.... | was prob-
ably targeted as the only one silly
enough to take on the task of leading
and being responsible for a yet un-
known number of paddlers, withwho
knows what levels of experience.

How to safely look after a
humongous number of kayakers on
the water would need some careful
planning, but thebasi capproachwould
be the time honoured tactic of del-
egating theleadership. Intheend, this
worked very well, primarily because
the forums that KASK has been or-
ganizing seem blessed with a healthy
number of very experienced paddlers.
This created apool of kayakers quite
capable of looking after otherson the
water and was the key to the success
of this method.

Several other key points were fol-
lowed in order to enhance the effec-
tiveness of delegated leadership:

1. The ratio of leader to partici-
pants was kept at 1. 5 or better.

2. Early briefings of both leaders
and participants

3. Formal group organization was
maintained though both check and
name lists.

The 1: 5ratiois close to that used
by commercial sea kayak operators
and alows for a manageable group
size. Safety on the water is enor-
mously linked to group management.

Leaders were selected on the first
day of theforumanda'group leaders
meeting was held on the morning of
the second day. Group management,
safety procedures, route description
and contingency planswerediscussed.
Photocopiesof mapswerepassed out,
as well as a‘leaders’ checklist’ and
‘NamesList’.

Theselistswere another important
aspect because they put in place a
system in which certain information
could be passed on, collected, be-
tween myself, the leaders and al the
other participants.

The leader’s checklist was a re-
minder for the leader to do or discuss
certain things or topics with their
group:

group management on the water

J
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rescue/re-entry procedures

towing procedures

dealing with boat and ferry traffic

boat inspection for seaworthiness

The names list, on the other hand,
was created in order to collect the
following information from the par-
ticipants (and the leaders):

- name of each paddler

-roughly determineeach paddler’s
level of experience

- any medical conditions

- an inventory of al safety items
carried by the group

Thisinformationwasthengivento
me by each leader just prior to each
subgroup launching. With all thisin-
formation collected, we had an ex-
act count of all those participating,
their names, as well as severa rel-
evant bits of information about each
paddler and the safety gear that each
subgroup had with them. All very
useful informationfor theleaders, and
potentially useful informationfor my-
self is any problems were to occur
later.

Another aspect in organizing such
alarge group - to avoid adispleasing
dogmatic approach - wasto let every-
one choose what paddling pace they
wished to participate in, or who they
wanted to paddle with. Three differ-
ent paddling categories were set up:

- afast group

- an intentionally slower group

- and those in between

It wasn't intended to restrict peo-
ple to paddling only with others of
their own experiencelevel, but rather
it simply gave people a choice of
paddling stylesto suit their ownmood
or social interests, as well as their
abilitiesif that wasof concerntothem.
Some quite experienced paddlers
opted for the slower category in order
to paddle with acquai ntances and sa-
vour their time on the water.

Subgroups were alowed to join
together on the water as long as the
collective size of the group did not
exceed 25 paddlers. Thiswasin con-
sideration of boat traffic and to limit
the size of any mob as it crossed the
ferry shipping lane just outside Pic-
ton.

In concluding this report, 1'd like
to take amoment to personally thank
al the individuals who graciously
agreed or volunteered to helpmewith

their leadership. You did a great job
for all of us. The confidence | felt, as
well as Peter and Paul, allowed usto
relax and enjoy the paddling, know-
ing thingswerein certain good hands
and under control.

And it should be noted that those
who were not leaders, but certainly
had the background and experienceto
be, were marvellous in that they ac-
cepted the game plan and were sup-
portive of theleaders... therewereno
sneering expertsto make responsibil -
ity rolesuncomfortable. Thank youto
you aswell.

No doubt therewill berefinements
to this approach of organizing a mob
onthewater, butoverall | feltitworked
very well - again because of the qual-
ity of the human resources we had at
hand at the forum. | felt privileged to
be given therole of leading the over-
night paddleand enjoyed figuring out
thegutsof how todoit. But most of all
| feel very grateful to everyone' svery
willing help and cooperation. It wasa
splendid effort and a very successful
outing. Let’'s go camping again next
year!

Mark Hutson

Forum Recollections
by Paul Caffyn

Theorganization for the overnight
paddle, under Mark's careful plan-
ning, worked atreat. There were sev-
eral humorous moments for me at
Mistletoe Bay, which were perhaps a
tad embarassing for Mark, but were
simply areflection of atrueorganiza-
tional zealot.

The first occurred during a last
sweep of the Mistletoe Bay campsite
to hasten tardy paddlers onto the wa-
ter. A stunned party of tramperswere
almost ontheir way downtothewater's
edgebeforereaizingMark'sordersdid
not apply tothem. And the poor couple
of independant kayakers who had to
retrieve their kayaks from the enthusi-
astic KASK kayak launchers.

Then just asthe final water's edge
briefing began prior to the paddie
back to Picton, the DOC camp man-
ager set hissound system going, with
Maori songs of farewell echoing
around the bay. The music drowned
out Mark's words of wisdom but set
the seal on a magic overnight get
together of paddlers.

BOOKREVIEW
Title: * Argonautsof theWesternisles

Author: Robin Lloyd-Jones
Published: 1989

Publisher: Diadem Books Ltd, Lon-
don, UK.

ISBN: 0-906371-03-1

Subject: SeaKayaking off Scotland’'s
West Coast

Cover: Hardback

Contents: 192 pages, 12 maps, 11
colour photos

Size: 135 x 200mm

RRP: UK£10.95

Reviewed by: John Kirk-Anderson

“Butl’ venever satinacanoeinmy
life” | protested.

“If you' reofficer material, you can
lead anything,” was the reply.

Another favourite saying of the
course commandant was, “Instruc-
tors are expendable, punters aren’t.”

So began Robin Lloyd-Jones' in-
troduction to kayaking as an outward
bound instructor.

Since then the teacher/writer has
paddled the West Coast of Scotland
for over 25 years, from hishome base
in the Clyde Estuary. This book is a
collection of short stories, with each
chapter a separate adventure.

Some trips are multiday expedi-
tions, while many are pre-dawn es-
capes- ‘stolenhours' - beforestarting
work. Hisjoy withall of thesepaddles
comes across strongly, whether they
are quietly relaxing or hardcoreterror.

Lloyd-Jones is the author of two
novels and his writing puts you in a
boat al ongside him, making the book
adelight to read. Because the stories
are self contained, it is easy to dip
into, and it has sat on my table for a
long while.

Tofinish, anextractfromajourney
near the Corryvreckan Whirlpool
where curiosity nearly consumed the
kayaker:

“The whirlpool! Straight ahead!”

It was like a revolving saucer, some

20 feet across, with the outer rim 10

feet higher than the center. ... How-

ever much | altered course, it hunted
me. ... Where next? It opened its eye,
saw me, reached out and caught me.

... Yesterday | thought 1'd paddled

as hard as it was possible to paddle.

I was mistaken.

A hard book to give back.

e
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Kiwis in Tierra del Fuego

by Malcolm Gunn

Four of us from Wellington paddled
the Northern fiords of the Cordillera
Darwinin Tierradel Fuego this sum-
mer. TheMagellan Straitsare notori-
ous for stormy conditions and it was
with some trepidation that we opted
for this seldom paddled placein pref-
erence to the better known destina-
tions. Hereisan account of one fan-
tastic trip...

Paddlerswere: Ma colm Gunn, Peter
Gates, Brent Hari sonand Paul Lenihan

Thetreesin Punta Arenas grow at
a sickening angle to leeward such is
the wind. Wasi it al a big mistake?
Had wecomeall thisway, kayaksand
al, with a futile and ill conceived
notion of seakayaking? Not only was
it blowing like hell, it was cold in the
manner of the best of Wellingtonis
southerlies. Our flight schedule was
conceived by asadist and wewere 50
hourswithout sleep. | had acold and
felt like death. We had arrived on a
Friday and had to wait until Monday
to see the Capitain del Puerto about
our al-important permit to kayak the
chilly waters of the Magellan Straits,
something which | was less enthusi-
astic about having seen them.

Ever sincel paddled aseakayak, it
had become an ambition to paddie
around aniceberg. In1994 | bought a
map of South America to determine
whether Southern Chile might pro-
vide the iceberg. | drank gallons of
coffee staring at that map. Informa-
tion about weather patterns, terrain
and wildlife was gleaned from many
sources and gradually atrip began to
gel. Thefiordsonthe northern coast-
line of the Cordillera Darwin seemed
protected from the prevailing south-
westerly winds. Theice cap atop the
Cordillera Darwin could provide the
iceand the many glacierscould break
itall up intoicebergs of various sizes
suitablefor circumnavigation. Actu-
aly fulfilling an ambition of mine
was a minor part of the exercise.
Rather the ambition had been created
tojustify such atrip! Thereal attrac-
tions were the glaciers, wildlife, for-
ests and the isolation.

| enrolled in a Spanish night class

and assembled the biggest collection
of Spanish language reference books
outside Latin America. We used the
internet extensively to quiz otherswho
had been paddling in Chile and made
some useful contacts. We visited the
Chilean Embassy and enlisted thehelp
of thestaff thereto procureapermitto
paddle in the sometimes sensitive
border regions.

Once lid been in Punta Arenas a
couple of days, thingsimproved con-
siderably. | got some sleep, the navy
were thoroughly helpful, we got our
permit, and we discovered that Chil-
ean delight, the lomito completo. To
the uninitiated, alomito completo is
the hamburger to end them all. In-
stead of ameat pattie, there is steak.
This is accompanied by lashings of
lettuce, tomato and avocado.

Our permitimposedtwo constraints
on our expedition. We were not al-
lowed within 3 milesof IslaDawson,
alarge island bristling with military
installations, and we were prohibited
from eating shellfish as algal blooms
in the area had rendered much of the
seafood toxic. In order to comply
withtheconditionsof our permit (you
donit argue with the authorities) we
implemented plan B. This involved
going to Porvenir and then south by
road to Puerto Arturo.

Two hours from Punta Arenas by
ferry, Porvenir wasdepressing. Cold,
windy, dusty and devoid of the two
things which give shelter - hills and
trees. [twashowever Tierradel Fuego
and it wascloser to the glaciersof the
CordilleraDarwin, our ultimate goal.
On aclear evening, the peaks of the
Cordillera - Sarmiento, Mayo and
Darwin seemed agalaxy away. Over
the next week or so we gradually
approached these giants a paddle
strokeat atimeuntil our kayakspushed
aside the floating ice that had been
brought down off their flanks by im-
mense glaciers. To approach such a
mountain range by kayak over such a
long timeisthe ultimate savouring of
agoal. Rounding the final headland
and seeing theicefallsrising uninter-
rupted as high as Mt Taranaki on all
sides is not the climax of a dayis
paddle, but rather that of aweek.

Our attemptsto pre-arrange trans-
port from Porvenir to Puerto Arturo,
from where we were to paddle ap-

peared to have been in vain. The
earliest possible transport was still
three days away. A New Zealand
gold mining venture came to the res-
cueand Thelocal kiwisprovidedtrans-
port south of Porvenir to the south
sideof Bahialnutil (UselessBay) best
regarded as a40km wide detour. Af-
ter five hours of bouncing down a
gradually deteriorating road, stopping
occasionally to secure the kayaks af -
ter the snap locks were tested to de-
struction, we came to a halt in soft
mud. Wewererescued fromthat by a
passing local, also driving a hilux.
His one had tyres with tread and a
winch. Soon we were cramming an
impossible looking mountain of food
and gear into our kayaks, watched by
some guanacos, handsomellamalike
animals with an aristocratic manner.
Themiracle wasthat wefinally man-
agedtogetitall inandthat thekayaks
actually floated with their payloads.
The smallest wave, however washed
overtheforedecks. Atlastwewereon
the water. What was more we had a
tail wind and afavourable tide.
After two days paddling, we had
left the coastal road behind and the
only obstacle between us and the
Cordillera Darwin was a crossing of
Seno Almirantazgo. At 18km the
distance was not great, although we
were aware of the areas reputation of
sudden windshifts and squalls. The
water was icy cold and so was the
wind. Weset off shortly after 9:00am
in a steep chop and grey overcast
conditions. Launching required some
care and the waves claimed a variety
of itemssnatched fromunder thedeck
bungies, including charts, water bot-
tles and a bilge pump. After a short
while, the marginal conditions dic-
tated aretreat to our campsite and we
resurrected thefire. Aswesipped hot
soup a condor passed low over camp
and rose effortlessly on the same
breezethat had thwarted our crossing.
A second attempt 24 hours later
held more promise. The sea had
yielded all of our lost gear with the
exception of theall - important pump.
As we left, the wind dropped to al-
most nothing and we were treated to
half an hour or so of cam. Sure
enough the first ruffle was not far
away and abreezedevel oped fromthe
Southwest. By mid channel therewas
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alively seaand astiff wind whichwas
blowing the tops off the waves. A
sense of urgency prevailed and we
had to resist the temptation of pad-
dling into the wind, something which
improves stability at the expense of
progress. The prospect of what the
next hour might produce was unset-
tling. Turning back would be point-
less. Wewere committed to thisone.
Soon after we encountered agroup of
magellanic penguins, the wind eased
and gradually wegained the shelter of
the shore. An hour later we landed
gratefully on abeach, at the entrance
of BahiaBrookes. Nothing but calm
water now lay between us and the
glaciersof theCordilleraDarwin. We
had watched the vast peaks and
snowfieldsgrow bigger every day and
now they were within reach. The
excitement of approaching our first
glacier had been growing over 4 days.
As we left our landing spot, we saw
our first steamer ducks. Steamersare
largeandflightlessand usetheirwings
inthemanner of ahyperactive paddie
steamer. They are anervous species
and react to our presence with asense
of panic that subsidesonly when they
have put the best part of 2km between
them and us. With perfect paddling
conditions, we were unstoppable as
we paddled into the entrance of Seno
Gallegos for our first view of atide-
water glacier. We were stunned by
the sheer size of it asit snaked down
fromtheicefieldsand endedinawall
of ice 2km wide. Four kilometers
from the terminal we made camp and
endured the curiously frigid transi-
tion from being warm paddlers to
being warm campers. A coupleof hot
brews and we were again marvelling
at thelack of sandfliesand mosguitos.
But for the lack of dipterous blood
siphoners, the camp site reminded us
of one in Wet Jacket Arm in Dusky
Sound. Some pieces of ice floated
into our bay with the outgoing tide as
if to give us a taste of tomorrows
paddle to the glacier terminal. A
3:00am foray to answer acall of na-
turerevealed the full extent of ahigh
tide which was within centimeters of
out tents and was in the process of
liberating our untethered kayaks!
Brent gathered up all manner of flot-
sam and we were |eft to contemplate
theconsequencesof beingkayak-less.

It was not a pleasant prospect. The
tide had covered the grass to a depth
of 5¢cm and there was nothing to sug-
gest this was a regular occurrence.
Indeed the two subsequent high tides
came nowhere as high.

After aleisurely breakfast of pan-
cakesand coffee, weset outtoexplore
thenearby Ventisquero Gallegos. We
had heard theicefalling off thetermi-
nal face during the night and on the
previousday. Now theicefloesthus
produced were moving down the
sound. Approachingtheterminal, the
icecliffsloomed abovelike atangled
massof blue skyscrapers. After drag-
ging kayaks onto arock, we climbed
to the a vantage point for a kodak
attack and a bite to eat. Often aloud
crack would preceed the thunderous
crash of ice and rock falling into the
seaat thefoot of theice. Oneparticu-
larly large icefall was only briefly a
source of entertainment. The size of
the wave it produced had us scram-
bling down the rock to rescue the
kayaksbeforethey werewashed away.
We had about 35 secondsto get them.
Wetook about 37. Two werealready
at sea - one capsized and surrounded
by floating paddles, backrest, water
bottles, hatch covers and the like. |
grabbed one asit slid backwardsinto
the sea and the fourth was still high
and dry. Againwe had causeto con-
template the consequences of losing
the kayaks. A swim amongst theice
would have been invigorating, but
only briefly and thebreeze coming of f
the glacier would have necessitated a
good turn of speed in order to catch a
driftingboat. Theincidentwasfunny,
but only just. Thenfollowed aperiod
of kayak custodianship verging on
paranoia. Even when that subsided,
we were still careful.

Further along the terminal, amore
benign environment invited closer
inspection. On climbing out of my
kayak, | had afirst hand experienceof
frictionlesssurfaces. Theglacial mud
hadthefrictional propertiesof greased
plateglassand the consistency of cus-
tard. Theresult was highly amusing
for everyone as | struggled to stay
upright whiletakingonthecolouration
of the substrate.

Next day we explored the southern
reaches of Bahia Brookes. The gla-
ciers just got bigger and more spec-

~

tacular the further wewent. The sec-
ond (namel ess) glacier wevisited had
calved off somuchice, thesoundwas
choked with it for 3km from the ter-
minal. Paddling through the jumble
of icewasaslow and deliberateaffair.
The ice was also noisy against the
plastic kayaks that conversation was
yelled. A large block of ice stops a
kayak asabruptly asarock so picking
a reasonably straight route through
the ice while avoiding the big pieces
quickly became the skill of the day.
Occasionaly asmall berg would roll
over, reminding us to keep a respect-
ful distance. The ice blocks were
invariably undercut at the waterline
so that the smallest disturbancein the
water made gentle lapping noises.
Multiplied thousands of times, it was
aneeriesound. Thesouthern extrem-
ity of Bahia Brookeswas unforgetta-
ble. Themap showed several glaciers
descending to sealevel at the head of
the sound. Thiswas hidden from our
view until we rounded aheadland not
more than 5km from the end of the
sound. Aswe rounded the headland
we were treated to an alpine view at
sealevel. Icefalls descended, broken
only by the occasiona rock band,
from a peak at 2400m to the sea.
Avalanches were nearly continuous
andthe80micecliffscalved moreice
into the sea with a thunderous roar.
Camping 400m fromtheterminal, we
would hear theicefalling into the sea
to befollowed aminute or so later by
the breaking of waves on the other-
wisetranquil shore. We decided that
it was about time to try the pisco (a
kind of locally brewed brandy) we
had brought with us. Peter and |
fussed about, making up some fruit
juice, collecting someiceand stoking
up the driftwood fire. When we had
gathered the mugs we were alarmed
to discover...no pisco! Weid bought
two bottlesand givenonetothedriver
whoid pulled us out of the mud. The
other had beenleft in Gordonis hilux.

Bahia Ainsworth, and the mighty
Marinelli Glacier, are more exposed
to the westerlies than Bahia Brookes.
The Marinelli has receded since our
chart was drawn and a moraine has
made a shallow entrance to the inner
bay where the terminal was in the
1950is. One of the low isletsin the
moraine is home to a group of sea
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elephants which allowed us to ap-
proachwithinafew meters. Wespent
over anhour amongthesehugebeasts,
taking photographs and just being
among them. They seemto hold onto
every breath, much inthemanner of a
whale, so that their breathing seems
laboured. They squint while they do
so and opentheir eyesalmostinrelief
asthey exhale. Their movements on
land are rhythmic, awkward and de-
liberate. They donit move around for
the fun of it, it seems, and once they
have moved inland for 200m to their
resting place, areill -inclinedtoleave
it just because a couple of humans
appear. Good for them!

It wasin Bahia Ainsworth that our
second omission cameto light. Hav-
ing finished the first of our tins of
coffee, we set about searching, with
increasing purposefulness, for our
second tin. It was never found. For
most of us, going without coffeeisan
inconvenience. Atworst, anuisance.
For Brent, however such a depriva-
tionisno joke- abit like going with-
out oxygen. The list of symptoms
readslikethoseof adegenerativeform
of cerebral necrosis.

Leaving Bahia Ainsworth gave us
our worst paddling conditions of the
trip. A rising southwesterly wind
gave us alumpy if quick ride to the
entrance of the bay where the sea
became confused by the reflection
from cliffs and was steepened by a
strong weather tide. Fortunately this
did not last for long and we were able
to settle in for along athough quite
easy paddle to the eastern extremity
of thesound- theRio Azopardo. When
we arrived we were pleased to find a
good campsiteintheforest with plenty
of dry firewood despitetherain. Soon
we had the placefeeling like home as
we warmed up with hot drinks and a
meal. In the morning we went for a
stroll to the estanciato seewhowasin
residence. Wewere met by Juanwho
was looking after things while the
owner was away. Juan wasted no
timein inviting us in and feeding us
fresh bread, eggs and a deep fried
sweet bread (tortas). This was, of
course accompanied by coffee. Un-
fortunately for Brent, he had declined
to accompany us and had stayed be-
hind at camp.

We went for awalk in therain up

the Rio Azopardo for an hour or soto
an old derelict bridge - a remnant of
thetimber dayswhen 150 peoplelived
there. Foxeswatched boldly usaswe
walked about the estancia that was
scattered with beaver dams. On the
way back to camp we were again fed
fresh bread and amutton soup by Juan
who had stoked up the pot belly stove
to an impressive degree. When we
finally returned to camp at about
7:00pm, Brent had worked out what
weid been up to and was really quite
civil about thefact that wewereall too
full to eat much for dinner. Thefol-
lowing evening Juan accompanied us
to our camp and we cooked pancakes
for him.

Bahia Parry isthe Eastern most of
the bays in Seno Almirantazgo.
Stretching 40km to the south, it has
two distinct arms, both of which have
several glaciersat their head. Wehad
beentold that therewerefishermenin
the bay and that it might be possible
for usto arrange aride back to Punta
Arenasonaboat. Thisideahad much
appeal as it would save 130km of
headwinds along a coast which pro-
vided little shelter, and would give us
moretimeto explore BahiaParry. As
weentered thebay, we saw thefirst of
many fishing boats and we went over
for achat. Aswith all the boats, they
wereafter scallops. Thescallopdivers
each spend eight hours aday in the
30oC water, often under ice. The
scallops are not deep and the divers
aresupplied with air from acompres-
sor onthesurfaceviaahosethat floats
onthesurfacehissing likean enraged
snake from cracks along its length,
bound imperfectly with assorted
pieces of tape.

Some fishermen gave us a couple
of centolla (king crabs) for dinner.
Their freshnesswas attested to by the
fact that they were still very much
alive. The crabs were stowed away
under spray skirtsfor safe keeping as
we continued on our way. Having a
large spiny crustacean in its death
throeson your lap can mean that your
concentration on paddlingislessthan
total. The thought of being capsized
asaresult of being strategically seized
by alarge crab wasatrifle unsettling.
It was not to be, however and the
centollas were deliciousin a seafood
chowder.

A couple of hours paddling into
Bahia Parry brought us to a small
sheltered cove which was being used
asabasefor about thirty scall op boats.
M ost of thefishermen, it seemedlived
aboard their vessels, but some who
used open boats, had erected small
shelters reminiscent of early miners
dwellingsincentral Otago. Thissmall
village, or campamento was, to be
honest, filthy. Every day tonsof scal-
lops were shelled in the cove and all
the rubbish was casually cast over-
board, beit plastic or whatever, not to
mention the sewage. No sooner had
we paddied into the little cove, than
we were summoned to a makeshift
shelter by agroup of fishermen. Not
until we were ashore did the full im-
pact of the squalor of the camp be-
come apparent. A large part alsation
puppy was busy persecuting a much
smaller, if louder onearoundthecamp.
Wewere ushered into the shelter, out
of the rain and into an atmosphere
similar to that which you might get if
you put six wet and unwashed fisher-
men, four wet and unwashed pad-
dlers, two wet and unwashed dogs, a
small drying fish and a4kg portion of
mutton of indeterminate age into a
damp hut the size of abusshelter with
a10kW heater. Soonwe were eating
fresh bread and drinking coffee. We
were amused to find out that one of
those present had been aboard the
boat that came over to check out our
driftwoodfireafew daysearlier. Raw
scallops followed the bread and our
hostswere eager to ensurethat we ate
asmuch aswecould. Therewaslittle
toreassureusthat wewerenot ingest-
ing a plethora of microorganisms
which would wreak havoc with our
digestive systemsfor weeksto come.
Still, asthey say, when in Rome...
So we ate the raw scallops and fresh
bread, drank coffee and tried the tea-
likematE that ispopular inthese parts
withthosewho liveintheoutdoors. |
loaded my coffee with sugar in an
effort to kill any microorganisms by
osmotic stress.

We explained our intentions and
wherewe had come from to our hosts
and that we were intending to camp
nearby for the night. That precipi-
tated a flurry of activity as they set
about clearing the woodpile which
occupied the best tent site in the bay
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for us to use. We were anxious to
avoid camping in the cove asthelack
of sanitation and presence of dogs
combined to give the place al the
campingappeal of amunicipal landfill.
Eventually, we managed atactful re-
treat without offending our friendsby
promisingtovisit them next day. Our
campsite for the night was not far
from the cove and was littered with
the rubbish of previouscampers. The
Chileans have a curious attitude to
litter. They donit notice it. Plastic
bags and synthetic sacks hang from
the treesthat arrested their flight and
the package-strewn shoreline reveals
the food being consumed on board
passing vessels. This campsite was
no exception. We burned what rub-
bish we could, but the exercise had
more than a hint of futility.

Aswepaddied downthesound, the
occasional icefal from adistant gla-
cier would rumble. A similar, but
distinctly closer sound stopped mein
my tracks. It took afew seconds to
realise that the noise lid just heard
was the explosive exhalation of a
whale. A nearby whale. Sureenough
about 70 metresaway ahugeback had
broken the surface ever so smoothly
and there was a huge rorqual slowly
heading in the direction from where
we had come. Some frantic paddle
strokes took me to close to where |
predicteditwouldre-surface. | glided
toagradual halt and waited - camera
at the ready. Sure enough, nothing
happened. Eventually we heard it
surface again, but were unable to lo-
cateit.

Our ride back to Punta Arenaswas
on a boat which takes the scallops
back to port. The boat was loading
scallopswiththe shellfish being care-
fully weighed and recorded from each
of the contributing boats. This proc-
ess took a good 3 hours. The boat
itself was small, no more than 12me-
ters. Onboardwere 12 peopleandthe
decks were covered in large 50kg
sacks of scallops. Two kayaks were
tied to the wheelhouse roof and two
more were on the foredeck. The
wheel house had two bunks and there
was an after cabin which sounds bet-
terthanitwas. Itwasabout 3mby 2m
and most of it was taken up by a
3.5litre diesel engine. There were 5
seats. Inadditionto thistherewasan

exhaust pipe which was close to red
hot and agas stove. Insidethe cabin,
the temperature was about 40c0C and
the noise 110dB. This contrasted
withoutsideat 50Cand 120dB. After
moving to another campamento to
collect somemorescallops, we set of f
at midnight for PuntaArenas. | found
that on the roof of the afterdeck was
out of the worst of the wind and set-
tled in there for the night - outside.
Gradually the cold seeped in and |
improvised as best | could to keep
warm. | ended up swathed in some
closed cell foam, alifejacket and my
cockpit cover all bound around my
legs with nylon tape to keep them
from blowing overboard. | must have
lookedlikeanavalanchevictimawait-
ing airlift. A night passes slowly in
such circumstances. No sleep was
possible and apiece of chocolatewas
a haf-hourly treat. Communication
was difficult on account of the ex-
haust and | wondered if my hearing
would ever bethesame. Phosphores-
cence produced the occasiona flash
in the wash over the stern but other-
wise there was nothing to break the
monotony. Often | considered mov-
ing inside, but to what? sitting on the
floor staring at ahot noisy engineand
unableto move? Atleast herel could
stretch out.

Dawntook forever. Whenit came,
it held little promise - pale grey and
thesun merely hinted at onthe distant
horizon and an unsettled sea. We
pulled in at asmall cove near Puerto
Arturofor awhileinthemorning and
it was not until noon that we passed
the small beach from where we had
set off in our kayaks some 16 days
earlier.

All fishing boatsin Chile seem to
have one thing in common - a large
piece of meat hanging over the
afterdeck. Occasionally plucked
chickens, but more usually mutton.
Our vessel also had a cardboard box
containing a dozen of the meanest
looking sausagesliveever seen. These
had|eakedtheir juicesintothebottom
of thecartonand had effectively glued
the cardboard to the roof of the cabin
onwhichthey sat. Thesesmallgoods,
recognisable as such by shape alone
were, (do you believe this?) orange
and black speckled on a matrix of
grey and crimson. Several went into

our lunch, astew which, being boiled
for longer than the term of many an
Argentiniangovernment, seemed safe
enough to eat. Safe enough perhaps
but for me there was another require-
ment - taste. | ate the potatoes and
complimented the cook: imuy ricof, |
lied. Shortly thereafter | consigned
the remainder to the seain adeft and
hopefully undetected manoeuvre.

Somedol phinsaccompanied usfor
about an hour, departing about the
sametimel jettisoned my lunch. We
swung away from the coast to cross
Bahialnutil and Headed for thenorth-
erntip of ISaDawson. Thecloser we
got to Punta Arenas, the slower we
seemed to go. One of the fishermen
aboard ate a raw sausage from the
box, surely an attempt at suicide. At
onepoint thefuel linebroke, spraying
diesel everywhere. Within aminute,
a new line was fitted and we were
underway again. We reached Punta
Arenas 28 hours after leaving the
campamento ears ringing and red-
eyed. We were immensely grateful
for the calm passage and indeed for
the passage itself. Upon arrival at
Punta Arenas, the captain finally ac-
cepted half themoney wetriedtogive
himandweset of f in search of accom-
modation and a vehicle to transport
our kayaks. We spent the next week
further north in Patagonia tramping,
but that, asthey say, isanother story.

The trip had been a huge success.
We had seen glaciers close up like
weid never imagined. The wildlife
was spectacular and plentiful. Atthe
end of each day weid discussthedayis
ifirstst our first condor, first whale,
firsticeberg... never wereweat aloss
for afirst.

Malcolm Gunn

Photos and map on pages 8 and 9.
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THEKASKHANDBOOK

The KASK Handbook is now on sale from either:Peter Sullivan, 7 Monowai Cresc. Christchurch or
Paul Caffyn, RD 1, Runanga, West Coast. - at $12 for current KASK members otherwise $18.
Cheques should be made out to KASK(NZ)Inc.

COASTBUSTERS 1996

Planning is underway for the Seventh Annual Coastbusters Sea Kayak Symposium which will be held at Long Bay,
Auckland, over the weekend of 12 to 14 October 1996.

Summissions are invited from people who wish to be key note speakers or lead workshops. Travel expenses may be
available. Please send your ideasin writing with abrief CV to:

Vincent Maire, ASKNET, 7 Motuora Road, Manly, Whangaparoa. Auckland

Telephone first if you want to discuss an idea before bursting into print: (09) 424 2293 or Fax (09) 480 5719

If undelivered, please return to Sandy Ferguson: 12 Dunn St., Christchurch 2.
Sandy's E Mail address: http://john.chem.canterbury.ac.nz

Check your address label. If the number is the same aS the newsl etter issue number
or less, then you need to renew your subscription immediately. Thisis your
subscription renewal reminder.
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